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TO  THE 

W  O  R  L  D. 


E  it  known  that  the  Perfon  with  Pen  in 
Hand  is  no  other  than  a  Woman,  not  a  little 
piqued  to  find  that  neither  the  Nobility  nor 
Commonalty  of  the  Year  1722,  had  Spirit 
enough  to  erebt  in  W ejiminjier- Abbey ,  a  Mo¬ 
nument  juftly  due  to  the  Manes  of  the  never  to  be  for¬ 
gotten  Mrs.  Centlivre ,  whofe  works  are  full  of  lively  In¬ 
cidents,  genteel  Language,  and  humourous  Defcriptions  of 
real  Life,  and  deferved  to  have  been  recorded  by  a  Pen 
equal  to  that  which  celebrated  the  *  Life  of  Pythagoras. 
Some  Authors  have  had  a  Shandeian  Knack  of  ufhering  in 
their  own  Praifes,  founding  their  own  Trumpet,  calling 
Abfurdity  Wit,  and  boafting  when  they  ought  to  blufh  ; 
but  our  Poetefs  had  Modefly,  the  general  Attendant  of 
Merit.  She  was  even  afham’d  to  proclaim  her  own  great 
Genius,  probably  becaufe  the  Cuftom  of  the  Times  dif- 
countenanced  poetical  Excellence  in  a  Female.  The 
Gentlemen  of  the  Quill  publifhed  it  not,  perhaps  envying 
her  fuperior  Talents ;  and  her  Bookfeller,  complying 
with  national  Prejudices,  put  a  fuftious  Name  to  her 
Love's  Contrivance ,  thro’  Fear  that  the  Work  fhou’d  be 
condemned,  if  known  to  be  Feminine.  With  modeft 


*  Madam  Dacier. 


Diffi- 
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Diffidence  fhe  fent  her  Performances,  like  Orphans,  into 
the  World,  without  fo  much  as  a  Nobleman  to  protect 
them  ;  but  they  did  not  need  to  be  fupported  by  Interefl, 
they  were  admired  as  foon  as  known,  their  real  Standard, 
Merit,  brought  crowding  Spectators  to  the  Play-houfes, 
and  the  female  Author,  tho’  unknown,  heard  Applaufes, 
fuch  as  have  fmce  been  heaped  on  that  great  Author  and 
Actor  Colley  Cibber. 

Her  Play  of  the  Bufy  Body ,  when  known  to  be  the 
Work  of  a  Woman,  fcarce  defray’d  the  Expences  of  the 
Firft  Night.  The  thin  Audience  were  pleafed,  and 
caufed  a  full  Houfe  the  Second  ;  the  Third  was  crowded, 
and  fo  on  to  the  Thirteenth,  when  it  ftopt,  on  Account 
of  the  advanced  Seafon  ;  but  the  following  Winter  it 
appear’d  again  with  Applaufe,  and  for  Six  Nights  fuc- 
ceffively,  was  adted  by  rival  Players,  both  at  Drury-Lane , 
and  at  the  Hay -Market  Houfes. 

See  here  the  EffeCts  of  Prejudice,  a  Woman  who  did 
Honour  to  the  Nation,  fuffer’d  becaufefhe  was  a  Woman. 
Are  thefe  Things  fit  and  becoming  a  free-born  People, 
who  call  themfelves  polite  and  civilized  !  Hold  !  let  my 
Pen  flop,  and  not  reproach  the  prefent  Age  for  the  Sins 
of  their  Fathers. 

In  antient  Days  the  Men  of  France,  urged  by  felfiffi 
and  jealous  Fear,  made  a  Law  called  Salique,  but  that  it 
has  not  always  infured  Safety  to  their  Government  my 
Sex  have  oft  been  witnefs,  and  particularly  when  the 
Statefmen  of  that  Nation  were  obliged  to  feek  Affiftance 
from  Jane  d’Arc,  who  gained  the  Title  of  Maid  of  Orle¬ 
ans,  from  the  Prefervation  fhe  afforded  that  City,  and 
could  any  old  Woman  aCt  more  indifcreet  than  their  Ruler 
now  does  with  his  Colonies,  Ships,  or  Finances  ?  The 
Englijh  Men,  to  give  them  their  Due,  have  been  more 
fenfible  of  our  natural  Abilities,  and  not  fo  barbarous 
as  to  exclude  us  from  the  Chance  of  Reigning,  and 
during  the  Time  it  has  fell  to  our  Lot,  as  Mrs.  Cent- 
livre  fays,  u  What  cannot  England  boaft  from  Women  ? 
“  The  mighty  Ro?na?t  felt  the  Power  of  Boadiced s  Arm  ; 
“  Eliza,  made  Sfiain  tremble;  and  Anne ,  the  greateft 
“  of  the  three,  has  fhook  the  Man  that  aim’d  at  uni- 
“  verfal  Sway.” 

When 
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When  I  reflect  on  the  French,  I  cannot  forbear  men¬ 
tioning,  with  Anger,  the  Spaniards,  who,  fince  the  Time 
their  Kingdom  was  over-run  by  the  Moors,  have  im¬ 
mured  and  fhut  up  their  Wives  as  it  were,  in  Prifons. 
Is  not  this  a  barbarous  Practice?  Can  the  Nation  be 
called  civilized,  that  confines  as  wild  Beads  that  Part  of 
the  Creation,  always  acknowleged  to  be  the  moft  mild 
and  gentle,  and  can  it  be  expected  that  Mahomet  fhall 
find  a  Paradife,  who  has  taught  his  Followers  that  Wo¬ 
men  come  not  there?  Thefe  DoCtrines  are  unreafonably 
inconfiflent,  and  arife  only  from  Prejudices  which  it  is 
high  Time  fhould  be  exploded,  and  our  Sex  enjoy  the 
Liberty  which  they  have  a  natural  Right  to. 

This  Juflice  I  muft  do  the  prefent  Race  of  Mankind, 
their  Eyes  now  feem  open  to  Conviction,  they  acknow- 
lege  the  real  Merit  of  our  Poetefs,  and  of  fome  other  fe¬ 
male  Writers.  The  Nobility  of  Dublin  lately  went  in 
Crowds  to  fee  the  heretofore  lead  regarded  of  her  Plays, 
viz.  Marplot ,  *  and  Miss  Macklin  has  long  fhone  in  a 
Play  of  Mrs.  Centlivre’ s,  called  The  Wonder. 

A  Poet  is  born  fo,  not  made  by  Rules  ;  and  is  there  not 
an  equal  Chance  that  this  Poetical  Birth  fhould  be  female 
as  well  as  male  ?  Women  are  qllowed  to  have  a  large  Share 
of  bodily  Perfections,  and  if  properly  cultivated  by  Edu¬ 
cation,  I  believe  thofe  of  the  Mind  would  equally  fhine. 
Let  both  Sexes  be  placed  at  Quadrille,  and  fee  if  Man 
has  any  Claim  to  Superiority  ;  and  are  there  not  many 
Sciences  eader  learnt  than  that,  and  fome  other  Games 
at  Cards  ?  Do  not  our  Sex  bed  underdand  the  Art  of 
Drefs,  and  the  CEconomy  of  Houfhold  Affairs  ;  or  are 
we  deficient  in  other  Matters  which  we  have  the  fame 
Opportunity  of  learning.  To  fuperdcial  Obfervers  our 
Intellects  may  appear  inferior  to  thofe  of  Men,  but  this 
can  only  be  from  a  Comparifon  of  our  Skill  in  Things 
we  have  had  no  Experience  in  (fuch-  as  War,  Ship¬ 
building,  &r*c.)  with  a  Man’s  whofe  whole  Employ  has 
been  in  fome  one  of  thefe  Branches — I  could  wifh  that 
fome  young  Ladies  of  my  Acquaintance,  now  in  Board¬ 
ing  Schools,  had  cladical  Education,  which  would 


*  Revived  by  Mr.  Woodward. 
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improve  their  Minds,  furnifh  them  with  a  more  ge¬ 
neral  Knowledge,  and  of  courfe  better  fit  them  for 
Converfation,  and  the  Management  of  Bufinefs.  Have 
not  Women  Hearts  largely  filled  with  Humanity,  and 
other  focial  Virtues,  Parts  equally  bright,  a  Difcern- 
ment  of  Right  and  Wrong  equally  acute  with  thofe  of 
Men  ?  and  of  our  Oratory,  I  call  to  Witnefs  both  Europe 
and  America  which  have  heard  Mrs.  Drummond,  with 
her  New  Light ,  leading  Mankind  from  Darknefs.  We 
are  allowed  to  have  more  native  Modefty,  that  everlaft- 
ing  Charm,  than  the  Sex  that  lords  it  over  us,  and  I 
have  oft  obferved,  that  the  moft  ignorant  amongft  the 
Men  are  the  moft  impudent,  and  from  thence  conclude 
that  if  our  Sex  had  a  better  Education,  it  would  decorate 
and  add  Charms  to  that  Modefty.  We  have  been  de- 
preffed  and  taught  to  entertain  an  humble  Idea  of  our 
Genius,  which  not  being  exerted,  we  lofe  the  Influence 
we  might  have  over  our  prefent  Mafters.  Oft  have  I 
feen,  in  private  Life,  an  illiterate  churlifh  Fool  of  a 
Hufband  tyrannize  over  the  Will,  and  with  barbarous  In- 
fult,  compel  the  Reafon  and  good  Senfe  of  his  Wife,  to 
give  Place  to  his  Folly,  and  this  on  no  better  Founda¬ 
tion  than  Cuftom,  eftablifhed  by  Laws,  the  Handyworks 
only  of  Men. 

Our  Employment  is  chiefly  in  Retirement,  and  private 
Life,  where  our  Actions,  not  being  confpicuous,  are 
little  regarded  ;  but  the  prefent  Days  have  feen  a  Genius 
employed  in  tranflating,  and  illuftrating  Epictetus ,  and 
the  Emprefs  of  Germany  convinces  the  World  that  fhe  is 
a  Politician  fearlefs  even  of  the  Horrors  of  War. 

A  pleafing  ProfpeCt  Pve  lately  had,  viz.  the  Work 
of  the  ingenious  Lord  Corke ,  and  the  not  lefs  ingenious 
Mr.  Sa?nuel  Johnfo7i ,  who  have  took  Pains  to  tranflate  a 
large  Part  of  Father  Brumoy’ s  Greek  Theatre,  and  were 
not  afhamed  that  their  Labours  fhould  be  joined  to  thofe 
of  Mrs.  Lenox.  This  convinces  me  that  not  only  that 
barbarous  Cuftom  of  denying  Women  to  have  Souls,  be¬ 
gins  to  be  rejected  as  foolifh  and  abfurd,  but  alfo  that 
bold  Affertion,  that  Female  Minds  are  not  capable  of 
producing  literary  Works,  equal  even  to  thofe  of  Pope , 
now  lofes  Ground,  and  probably  the  next  Age  may 

be 
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be  taught  by  our  Pens  that  our  Geniufes  have  been  hi¬ 
therto  cramped  and  fmothered,  but  not  extinguifhed,  and 
that  the  Sovereignty  which  the  male  Part  of  the  Creation 
have,  until  now,  ufurped  over  us,  is  unreafonably  arbi¬ 
trary  :  And  further,  that  our  natural  Abilities  entitle  us 
to  a  larger  Share,  not  only  in  Literary  Decifions,  but 
that,  with  the  prefent  Directors,  we  are  equally  intitled  to 
Power  both  in  Church  and  State.  To  reform  the  firft,  was 
our  Author’s  lateft  Employ,  and  fhe  Ihewed  herfelf 
Miftrefs  of  the  SubjeCt  in  her  Treatife  which  difclofes 
and  confutes  the  Errors  of  the  Church  of  Rome. 

In  her  early  Days  fhe  was  inclined  to  be  very  gay, 
being  left  an  Orphan  before  fhe  was  twelve  Years  of 
Age,  her  Father,  Mr.  Freeman,  of  Holbeach ,  in  Lincoln¬ 
shire,  having  at  that  Time  been  dead,  nine  Years  ;  thus 
was  the  Princefs  of  Dramatic  Poets  left  without  a  Guide, 
but  her  native  Wit  foon  brought  her  into  Fame.  The 
Spirit  of  Poetry  was  born  with  her,  for  before  fhe  was 
feven  Years  old  fhe  wrote  a  very  pretty  Song,  and 
adapted  it  to  -a  fprightly  Tune,  which  became  a  dif- 
tinguifhed  Country-Dance. 

Her  Education  was  fuch  as  the  Place  of  her  Nativity 
afforded  ;  where  tho’  fhe  had  but  fmall  InftruCtion,  yet 
by  Application  to  Books,  fhe  foon  became  Miftrefs  of 
the  Latin ,  Italian,  Spanifii,  and  French  Tongues.  Be¬ 
fore  fhe  attained  the  Age  of  fifteen  fhe  was  married  to 
the  Nephew  of  Sir  Stephen  Fox,  who  left  her  a  young 
Widow  of  fixteen,  which  State  fhe  was  foon  perfuaded 
to  change,  in  Favour  of  Captain  Carrol,  who  was  killed 
in  a  Duel  about  a  Year  and  a  half  after  his  Nuptials. 
Soon  after,  viz.  in  the  twentieth  Year  of  her  Age,  fhe 
wrote  her  Play  of  the  Perjured  Hufband ',  and  in  a  fhort 
Time  gained  fome  Eminence  in  the  literary  World. 
Her  Wit  procured  her  the  Intimacy  of  the  facetious 
Mr.  Farquhar,  and  her  theatrical  Knowledge  was  the 
Caufe  of  her  great  Intimacy  with  Mr.  Wilkes,  and 
Mrs.  Oldfield ;  the  latter  diftinguifhed  our  Poetefs  by 
fpeaking  the  Prologue  to  her  firft  Play,  and  generally 
thofe  great  ACtors  filled  the  principal  Characters  in 
her  Comic  Performances. 


At 


At  this  Time  an  Intimacy  was  kept  up  betwixt  her 
and  the  moft  efleemed  Writers  of  the  Time.  Sir 
Richard  Steele ,  fpeaking  to  the  Public  in  his  Tatler, 
thus  mentions  her  Bufy  Body  ;  “  The  Plot  and  Inci- 
“  dents  of  the  Play  are  laid  with  that  Subtlety  and 
“  Spirit  which  is  peculiar  to  Females  of  Wit,  and  is 
“  very  feldom  well  performed  by  thofe  of  the  other 
“  Sex,  in  whom  Craft  in  Love  is  an  Adi  of  Inven- 
“  tion,  and  not  as  with  Women,  the  Effedl  of  Nature 
and  Inftindl.”  Mr.  Rowe  favour’d  her  with  his  Friend- 
fhip,  affifted  her  in  compofmg  the  Tragedy  called  the 
Cruel  Gift ,  and  wrote  the  Prologue  to  her  Gamefler. 

After  a  Widowhood  of  about  ten  Years,  Mrs.  Car¬ 
rol  again  ventured  on  the  Marriage  State  with  Mr. 
Centlivre ,  a  French  Gentleman,  with  whom  Ihe  lived 
comfortably  for  many  Years,  rich  in  Fame  and 
poffeffed  of  Plenty,  which  annually  arofe  from  her 
Poetical  Skill ;  and  at  her  Death,  which  happened 
in  1722,  when  Ihe  was  near  forty-five  Years  old,  fhe 
left  many  and  valuable  Ornaments  of  Gold  and  Jewels, 
prefented  to  her  by  the  Royal  Family,  Prince  Eugene , 
and  Perfons  of  diftindlion,  but  thefe  Treafures  her 
Hufband  did  not  long  enjoy,  for  about  a  Year  after  he 
died,  and  was  put  into  the  fame  Grave,  in  the  Parifh 
Church  of  St.  Martin's  in  the  Fields.  Thus  drop’d  fhe, 
Rara  avis  in  Terris,  after  having  by  her  own 
Works  eredted  a  Monument  more  lading  than  that  of 
Marble. 
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S  H  O  U  LD  not  trouble  my  Reader  with  a 
Preface,  if  Mr.  Collier  had  taught  Man¬ 
ners  to  Mafks,  Senfe  to  Beaus,  and  Good¬ 
nature  to  Criticks,  as  well  as  Morality 
to  the  Stage  ;  the  firft  are  Jure  to  envy 
what  they  can't  equal,  and  condemn  what 
they  don't  underfiand ;  the  Beaus  ufually  take  a  greater 
Liberty  with  our  Sex  than  they  wou'd  with  their  own , 
becaufe  there' s  no  Fear  of  drawing  a  Duel  upon  their  Hands ; 
the  latter  are  a  Sort  of  rude  fple?iatick  Men ,  that  feldom 
commend  any  thing  but  what  they  have  had  a  Hand  in. 
Thefe  fnarling  Sparks  were  pleafed  to  carf  at  one  or  two 
Expreffiions ,  which  are  fpoken  in  'em  A fide  by  one  of  the  in¬ 
ferior  Characters  in  the  Drama  ;  and  without  confidering 
the  Reputation  of  the  P  erf ons  in  whofe  Mouths  the  Language 
is  put,  condemn  it  fir  ait for  loofe  and  obfcure :  Now  ( with 
SubmiJJion  to  better  Judges )  I  cannot  believe  that  a  Prayer 
Book  Jhouldbe  putintothe  Hands  of  a  Woman,  whofeinnate 
Virtue  won't fecure  her  Reputation  ;  nor  is  it  reafonable  to 
exp  ell  a  P  erf  on,  whofe  inclinations  are  always forming  Pro¬ 
jects  to  the  Difhonour  of  her  Hufband ',  fhould  deliver  her 
Commands  to  her  Confident  in  the  Words  of  a  Pfalm.  I 
heartily  wifh  that  thofe  that  find  Fault  with  the  Liberty 
of  my  Stile,  wou'd  be  pleafed  to  fet  a  Pattern  to  the  Town , 
by  retrenching  fome  of  their  Debaucheries,  for  Modefiy 
thrives  befi  by  Example.  Modefi  Language  from  the  truly 
Virtuous  is  expelled ;  I  mean  fuch  as  will  neither  all  ill, 
7ior  huffier  ill  to  be  aided  :  It  is  not  enough  that  Lucy  fays 
file's  honefi,  in  having  denied  the  Brutal  Part ;  whoever 
thinks  Virtue  centers  in  that,  has  a  wrong  Notion  of  it ;  no, 
Virtue  is  a  tender  Plant,  which  cannot  live  in  tainted 
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Ground ;  Virtue  is  what  the  Air  of  Flattery  cannot  blaft , 
nor  the  vile  fordid  Drofs  of  Gam  poifon  ;  and file  that  can 
withfiand  thefe  two  Shocks ,  may  be  flil’d  truly  Virtuous. 
I  afk  my  Reader’s  Pardon  for  my  Bluntnefs ,  but  I  hope  none 
of  7ny  Sex fo  qualified  will  condemn  me  for  expofing  the 
Vices  of  the  feeming  Religious. 

I  fear  there  are  but  too  many  hit  by  the  Character  oj 
Signora  Pizalta  ;  I  wifh,  for  the  fake  of  the  reverfe 
Party ,  there  were  fewer ,  or  they  better  known,  fince  the 
malicious  World  are  foaptto  judge  of  Peoples  Inclinations 
by  the  Company  they  keep  ;  which  is  fomctimes  authentic , 
but  710 1  always  an  infallible  Rule.  I  fhall  fay  little  in 
Jufiificatio7i  of  the  Play ,  only  defire  the  Reader  to  judge 
hnpartially,  and  not  C07ide7n7i  it  by  the  Short7iefs  of  its  Life, 
Juice  the  Seafon  of  the  Year  never  promifed  much  better 
Succefs.  It  went  off  with  general  Applaufe  ;  and  it  is  the 
Opiiiioii  offome  of  our  befi  Judges ,  that  it  07ily  wanted  the 
Addition  of  good  Ablors,  and  a  full  Town ,  to  have  brought 
7ne  a  Sixth  Night ,  there  having  been  worfe  Plays ,  within 
this  Twelve-month ,  approv’d  of. 
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PROLOGU  E. 


By  a  GENTLEMAN. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  OLDFIELD. 

UCH  dreadful  Laws  of  late  \ 'gainfi  Wit  are  made , 
It  dares  not  in  the  City  fhow  its  Head. 

No  Place  is  fafe  ;  each  Cuckold  turns  Informer , 
If  we  make  merry — it  mufl  be  in  a  Corner. 

And  herds  To-night ,  what  doubly  makes  it  fweet , 

A  private  Table ,  and  a  Lady's  Treat : 

At  her  ReflePions  none  can  be  uneafy , 

When  the  kind  Creature  does  her  bejl  to  pleafe  ye. 
Humbly  fhe  fues ,  and  ’l  is  not  for  your  Glory 
Tinfult  a  Lady — when  fhe  falls  before  ye. 

But  fince  no  human  Wit  can  fland  the  Tefl , 

With  Gorman  !  and  the  Champion  of  the  Weft  ! 

She'll  fill  the  Lifts,  and  the7i  you  cannot  flight  her , 

( With  Honour  fafe)  for  file's  a  fair  Inviter. 

ExpePs  no  Favour ,  but  at  Honour's  Call, 

Defies  the  boldefi  Briton  of  you  all ; 

Whate’er's  her  Fate,  file's  fure  to  gain  the  Field, 

For  Women  always  conquer ,  when  they  yield. 
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Dra- 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


M  E  N. 


Count  Baffino,  a  Savoyard,  married  to 
Placentia,  and  in  Love  with  Aurelia, 
Armando,  Baffino’.?  Friend , 

Alonzo,  a  Venetian  Gentleman ,  be¬ 
trothed  to  Aurelia, 

Pizalto,  a  Noble  Venetian, 

Ludovico,  a  Frenchman, 


l  Mr.  Mills. 

J 

Mr.  Simplon, 
j  Mr.  Thomas. 

Mr.  Norris. 
Mr.  Fairbank. 


WOME  N. 


Placentia,  Baffino’.?  Wife, 

Aurelia,  a  young  Venetian  Lady ,  be¬ 
trothed  to  Alonzo,  but  in  Love  with 
Baffino, 

Forella,  her  Woman , 

Lady  Pizalta,  Pizalto’.?  Wife , 

Lucy,  her  Woman , 


Mrs.  Kent. 

|  M rs.  Oldfield, 

Mrs.  Baker. 
Mrs.  Moore. 
Mrs.  Lucas. 


Majkers ,  Dancers ,  Singers ,  and  Attendants. 


S  C  E  N  E,  Venice,  in  Carnival-Time. 


THE 


THE 

Perjur’d  Husband. 


A  CT  I.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

The  Curtains  fly  tip,  and  difcover  a  Maflz  in  Pizaltoh 
Houfe.  Pizalto,  Lady  Pizalta,  Lucy  ;  Ludovico  talking 
to  Lady  Pizalta  ;  Baffino  and  Aurelia  talking  together  ; 
Florella  and  other  Majkers. 

A  Spanifh  Entry. 

While  the  Dance  is  performing,  enter  Armando,  and  gives 
Baffino  two  Letters ,  which  he  opens  and  reads. 

Lady  Pizalta  and  Lucy  advance  to  the  Front  of  the  Stage. 

Lady  Pizalta. 

H  !  Lucy,  Pm  undone - 

That  Stranger  there  has  charm’d  my  Heart  :  I 
feel 

The  PowT  of  conquering  Love  ;  quick,  quickly 
tell  me, 

What  ffiall  I  do  to  eafe  this  racking  Paffion  ? 

Lucy.  Nay,  Madam,  I  fancy  your  Paffion  has  little 
Occ>ffion  for  Lenitives  ;  it  blazes  fo  violently  at  firft,  ’tis 
like  to  be  foon  extinguiffi’d. 

L.  Piz.  Dear  Lucy,  don’t  trifle  with  me  ;  but  contrive, 
imagine,  do  any  thing,  to  blefs  thy  Lcve-fick  Mihrefs 
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with  the  Sight  of  that  dear  Man  :  And  as  an  Earned  of 

further  Rewards,  here,  take  this - 

[ Gives  her  a  Ring. 

Lucy.  Madam,  I  receive  your  Commands  with  much 

Joy,  but  your  Prefent  with  more - \Afde.]  I’ll  try 

what  this  projecting  Brain  can  do,  and  if  you  Hep  into 
the  next  Room,  I’ll  foon  give  you  an  Account  of  my 
Proceedings.  [Exit  L.  Pizalta. 

BaJJ'.  Ye  Gods  ! 

What  have  I  done,  that  you  purfue  me  thus  ? 

Why  did  you  e’er  decree  that  I  fhould  wed 

A  Wife  I  now  muft  hate  ?  Why  did  I  fee 

The  bright  Aurelia  ?  Why  am  I  thus  torn 

’Twixt  Love  and  Duty  ?  Oh  !  what  Pangs,  what  Torments 

My  Soul  endures  !  Oh  !  my  Aiirelia  ! 

[. Exeunt  o nines ,  but  Lucy  &°  Ludov. 

Lucy  pulling  Ludovico  by  the  Sleeve. 

Lucy.  Sir,  Sir,  one  Word  with  you. 

Lud.  Your  Bufmefs - 

Lucy.  May  one  afk  you  a  civil  Queftion,  and  be  refolv’d  ? 

Lud.  Hum — A  civil  Queftion,  fayft  thou  ?  What’s  it, 
prithee,  a  Night’s  Lodging  ?  If  fo,  pull  off  thy  Mafk,  and 
I’ll  refolve  thee  inftantly  — —  But  I  never  ftrike  Bargains 
in  the  Dark. 

Lucy.  I  don’t  know,  Sir,  but  it  may  tend  to  that,  by 
way  of  Proxy,  at  the  long-run  :  But  at  prefent  my  Com- 
miffion  reaches  no  further  than  to  know  your  Lodgings  ;  if 
any  Thing  comes  on’t,  I  fancy  ’twill  not  difpleafe  you. 

Lud.  (. Afide .)  Hum - This  is  but  a  Pettifogger  in 

Intrigues,  I  find  — —  Egad,  I’m  like  to  be  pretty  well 

employ’d  during  the  Carnival - Well,  confidering  I  am 

a  Stranger  here,  this  Hit  may  be  a  lucky  one,  and  the 

Lady  handfome - Egad,  I’ll  fancy  her  fo  at  leaft,  wer’t 

but  for  the  Pleafure  of  Expectation. 

Litcy.  What  are  you  ftudying,  Sir?  Are  you  fo  long 
refolving  whether  you  fhall  accept  a  Lady’s  Favour,  or  no? 

Lud.  No,  faith,  Child  :  I  am  not  over-fcrupulous  in 

thofe  Matters - Let  her  be  but  Woman,  and  we 

fhan’t  difagree - And  fo  thou  mayft  tell  her - 

There’s  a  Direction  for  thee.  [ T ears  the  Superfcriptio7i 
of  a  Letter  and  gives  it  her.  [ Exit  Ludovico. 
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Lucy.  Frank  and  eafy,  a  la  mode  de  Paris - -  Well, 

thefe  indifferent  Sparks  charm  more  than  all  your  cring¬ 
ing  Fops - Now  for  my  Bufmefs— Let  me  fee - I’ll 

to  my  Lady,  fhe’ll  write  ;  I’ll  carry  the  Letter,  and  the 
Devil  will  turn  Saint,  if  I  don’t  bring  ’em  together,  and 
merit  a  further  Recompence 

By  Coupling  many  have  their  Fortunes  made  ; 

I  07ily  want  Preferment,  not  my  Trade. 

[. Exit  Lucy. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Scene  changes  to  BaffmoT  Lodgings ,  and  dif covers  the 
Count  in  his  Night-gown,  a  Table  with  Lights,  and  Let¬ 
ters  lying  071  the  Table. 

Baff.  All  Things  lie  hufh’d  in  peaceful  Silence  here  : 

•All  but  BaJJuio' s  Mind - Oh  !  happy  he 

Who  lives  fecure  and  free  from  Love’s  Alarms. 

But  happier  far,  who,  Mafler  of  himfelf, 

Ranges  abroad  without  that  Clog,  a  Wife. 

Oh  !  rigorous  Laws  impos’d  on  Free-born  Man  ! 

On  Man,  by  bounteous  Nature  firff  defign’d 
The  Sovereign  Lord  of  all  the  Univerfe  ! 

Why  muft  his  generous  Paffion  thus  be  flarv’d, 

And  be  confin’d  to  one  alone  ? 

The  Woman,  whom  Heaven  fent  as  a  Relief, 

To  eafe  the  Burden  of  a  tedious /Life, 

And  be  enjoy’d  when  fummon’d  by  Defire, 

Is  now  become  the  Tyrant  of  our  Fates.  [Takes  up  a  Letter. 
But  hold,  Bajp.no  /  whither  does  thy  Paffion 
Hurry  thy  wandering  Reafon  :  Let  this  Letter 
Re-call  the  Fugitive,  and  fix  thy  Senfes 

On  duteous  Love - A  Wife,  fo  young,  fo  fair, 

So  excellent,  whofe  Charms  not  three  Months  fmce 
Did  fire  thy  Soul ;  a  Wife,  who  dotes  on  thee  ; 

A  Wife  to  whom  thou  fworefl  eternal  Love - 

By  Heaven,  I  fwear  again  I  will  be  true. 

This  Thought  again  reftores  my  Peace  of  Mind - 

No,  charming  Wife  ;  no  dear  Place7itia,  no, 

Thou  fhalt  not  beg  in  vain  :  I  will  return  [. KiJJes  the  Letter. 
But  who  comes  here — My  Friend  Ar77iando  ? 
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Enter  Armando. 

Arm.  Dear  Friend,  I  heard 
The  Conflict  of  your  Paffion,  and  my  Joys 
Are  now  compleat,  fince  Virtue  gains  the  Day. 

BaJJ'.  Yes,  dear  Armando ,  the  Conflict  is  o’er, 

And  I’m  refolv’d  to  fly  to  my  Placentia. 

A}'m.  Cherifh  that  Thought :  By  Heaven  your  Refolution 
Tranfports  my  Soul  with  Joy  ! 

A  kind,  a  virtuous  Wife  waits  your  Embraces  ; 

A  Wife,  who  like  a  Turtle  mourns  the  Abfence 
Of  her  dear  Mate.  Hafte  then,  my  Friend,  to  drive 
That  Cloud  of  Sorrow  which  o’ercafts  her  Mind, 

And,  like  the  Sun,  difpel  her  gloomy  Thoughts. 

Bajf.  Thanks  for  your  Counfel - 

You  like  a  God  fupport  my  feeble  Virtue. 

This  very  Morning  I’ll  prepare  for  Turin , 

Where  Time  and  Abfence  will  deface  the  Image 
Of  that  bewitching  Beauty,  which  now  haunts 
My  tortur’d  Mind — Yet,  firft  I’ll  take  my  Leave 

Of  this  fair  Charmer - And  Heaven  grant 

That  I  may  fee  her  unconcern’d - 

Arm.  My  Lord,  what  d’you  mean? 

Have  you  well  weigh’d  the  Danger  of  this  Vifit  ? 

Ba(j.  What  danger  can  there  be  ? 

Arm.  Danger  !  my  Lord — Confider  well  how  feeble 

Our  Reafon  is  againft  the  Pow’r  of  Beauty - 

BaJJ'.  My  Refolution’s  firm  ;  no  Charm  can  fhake  it. 
Arm.  If  not  her  Beauty,  fear  her  Syren  Tongue  ; 

Fear  her  endearing  Prayers,  her  fond  Reproaches, 

Her  tender  Sighs,  her  Vows,  her  trickling  Tears. 

Nay — if  all  thefe  prove  vain,  fear  her  Defpair, 

A  Woman,  an  abandon’d  Woman’s  Rage. 

Bajf.  Were  there  more  Dangers,  yet  I’ll  Hand  ’em  all  ; 
My  Honour  bids  me  pay  this  parting  Vifit  : 

My  Heart  fhall  have  no  Share  in  what  I’ll  fpeak. 

Trufl  me  this  once,  and  be  yourfelf  a  Witnefs, 

BaJJino  can  controul  unlawful  Love. - 

Arm.  My  Lord,  ’tis  with  Regret  I  fee  you  go, 

May  Heaven  affift  you  in  this  dangerous  Strife. 
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SCENE  III. 

Aurelia’ j-  Chamber ;  /he  in  an  Undrefs  with  Florella. 

Aur.  No  more  of  that — Ceafe  thy  ungrateful  Suit, 
Alonzo  is  a  Man  I  cannot  love  ; 

I  own  he’s  witty,  generous,  and  brave  ; 

Has  all  the  Charms  that  Nature  can  bellow 

To  fire  a  Woman’s  Heart - Yet  I’m  infenfible, 

His  very  Sight  chills  all  my  trembling  Spirits  ; 

Therefore,  name  him  no  more — I  charge  thee  do  not. 

Flor.  Madam,  I’ve  done — Yet  fhall  I  be  permitted 
To  afk  a  Queflion?  Are  you  then  refolved 
Ne’er  to  admit  a  Paffion  in  your  Breafl  ? 

Aur.  Oh  !  Dear  Florella ,  prefs  not  a  Confeffion, 
Which  but  too  well  my  Eyes  themfelves  difclofe. 

Alas  !  I  love — I  love  to  fuch  Excefs, 

That  tho’  I  know  I’m  lov’d  again,  my  Mind 
Is  flill  perplex’d  with  Doubts  and  jealous  Fears. 

Flor.  You  love  and  are  belov’d  !  Then  fure  you  reach 
The  Height  of  human  Blifs,  and  bounteous  Heaven 

Can  fcarce  give  more - But  who’s  the  happy  Man  ; 

Is  it  not  Count  BaJ/ino  ? 

Aur .  Oh!  charming  Name;  there’s  Mufick  in  that 
Sound  ! 

Yes,  Count  BaJ/ino  is  the  Man  I  love. 

Canil  thou  now  blame  my  Coldnefs  to  Alonzo  ? 

Flor.  Forgive  me,  Madam,  if  I  dare  prefume 
To  fpeak  my  Sentiments  :  I  mull  confefs 
Baffino  is  a  Man  of  excellent  Virtue  ; 

His  Education  at  the  Court  of  Savoy 
Has  flill  refin’d  what  he  receiv’d  from  Nature  ; 

His  Perfon  too  is  charming - 

And,  what  molt  Women  court,  he  has  a  Title - 

But  then  confider,  you  are  unacquainted 
With  his  Eflate,  and  tho’  his  Equipage 
Denotes  an  ample  Fortune,  yet  we  fee 
Many  a  Stranger  here  during  the  Carnival, 

Who  makes  a  Figure  here  by  induflrious  Gaming. 

As  for  Alonzo ,  he  was  born  at  Venice , 
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Of  noble  Parents  ;  his  Eftate,  a  large  one - 

Even  from  his  Youth  you  had  his  amorous  Wifhes, 

And  as  he  grew  in  Years  his  Love  increas’d  : 

You  lov’d  him  too - Nay,  which  is  more,  your  Father 

Approv’d  your  mutual  Loves,  and  at  his  Death 
Bequeath’d  you  to  Alonzo. 

Aur.  Oh  !  my  Florella ,  thou  haft  rouz’d  a  Thought, 
Which  will  for  ever  break  Aurelia? s  Reft. 

I  know  my  Father’s  Tendernefs  to  me 
Made  him  confirm  Alonzo's  Suit,  for  then 

I  lov’d  Alonzo - 

But  were  my  gentle  Father  ftill  alive, 

I’m  fure  he  would  not  crofs  my  Inclinations, 

But,  Oh  !  name  not  my  Father  ;  I  cannot  bear 

The  fad  Remembrance  of  fo  great  a  Lofs.  \We.eps. 

Flor.  But  fear  you  not  t’offend  his  peaceful  Ghoft, 

By  breaking  with  the  Man  he  deftin’d  yours  ? 

Aur.  ’Tis  not  my  Fault,  and  juft  Heaven  muft  forgive 

What  Heaven  decrees - Yes,  ’tis  my  cruel  Stars 

That  made  my  Heart  inconftant  to  Alo?izo, 

’Tis  with  Regret  I  break  my  plighted  Faith  ; 

In  vain  I  ftrive  to  check  my  new-born  Love, 

I  cannot,  cannot  live  without  Bapfino. 

Flor.  Madam,  I  with  your  Paffion  ne’er  prove  fatal, 

But  much  I  fear  this  inaufpicious  Match. 

Enter  Baffino,  Armando. 

Aur.  May  Heaven  avert  th’  unlucky  Combination 
Of  our  prefaging  Thoughts  :  For,  know,  I  tremble  too — 
But  here’s  the  Man  that  will  clifpel  my  Fears. 

Arm.  to  Buff.  My  Lord,  remember 
To  keep  your  Refolution. 

Bajp.  to  Arm.  Yes — I  will  keep  it — [To  Aur. ]  Madam, 
you  will  pardon 

A  Morning  Vifit,  when  you  know  what  Reafons 

Prefs’d  me  to  fix  it  on  this  early  Hour. - 

By  Letters  from  the  Court  I  was  laft  Night 
Commanded  to  return  with  Speed  to  Turin , 

And  thence  fet  out  for  France ,  to  reprefent 
My  Sovereign  Liege  in  folemn  Embaffy. 
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This  Day  I  muft  prepare  to  take  my  Journey, 

Tho’  ’tis  with  killing  Grief  I  leave  my  dear, 

My  fair  Aurelia - [To  Now,  my  Armando. 

Arm.  My  Lord,  ’tis  well  :  But  ftill  be  on  your  Guard, 

The  dreadful  Shock  comes  on - 

Aur.  This  Day  be  gone  !  What  means  my  Lord  ? 
Oh  !  Heaven. 

My  boding  Fears  are  come  to  pafs  :  I  fee 
A  Cloud  of  Woes  juft  ready  to  o’erwhelm  me. 

Is’t  poftible  !  how  can  that  Form  divine 
Harbour  fuch  Treachery  !  Is  then  Baffino  falfe  ? 

Say,  perjur’d  Man,  how  often  did  you  fwear 
This  happy  Day  fhould  make  you  mine  for  ever  ! 

How  can  you  now  forget  your  folemn  Vows  ? 

Why  have  I  met  with  this  inhuman  Ufage? 

Bajf.  Madam,  my  Prince’s  Orders 
Are  abfolute  :  My  Honour  is  concern’d. 

Aur.  Muft  a  vain  Title  be  preferr’d  to  Love  ? 

But  no — You  never  lov’d— — ’twas  bafe  Deceit. 

Curs’d,  curs’d  diffembling  Men  !  Their  flattering  Tongues 
Can  feign  a  Paffton  that  will  look  like  Love, 

Till  by  Degrees  they  get  us  in  their  Power  ; 

Then  with  bold  Impudence  they  draw  the  Vizor, 

And  fhew  the  Cheat  that  mock’d  our  credulous  Hopes. 
Faithlefs  Batfino , 

How  oft  you  fwore  your  Love  could  ne’er  expire  : 

How  oft  you  fwore  one  Smile  of  mine  had  Charms, 

Even  above  the  Glories  of  a  Crown. 

Thofe  were  the  Oaths  I  fondly  did  believe  ; 

Thole  Words  convey’d  a  Poifon  to  my  Heart, 

And  even  now  I  feel  its  mighty  Force  : 

My  Head  turns  giddy,  and  my  trembling  Knees 

Betray  their  finking  Burden - 

Alas  !  I  faint,  I  die - 

[She  faints ,  Bafflno  runs  and  embraces  her. 
Bajf.  Oh  !  flay  my  Love,  my  Life,  my  Soul,  my  all : 
The  Conflict’s  paft,  anc  I  am  thine  again, 

But  fhe  is  breathlefs  !  Oh  !  ye  rigorous  Gods, 

Give  back  her  Soul,  or  let  my  own  be  plung’d 

To  dark  Elyfium - Oh  !  my  dear  Aurelia!  [Hugs  her. 

Arm.  Is  this  your  Refolution  ?  By  Heaven,  I  blufh 


To 


14  The  Perjur'd  Hufbcind. 

To  call  you  Friend.  Your  Wife,  my  Lord,  remember 

Your  Wife - 

Baff.  Curfe  on  that  Name - 

Urge  me  no  more  to  follow  your  Chimeras, 

Leit  you  oblige  me  to  break  off  that  Friendfhip 

You  blufh  to  own - Oh  !  my  Azirelia  / 

Arm.  afide.  How  fweet  is  treacherous  Vice  !  how  ea- 
Fond  Man  purfues  his  Ruin  !  [gerly 

All  Arguments  were  vain - yet  ftill  one  Way  remains, 

Which  cannot  fail,  to  flop  the  Progrefs  of  this  impious 
His  Wife,  by  my  Direction,  comes  to  Venice:  [Love. 

Her  Sight  will  foon  awake  his  numbering  Virtue, 

At  lead,  it  will  retrieve  Aurelias  Senfes.  [Exit  Armando. 

A  ur.  recovering.  Where  am  I  ?  Where's  my  Lord,  my 
falfe  BaJJino  t 

Baff.  Here,  here,  my  Soul,  my  charming  Dear. 

Aur.  thru/ls  him  off.  Hold  off — Approach  me  not — 
urge  not  my  Rage, 

Or  with  this  Dagger  I'll  revenge  my  Wrongs 

On  thy  perfidious  Heart - But,  oh  !  his 

Heart’s  too  hard, 

Even  for  temper'd  Steel — Therefore  I'll  fheath  it  here. 
[Offers  at  her  Breajl :  Baffino  /notches  the  Dagger , 
and  throws  himfelf  at  her  Feet  in  a  dift  railed  Manner. 

Ba[f.  Oh  !  hold - forbid  it  Gods  ! 

I  am  the  Curfed  Caufe,  and  I  muft  die. 

Oh  !  who  could  bear  my  Load  of  mortal  Woe  ! 

Ye  heavenly  Powers  beftow  the  Stroke  of  Grace, 

And  rack  Baffino  :  Let  your  vengeful  Thunder 

Now  crufh  my  guilty  Head - Or  thou,  Oh  !  Parent 

Earth, 

Open  thy  Bofom,  and  conceal  my  Crime.  [  Tears  theGVound. 

Aur.  Is  he  then  mine  again  !  [ Falls  down. 

Look  up,  my  Lord,  my  Love,  m)rLife  ! 

My  dear  Baffino !  'Tis  Aurelia  calls. 

Let  me  for  ever  fold  thee  in  my  Arms, 

And  beg  thoul't  never  fpeak  of  parting  more. 

[. Embraces  him. 

Both  rife  and  embrace  in  a7i  Extafy. 

Baff.  Oh  !  never,  never - 
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The  Poles  fhall  meet,  the  Sun  and  Moon  invert 
Their  wonted  Motion  e’re  I  part  from  thee. 

I  fondly  try’d  how  much  I  was  beloved, 

And  fince  you’re  true,  my  Blifs  is  now  compleat. 

Aur.  Was’t  but  a  Trial  ?  then  my  Griefs  are  vanifh’d, 

And  I  am  loft  in  Joy - B affine? s  mine  ; 

[ They  embrace  again. 

Bajff.  Thine,  thine  for  ever  :  And  this  happy  Day, 

Shall  end  Aurelia's  Fears - Ha - 

This  Day,  faid  I,  but  where’s  Placentia  then  ? 

My  Wife  Placentia  /  Little  does  (he  think 
What  Bafenefs  I  intend — Oh  !  racking  Thought  ! 

But  ’tis  refolv’d,  I’ll  change  nor  think  no  more  : 

I’ll  try  to  plunge,  and  reach  the  blifsful  Shore  ; 

And  if  I  fmk,  yet  ftill  this  Hope’s  my  Friend, 

I’ll  fnatch  my  Treafure  e’re  my  Courfe  I  end.  [Affde. 
Aur.  My  Lord,  what  makes  you  paufe  ? 

Bajff.  The  ravifhing  Thoughts  of  mighty  Joys  to  come 
Kept  me  in  Extafy  and  made  me  dumb  ; 

When  on  thy  fnowy  Bread  diffolv’d  I  lie, 

What  Monarch  can  there  be  more  bleft  than  I  ? 

[Baffino  leads  her  off  with  a  languiffhing  Air. 

Enter  Alonzo. 

Alon.  Sure,  if  my  Eyes  deceive  me  not,  I  faw 
Aurelia  with  the  Count  juft  parting  hence  : 

Diffolv’d  in  Love,  and  languifhing  they  feem’d. 
Damnation - - 

I  cannot  bear  the  Thought — I’ll  after  ’em. 

Alonzo  going.  Eiiter  Florella. 

Flor.  ajide.  Ha - Alonzo  here  !  I  mud  prevent  a 

Difcovery. 

Alon.  Florella  here !  fhe  comes  opportunely - fire 

may  inform  me  of  what  I  yet  but  fear - * - Good- 

morrow,  Florella  :  How  fares  my  Love,  my  dear  Aurelia  ? 
Flor.  Signior,  Good-morrow  ;  you  are  an  early  Vifitant. 
Alon.  Not  for  a  Man  in  Love;  but  anfwer  me,  How 
does  Aurelia  f 
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Flor .  Well  in  Health - Only  file’s  now  and  then 

in  a  little  Fit  of  Melancholy,  fuch  as  ufually  proceeds 
from  timorous  Doubts  about  that  dreadful  State  of  Ma¬ 
trimony.  You  know  the  Time  draws  nigh  that  gives  her 
to  your  Arms. 

Alon.  By  Heaven  !  ’Tis  an  Age,  there’s  fix  Days  yet 
to  come. 

Flor.  An  Age,  indeed,  if  he  knew  all.  [AJide. 

Alon.  But  hafte,  Florella  ;  lead  me  to  my  Dear, 

She  only  can  contract  that  tedious  Age 
Of  lingring  Pain,  and  footh  it  with  her  Smiles. 

Say,  is  fhe  alone  ? 

Flor.  Yes - No - 

Oh  !  Heaven  !  What  fhall  I  fay  ?  [AJlde. 

She,  fhe’s  a - 

Alon.  Ha - What  means  this  faultering  Anfvver  ? 

All’s  not  right,  and  my  Sufpicion’s  true. 

Flor.  Signior,  my  Lady  is  not  dreft,  and  I  fhall  dif- 
pleafe  her,  in  admitting  even  you,  without  her  Leave. 

Alon.  Ha - not  dreft - Take  heed  you  mock  me 

not ; 

Nor  think  to  blind  me  with  your  feign’d  Excufe  : 

For  in  your  guilty  Face  I  read  the  Truth. 

Come,  tell  me  who’s  with  her?  is’t  not  BaJJlno? 

Flor.  afide.  Oh  !  Heaven  !  What  fhall  I  fay  ? 

Alon.  Nay,  nay,  no  Study  :  Lying  will  not  do  : 

I  faw  ’em  part  from  hence,  juft  now  I  faw  ’em. 

Harkee,  fweet  Miftrefs,  how  long  have  you  practis’d 
This  fubtle  Trade  ?  I  find  you’re  much  improv’d. 

Hell  and  Damnation - quickly,  tell  me 

What  did  BaJJmo  give  for  his  Admittance  ? 

I’ll  double  the  Reward — but  fhe’s  not  dreft  for  me - 

Oh  !  damn’d,  damn’d  Sex  ! 

Flor.  Signior,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Alon.  To  fee  Aurelia - fee  her  inftantly - 

Nay  by  Heaven  !  I  will  :  All  Oppofition’s  vain  : 

F or  by  th’  avenging  Power  of  Love  I  fwear, 

Tho’  in  BaJJlnd s  Arms,  I’ll  drag  her  thence, 

Only  to  caft  her  from  my  Sight  for  ever  : 

Nor  fhall  he  live  to  triumph  in  my  Shame. 

What  tho’  the  Marriage  Rites  be  not  perform’d, 
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Yet  I  may  call  her  Wife.  Her  Father  gave  her  to  me  : 
And  her  own  Vows  have  fix’d  my  Heart  in  her’s. 

Mult  then  Alonzo  be  deny’d  Admittance, 

Under  that  poor  Pretence  that  fhe’s  not  dreft? 

Whilft  bafe  Baffino  lies  diffolv’d  in  Pleafures 

On  her  perfidious  Bread - Oh  !  killing  Thought  ! 

She  makes  my  Name  of  Hufband  infamous, 

Even  before  the  Prieft  has  join’d  our  Hands. 

I’ll  in,  and  if  th’  Affront  I  tamely  bear, 

May  Heaven  deny  me  at  my  latefl  Prayer. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV.  Ludovico’^  Lodgings . 

Ludovico  Joins. 


Lud.  Who  waits  ? 

Enter  Mountaine. 

Mount.  Did  you  call,  Sir  ? 

Lud.  Mountaine ,  run  to  Signiora  Ronquilla ,  and  tell  her 
I  have  done  with  her  for  ever,  if  fhe  does  not  fend  this 
Evening  the  hundred  Ducats  fhe  promifed  to  lend 

me - And  harkee,  as  you  come  back,  acquaint 

Signiora  Cornara  I  fhall  be  bufy  To-morrow,  and  de¬ 
fire  fhe  will  put  off  her  Vifit  till  another  Day. 

[Knocking  at  the  Door. 

Mount.  Sir,  there’s  fomebody  at  the  Door. 

Lud.  See  who  ’tis. 

Mount.  Sir,  a  Gentlewoman  clefires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Lud.  A  Gentlewoman  !  admit  her - Well, 

’Tis  a  great  Fatigue  to  oblige  the  whole  Sex. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Oh  !  what  News  from  your  Lady? 

Lucy.  This  will  inform  you,  Sir.  [Gives  him  a  Letter. 

Lud.  reads.  Hum,  hum,  a  Letter - Tho ’•  it  may 

feem  improper  for  one  of  my  Sex  to  make  the  fir  ft  Step  in 
an  Amour,  yet  y  ou  ought  to  confider, that  the  rigor  oils  Con¬ 
finement 
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fmement  we  are  under  all  the  Year  round,  may ,  in  fome 
Meafure ,  excufe  the  Liberties  we  take  during  the  Carnival. 
If  you  have  the  Courage  to  meet  me,  I  Jhall  be  at four  in  the 
Afternoon  in  the  Piazza  d’Efpagna,  invifible  to  all  but 

yourfelf - Well,  I  believe  all  Women  in  Venice  are 

wild  for  Gallants. 

Lucy.  Sir,  what  anfwer  fhall  I  return  to  my  Lady  ? 

Lud.  afide.  Egad - I  am  in  Doubt  whether  I  fhall 

throw  my  Time  away  on  this  Intrigue  or  no - 

Plarkee  Child,  flep  into  the  next  Chamber,  and  I’ll 

anfwer  your  Meffage  inftantly - [Exit  Lucy. 

Let  me  fee - [Reads  in  his  Table-Book\  Monday,  at 

Two  in  the  Afternoon,  I  am  to  meet  Signiora  Belleza 

at  her  Nurfe’s - She’s  a  pretty  Rogue,  and  fo  I’ll  go — 

At  Three  of  the  Clock,  Signiora  Dorinda ,  the  Senator’s 
Wife,  at  the  Indian  Houfe - Pfhaw,  fhe’s  an  old  Ac¬ 
quaintance, - 1  fhan’t  go - At  half  an  Hour  paft 

Three,  the  Countefs  Wrinkle,  who  prefented  me  with  a 

Gold-hilted  Sword - Silly  Fool  !  does  fhe  think  I’ll 

bellow  one  of  my  Vifits  on  an  old  lhrivelled  Piece  of 
Antiquity,  for  a  trifling  Prefent,  not  worth  above  three- 

fcore  Pifloles - At  a  Quarter  paft  Four,  my  Sem- 

ftrefs  Dorothy  Steenkirk ,  who  fupplies  me  with  Linen, — 
Oh  !  this  Vilit  may  be  put  off  for  a  new  Intrigue — And 
fo  I’ll  acquaint  the  Melfenger.  [Exit  Ludovico. 

The  End  of  the  Firfl  Adi. 


ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 

A  Chamber  in  Sigtiior  Pizalto’.?  Hcntfe. 

Enter  Lady  Pizalta,  Lucy. 

Lady  Biz.  TAID  you  deliver  my  Letter  to  Ludovico, 
,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  Madam,  I  did  ;  I  found  him  in  his  Study,  read¬ 
ing  the  Lover’s  Watch,  which  he  fwears  does  not  at  all 

agree 
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agree  with  his  Conftitution.  He  hates  Injunctions  of 
Love,  like  thofe  of  Penance.:  For  the  one,  fays  he,  is 
no  more  pleafurable  to  the  Body,  than  the  other  bene¬ 
ficial  to  the  Soul. 

L.  Piz.  What  a  fine  Gallant  I’m  like  to  have  with 
thefe  Principles  !  Well - what  did  he  fay  to  a  Sum¬ 

mons  from  a  Woman  of  my  Quality?  Did  it  not  make 
him  wifh  the  Time  of  Affignation  were  fooner  than  the 
Appointment  in  the  Letter  ? 

Picy.  He  firft  hum’d  over  your  Billet ;  and  paufing  a 
while,  he  defired  me  to  flay  for  an  Anfwer  in  a  next 
Room  ;  then  coming  to  me,  he  afk’d  me  what  Coun¬ 
trywoman  you  were  ?  F or,  faid  he,  if  fhe  fhould  prove 
an  old  Acquaintance,  I  would  ufe  her  damnably — But 
when  I  had  affured  him  you  never  faw  the  Outfide  of 
thefe  Walls,  he  began  to  have  that  Defire  which  all  Men 
have  to  a  new  Face. 

L.  Piz.  Very  well ;  and  what  then  ? 

Lucy.  He  flrait  enquir’d  whether  you  were  black, 
brown,  fair,  old,  young,  Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  ?  I 
told  him  you  was  a  wretched  Wife  to  an  old,  impotent, 
rich,  covetous,  noble  Venetian  ;  beautiful,  young,  gene¬ 
rous,  and  of  a  fair  Complexion.  He  liugg’d  me  at 
thefe  Words,  feem’d  transported  with  the  News,  and 
fvvore  that  in  Intrigues  a  Wife  was  moil  fuitable  to 
his  Temper  ;  for,  faid  he,  there’s  neither  Children  to 
lather,  nor  Honour  to  repair  :  And  where  his  Pocket 
and  Liberty  are  fafe,  he  is  contented  to  venture  his 
Body  and  Soul. 

L.  Piz.  Excellent  Maxims  ! 

Lucy.  In  fhort,  Madam,  he  fays  he  has  had  feveral 
Bills  of  this  Nature  drawn  upon  him  of  late,  and  how 
much  his  Stock  may  be  exhaufled,  he  knows  not  ;  but 
however  he’ll  meet  you,  and  if  he  cannot  anfwer  your 
Expectation,  he’ll  give  you  Earned. 

L .Piz.  You  talk  merrily,  Girl;  I  hope  you  did 
not  tell  my  Name.  I  fhould  be  loath  to  truft  a  Man  of 
his  Character  with  my  Reputation  at  firft  Dafh. 

Luc.  No,  Madam,  I  only  told  your  Quality. 

L.  Piz.  That’s  well  :  Oh  !  Reputation,  what  feveral 
Sorts  of  Slavery  do  we  undergo  to  preferve  thee  !  for  to 

be 


20 


Die  Perjur'd  Hufband. 

be  thought  virtuous,  we  are  forced  to  be  conftantly  rail¬ 
ing  againfl  Vice,  tho’  our  Tongues  and  Maxims  feldom 
agree. 

Lucy.  Alas  !  Madam,  that  Pretence  is  grown  too  com¬ 
mon  :  For  the  Men  now  take  it  for  granted,  that  a  Lady 
is  very  near  furrendering,  when  once  fhe  holds  out  that 
Flag  of  Defiance. 

L.  Piz.  Well — Men  ufe  us  very  barbaroufly  :  They 
will  neither  fuffer  us  to  be  honeft,  nor  allow  us  to  be 

thought  fo - Here,  take  this  Key,  and  fecure  every 

thing  that  concerns  my  Reputation  :  And  if  my  Hufband 
wakes  ere  I  come  back,  you  may  eafdy  find  fome  Excufe 
to  prevent  his  Enquiries  :  for  the  Carnival  allows  us  more 

Liberty,  than  at  other  times  we  dare  pretend  to - 

I  know  thy  Honefly,  and  will  rely  upon’t. 

Lucy.  Yes,  indeed,  Madam,  I  am  honeft  at  the  Bot¬ 
tom. 

L.  Piz.  Well,  I’ll  be  gone  :  ’Tis  about  the  Hour. 

[Ex.  L.  Piz. 

Enter  Pizalto. 

Lucy.  Good  Luck  attend  you,  Madam - Oh  ! 

Heavens  !  here’s  my  Lord - Madam,  Madam, 

Madam - Oh  !  Lord,  what  fhall  1  fay,  now  fhe’s 

gone  ? 

Piz.  Hift,  hift,  Lucy :  Don’t,  don’t,  don’t  call  your 
Lady,  for,  I  have  a  Word  or  two  to  fay  to  thee  in  pri¬ 
vate,  and  have  waited  for  this  lucky  Opportunity  a 
great  while - 

Lucy ,  afide.  Now  Venus  be  prais’d.  I  hope  he  has 
found  fome  Bufmefs  of  his  own,  that  may  give  my  Lady 
an  Opportunity  to  mind  her’s. 

Piz.  Well,  Lucy ,  well, — canft  thou  guefs  my  Bufmefs 
now  ? 

Lucy.  No,  indeed,  Sir  —  But  I’m  certain,  an  old 
Man’s  Bufmefs  can't  be  great.  [A fide. 

Piz.  [ Gives  her  a  Looking-glafs. ]  Here,  Child,  this 

will  tell  thee — Look  in’t,  look  in’t,  I  fay - Ah  ! 

ah  !  thou  haft  a  pretty  pouting  Lip,  a  delicate  roguifh 

Eye,  fuch  an  Ogle,  fuch  a  Call - Ah  !  Rogue - 

Faith,  thou’rt  very  pretty  :  And,  in  fhort,  if  any  one 
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rival  thy  Lady,  it  will  be  thee,  Lucy - Egad,  I 

have  Fire  in  me,  yet. 

Lucy ,  afide.  O’  my  Confcience,  and  little  too.  I  be¬ 
lieve  :  Yet  I  wifh  he  has  enough  to  ferve  my  Ends.  I’ll 

make  my  Fortune - Lord,  Sir,  what  do  you 

mean  ?  I  rival  my  Lady  !  Heaven  forbid  ;  I  would  not 
injure  fo  good  a  Woman  for  the  World - 

Piz.  Pfhaw,  pfhaw — Where’s  the  Injury  done  to  her, 
Child  ?  Adod,  I’ll  give  thee  a  hundred  Crowns. 

Lucy.  No  Injury,  fay  you,  my  Lord  ?  Why,  I  wonder 
you  fhould  be  fo  jealous  of  my  Lady,  and  preach  fuch  re¬ 
ligious  Maxims  to  her,  when  your  own  Principles  are 
quite  oppofite. 

Piz.  Look  ye,  Child,  a  Man  may  do  that,  which 

would  look  abominable  in  a  Wife - A  Woman’s 

Reputation  is  a  nice  Thing - 

Lucy.  ’Tis  fo - and  therefore  ’tis  but  Reafon  I 

fhould  take  Care  of  mine. 

Piz.  Prithee,  no  more  of  that  :  Thy  Reputation  fhall 
be  fafe  ;  I’ll  marry  thee  to  my  Gentleman. 

Lucy.  Gentleman — Valet  !  Faugh — And  what  Good 
will  a  hundred  Crowns  do  me,  when  my  Virginity  is 
gone  ?  Indeed,  if  you  lov’d  me  as  much  as  you  fay, 
and  would  make  my  Fortune,  (for  I  fhould  love  ex- 
treamly  to  be  a  Lady)  I  cannot  tell  how  far  you  might 

perfuade  me - 1  know  my  Reputation  would  be  fafe 

in  your  Hands. 

Piz.  Make  thy  Fortune  !  Why,  I’ve  known  fome  of 
our  Nobles  marry  a  Wife  with  lefs  than  a  hundred 

Crowns - But  adod,  thou’rt  a  charming  Girl,  and 

therefore  I’ll  make  it  a  hundred  Piftoles — What  fay’d 
thou  now,  Lucy  ?  Ah!  adod,  I  mull  bufs  thee;  [Kijfcs  her.\ 
Ah !  Rogue,  methinks  I’m  a  young,  lufty,  vigorous 
Fellow  again - Thou  (halt  find  I  am,  Girl. 

Lucy ,  afide.  I  believe  I  fhall  fail  you,  old  Gentleman. 
Well,  my  Lord,  make  it  up  a  thoufand  Piftoles,  and 
I  am  your’s  elfe  I’ll  die  a  Maid,  I’m  refolv’d. 

Piz.  A  thoufand  Piftoles,  why  thou  art  the  moft  uncon- 
fcionable  Wench  in  Italy :  Why,  ’tis  a  Price  for  a  Duchefs 
in  some  Countries.  Come,  come,  prithee  be  reafon- 
able,  Lucy  ? 

3  VOL.  I. 
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Lucy.  Reafonable !  why  you  don’t  afk  a  reasonable 

Thing - Look  you,  you  know  my  Mind,  I’ll  not 

bate  a  Penny - I’ll  warrant  my  Lady  will  give  me  two 

hundred  at  leaft  for  my  Difcovery.  {Going. 

Piz.  afide.  U  dflife  !  fhe  won’t  tell  my  Wife,  Sure, 
I’m  ruin’d  if  fhe  does  ;  I’d  rather  give  her  two  thou¬ 
sand - Hold,  hold,  Lucy ,  fweet  Lucy ,  prithee 

come  back - -Faith,  thou’rt  fo  charming,  I  can 

deny  thee  nothing - Come,  it  fhall  be  what  thou 

wilt - Come  now,  Rogue,  let’s  retire  to  thy  Cham¬ 

ber — 

Lucy.  Nay,  nay,  no  ent’ring  the  Premifes,  till  you 
have  paid  the  Purchafe - 

Piz.  Adod,  thou’rt  a  Wag - Come  in  then, 

and  I’ll  difcharge  the  Debt  :  Thou’rt  a  cunning  Gipfy. 

{Exit  Pizal. 

Lucy.  You  fhall  have  Reafon  to  fay  fo,  e’re  I  have  done 

with  you,  old  Gentleman - For  I  am  refolv’d  to 

fhew  you  a  Trick,  and  preferve  my  Virtue.  {Afide. 

For  did  bafe  Men  within  my  Power  fall , 

T’  avenge  my  injur’d  Sex,  Pd  jilt  ’em  all. 

And  woidd  but  Women  follow  my  Advice , 

They  Jhould  be  glad  at  laf  to  pay  our  Price. 

{Exit  Lucy. 


SCENE  II. 

The  Piazza  d’Efpagna  in  Venice. 

Enter  Lady  Pizalta  fola. 

L.  Piz.  N ot  come  yet !  ungrateful  Man  !  muft  a 
Woman  of  my  Quality  wait? 

How  have  we  loft  our  Pow’r  Since  the  Creation? 
When  the  whole  World  had  but  one  Single  Lord, 
Whom  every  Creature  readily  obey’d? 

Yet  he,  that  mighty  he,  caught  with  a  Smile, 

Flew  to  th’Embraces  of  the  tempting  Fair. 

But  now  each  puny  Sinner  dares  to  crofs 
A  Woman’s  Inclinations - 
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Enter  Ludovico. 

Oh  !  are  you  come,  Signior?  I  fuppofe  you  have 
Some  other  Affignation,  that  made  you  mifs 

My  Hour - Purfue  it  pray - I’ll  not  interrupt  you — 

Your  Servant -  {Going. 

I  hope  he’ll  not  take  me  at  my  Word.  {Afide. 

Lud.  Nay,  nay,  Signiora,  why  this  Paffion  ? 

{Stops  her. 

You  fent  me  a  Challenge,  and  I,  like  a  Man  of  Courage, 

am  come  to  anfwer  it - Pray  don’t  let  a  Quarter  of 

an  Hour  break  Squares - 1  own  it  was  a  fault  to  make 

a  Lady  wait ;  but  Friends,  Madam,  Friends  and  good 
Wine  are  the  Devil - Come  I’ll  make  you  amends. 

L.  Piz.  Friends  and  good  Wine  !  I  fuppofe  thofe 
Friends  were  Female  ones - 

Lud.  No,  Faith:  You  fhall  judge  of  that - But 

fuppofe  they  were - Why  fhould  you  be  angry  that  I 

did  not  fly  with  the  deflred  Halle,  as  long  as  I  am  come 

time  enough  to  give  you  Satisfaction - Befides,  I  han’t 

feen  your  Face  yet,  and  for  aught  I  know,  it  mayn’t  re¬ 
ward  my  Complement  in  coming  now - Prithee,  Child, 

unmafk,  and  then  I’ll  tell  thee  more  of  my  Mind. 

L.  Piz.  The  Devil  take  this  Fellow - and  yet  me- 

thinks  I  love  him  for  his  Indifferency - {A tide.]  You 

talk  as  if  you  were  unfkill’d  in  the  Art  of  Love  :  Don’t 
you  know  that  Expectation  feeds  more  than  twenty  tafted 
Pleafures  ? 

Lud.  Hum - fome  Sort  of  Fops  it  may  :  But  I’m 

none  of  thofe - 1  never  give  my  Opinion  of  a  Difh  till 

I’ve  tafted  ;  neither  do  I  care  to  dine  often  on  one  Sort  of 

Meat  without  changing  the  Sauce - But  when  that 

Cloud’s  withdrawn,  how  long  I  fhall  keep  my  Refo- 
lution  I  know  not. 

L.  Piz.  Say  you  fo  !  Why  then  the  only  Way  to  pre- 
ferve  your  Appetite  is  to  feed  you  flenderly  ;  or  only  let 
you  fee  the  food,  but  not  to  tafte. 

Lzid.  Faith,  Madam,  I’m  no  Camelion,  but  Flefh  and 

Blood - Therefore  thefe  Prefcriptions  are  of  no 

Ufe 
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Ufe - One  Sight  of  that  dear  charming  Face  of  your’s, 

would  be  more  obliging  to  your  humble  Servant. 

L.  Piz.  unmafks.  Well,  Sir,  what  think  you  ?  Is  there 
any  thing  in  this  Face  worth  your  Regard  ? 

Lud.  Ah  !  by  Heaven,  an  Angel - Oh  !  Madam, 

now  blame  yourfelf  for  my  Negledt,  for  had  you  fent  the 
Picture  of  her,  in  whom  all  thofe  Beauties  center,  I  had 
in  this  Place  waited  the  Coming  of  my  Goddefs,  or  ra¬ 
ther  flown  on  the  Wings  of  eager  Love,  to  meet  my 

Fair,  tho’  in  the  Arms  of  ten  thoufand  Dangers - 

Say,  my  charming  Angel,  do  you  forgive  me  ?  But  why 
do  I  afk  ?  your  Eyes  affure  me  you  do  ;  at  leaft  I’ll  force 
a  Pardon  from  thefe  dear,  foft,  ruby  Lips. 

[. Kijfes  her  in  Extafy. 

L.  Piz.  Hold,  hold  !  been’t  fo  lavifh - a  fparing 

Gamefter  is  the  likelieft  to  keep  in  Stock  ---  whilfl  a 
profufe  Hand  at  one  Call  throws  all  he  has  away. 

Lud.  To  fear  that,  were  to  doubt  your  Charms,  in 

which  a  Lover  is  fure  to  find  conftant  Supplies - 

But  we  lofe  Time - Let’s  retire  to  my  Lodgings,  where 

I’ll  give  thee  the  bell  Proofs  of  my  Love  I  can  ? 

L.  Piz.  afide.  Well  !  He’s  a  charming  Fellow - 

Oh  ?  how  happy  are  Wives  in  France  and  England , 
where  fuch  as  he  fwarm  ! 

Lud.  Come,  Madam,  come - Why,  what  do 

you  mean  by  this  Delay  ?  Conflder  I’m  a  Man,  a  mortal, 
wifhing,  amorous  Man— - 

L.  Piz.  And  conflder  I’m  a  Woman - 

Lud.  afide.  Ay,  ay  :  That  I  know  :  At  leaft  I  hope 

to  find  you  fuch - or  I  would  not  be  in  fuch 

Halle - 

L.  Piz.  And  have  a  Reputation  to  preferve. 

Lud.  Oh!  Lord,  what  a  damn’d  Turn’s  here?  Re¬ 
putation,  fay  you  ?  Egad,  I  find  all  Women  make  Pre¬ 
tence  to  that  myfterious  Word.  [Afde.]  What  !  Are  not 
you  married,  Madam? 

L.  Piz.  Yes,  what  then  ? 

Lud.  Why  then  you  have  a  Reputation  to  preferve — 
that’s  all. 

L.  Piz.  All,  Sir,  yes,  and  all  in  all  to  me - Do 

you  conflder  what  Country  you’re  in,  Sir  ? 


Lud. 
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Lud.  Yes,  Faith,  Madam  ;  and  what  Conftitution  I 
am  of  too.  I  know  Murder  is  as  venial  a  Sin  here,  as 
Adultery  is  in  fome  Countries  ;  And  I  am  too  apprehen- 
five  of  my  mortal  Part  not  to  avoid  Danger - There¬ 
fore,  Madam,  you  have  an  infallible  Security - if 

I  fhould  betray  you,  I  bring  myfelf  into  Jeopardy,  and 
of  all  Pleafures,  Self-Prefervation  is  the  deareft. 

L.  Piz.  A  very  open  Speaker,  I  vow. 

Lud.  Ay,  Madam,  that’s  beft - Hang  your 

creeping,  cringing,  whining,  fighing,  dying,  lying 

Lovers -  Pugh  !  Their  flames  are  not  more  durable 

than  mine,  tho’  they  make  more  Noife  in  the  Blaze. 

Sings  : 

Hang  the  whining  Way  of  Wooing, 

Loving  was  defigrid  a  Sport. 

L.  Piz.  afide.  The  Duce  take  me  if  this  Fellow  has 

not  charm’d  me  ftrangely - Well,  the  Carnival  is 

almoft  over,  and  then  muft  I  be  fhut  up  like  a  Nun 

again  -  Hey  !  Hoa  !  This  Time  will  be  fo 

fhort - 

Lud.  Let’s  make  the  better  Ufe  on’t  then,  my  Dear. 
We  will  conflder  when  we  have  nothing  elfe  to  do,  but 
at  prefent  there’s  a  Matter  of  the  greateft  Moment, 

which  I  muft  impart  to  you - Therefore,  come 

dear  Rogue,  come - 

L.  Piz.  \L00king  on  her  Watch.\  Hold - -  I  have 

outftaid  my  Time,  and  muft  return  Home  inftantly,  to 
prevent  Difcoveries. 

Lud.  Faith,  Madam,  this  is  not  fair - to  raife  a 

Man’s  Expectation,  and  then  difappoint  him  !  Would 
you  be  ferv’d  fo  yourfelf  now  ? 

L.  Piz.  I’ll  endeavour  to  difengage  myfelf  from  my 
jealous  Hufband,  and  contrive  another  Meeting. 

Lud.  But  will  you  be  fure  to  meet  me  again  ? 

L.  Piz.  I  give  you  my  Hand  as  a  Pledge - 

Lud.  Kiffes  it.  And  I  this  Kifs  in  Return - Adieu, 

my  Charmer. 

L.  Piz.  Signior,  farewel. 
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Enter  Baffino,  Alonzo. 


Baff.  Well,  Sir,  your  Bufinefs - 

A  Ion.  It  is  to  tell  you - 

You  are  a  Villain. 

Bajf.  Ha - 

Alon.  And  that  as  fuch 
I  ought  to  have  treated  you  before  the  Face 

Of  falfe  Aurelia - But  I  fcorn  to  follow 

The  barbarous  Cuftom  of  my  native  Country. 

I  feek  with  Honour  to  revenge  my  Wrongs  ; 

Therefore,  Sir,  draw - - 

Bajf.  This  AClion  fpeaks  you  noble — be  likewife  juft, 
And  let  me  know  the  Caufe  that  moves  your  Anger. 

By  Heaven  Fd  rather  call  you  ftill  my  Friend, 

Than  be  your  Enemy - Yet,  if  I  wrong’d  you, 

I’ll  give  you  Satisfaction - 

Alon.  Trifler,  away - Too  well  thou  know’ll  the 

Caufe  ; 

And  now  would’ft  footh  my  Wrongs  with  Flattery, 

But  my  Refolve  is  fix’d  as  Heaven’s  Decrees  : 

And  one  of  us  muft  fall - Let  the  Survivor 

Difpofe  of  that  bafe,  falfe,  perjur’d  Aurelia , 

As  both  his  Love  and  Honour  fhall  direCl. 

If  my  propitious  Stars  defend  my  Life, 

You  fhall  not  die  alone - Th’  adulterous  Fair 

Shall  bear  you  Company - Now  draw. 

Baff.  Oh  !  hold. 

One  Moment  hold,  I  muft  unfold  this  Riddle  : 

Adulterous  F air,  fay  you  ? 

Alon.  Yes  :  She’s  my  Wife. 

Bajf.  Ha - your  Wife  ! 

Sure  there’s  a  Curie  entail’d  upon  that  Name.  \Afide. 
What  !  your  real  Wife  ? 

Alon.  If  the  Command  of  an  expiring  Father, 

And  her  own  Vows  can  make  her  mine,  fhe’s  fo  : 

Indeed  the  Marriage  Rites  are  yet  to  come, 

Which  flily  fhe  delay’d  thefe  two  Months  paft, 

On  flight  Pretence  of  finifhing  the  Time 

Of  mourning  for  her  Father - But  ’tis  plain, 

I  was  a  Property  to  your  bafe  Love, 
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And  only  defign’d  to  fill  up  your  Place, 

When  furfeited  you  fhould  return  to  Turin. 

Hell - Furies  !  Draw,  or  in  my  juft  Revenge, 

I’ll  pin  you  to  the  Earth - 

Baff.  Oh  !  Woman  !  Woman  !  \Aftde. 

Yes,  I  will  draw - But  ere  the  fatal  Stroke 

Is  paft  Recal,  I  fwear  Aurelia's  Virtue 
Is  clear  and  fpotlefs,  like  Diana's  felf  : 

Nor  was  I  prompted  on  this  early  Vifit, 

But  with  Defign  to  take  my  laft  Farewel, 

Having  laft  Night  receiv’d  my  Prince’s  Orders 

To  hafte  to  Turin - -Therefore  if  I  fall, 

I  hope  fhe’ll  meet  with  Mercy - Now  come  on. 

A  Ion.  Hold,  hold,  my  Lord  ;  Oh  !  could  I  credit  this, 

I  would  afk  Pardon,  and  entreat  your  Friendfhip. 

Baj[f.  ’Tis  true,  upon  my  Honour - 

But  if  you  doubt  my  Words,  I’m  ready - 

Tho’  I  have  Reafon  to  decline  this  Combat, 

At  leaft  at  prefent - — Oh  !  Placentia  /  j ' Afide. 

Oh  !  my  Placentia  !  why  fhould  I  abufe  thee  ? 

Alon.  My  Lord,  you  feem  difturb’d - - 

BaJJ \  Oh!  Alonzo!  Alonzo! 

Should  I  acquaint  you  with  my  wretched  Fate, 

You’d  find  that  Life  itfelf  is  grown  a  Burden, 

I  cannot  bear,  fince  I  can  ne’er  be  happy. 

But  ’tis  a  Story  that  mull  ne’er  be  told, 

Let  it  fuffice,  to  fettle  your  Repofe, 

That  Turin  holds  the  Caufe  of  my  Misfortunes. 

Alon.  Then  I  am  happy  :  \_Afde. 

My  Lord,  I  wifh  ’twere  in  my  Power  to  ferve  you, 

I’d  do  it  as  a  Friend - - 

Baff.  Generous  Sir,  I  thank  you  ; 

As  far  as  I  am  capable,  I  am  Alonzo's.  [Exit  Alonzo. 
Oh  !  Force  of  treacherous  Love  !  to  gain  my  End, 

I  wrong  a  Wife,  a  Miftrefs,  and  a  Friend. 

[ Exit  Baffino. 


The  End  of  the  Second  Act. 
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ACT  III.  SCENE!. 

Aurelia’s  Lodgings. 

Enter  Aurelia,  Florella, 

H  !  how  I  tremble  for  my  dear  BaJJino  / 

Halle,  fly,  Florella ,  bring  me  News  he  lives. 
Or  elfe  expedl  to  fee  thy  Miftrefs  die. 

Flor.  Madam,  be  patient - 

Confult  your  Reputation,  and  confider 

That  the  lead  Noife  you  make  on  this  Occafion, 

Reflects  upon  your  Virtue - 

Aur.  Away,  away - Talk  not  of  Reputation, 

When  Love’s  in  t’other  Scale — But  what  can  fhock  my 
Reputation  ; 

Heaven’s  my  Witnefs,  I  ne’er  lodg’d  a  Thought, 

For  Count  BaJJino  that  could  wrong  my  Virtue. 

Perhaps  the  Gods  purfue  me  with  their  Hatred, 

Becaufe  I  break  my  Promife  to  Alo7izo. 

But  then,  why  did  they  not  fecure  me  his  ? 

Why  mult  weak  Mortals  be  expos’d  to  Paffions, 

Which  are  not  in  our  Power  to  fubdue, 

And  yet  account  for  what  they  prompt  us  to  ? 

But  I  will  think  no  more - Almighty  Love, 

Now  hear  my  lalt  Refolve - if  angry  Heaven 

Refufed  to  guard  my  dear  Bajfmd s  Life, 

Aurelia,  too  lhall  fall,  and  leave  his  Murderer 
Accurlt  for  ever - 


Enter  Alonzo. 

Flor.  Oh  !  Heaven  !  where  will  this  end  ? 

Aur.  Ha -  \Afide. 

The  Gods  have  fent  him  to  decide  my  Fate, 

How  now  !  how  dare  you  meet  my  angry  View? 

Or  think  I’ll  e’er  forgive  the  bafe  Affront 
This  very  Day  you  offer’d  to  my  Fame  ? 

A  Ion.  Juft  Heaven  refufes  not  a  Penitent, 
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Therefore  I  cannot  think  that  fair  Aurelia , 

Whofe  Charms  are  all  divine,  fhould  fail  in  Goodnefs. 

Oh  !  let  my  Love  atone  for  my  rafh  Deed : 

The  Count  and  I  are  Friends,  why  fhould  Aurelia  be 
more  fevere  ? 

Aur.  He  lives,  bleft  News  ! 

Do  then  rafh  Actions  fpeak  your  Love  to  me  ? 

Muft  I  in  publick  bear  with  your  Infults 
Before  I’m  yours  ?  what  mull  I  then  expeCt 
When  the  ftriCt  Ties  of  Marriage  fhall  confirm 
Your  jealous  Paffions  ? 

No,  you  have  taught  me  to  avoid  the  Shelf 

I  was  juft  running  on - know,  bafe  Alonzo , 

That  from  this  Moment  I  refume  my  Freedom, 

I  difengage  you  from  your  former  Vows, 

And  will  henceforth  be  Miftrefs  of  myfelf. 

A  Ion.  Ha -  [ A  fide . 

This  fudden  Coldnefs  has  another  Spring 

Than  my  rafh  Carriage - Oh  !  my  jealous  Fears  ; 

But  I’m  refolv’d  to  trace  her  winding  Thoughts, 

And  fetch  the  Secret  forth - 

Madam,  I  hope  you  do  but  try  my  Love  : 

I  cannot  think  Aurelia  would  be„falfe. 

Befides,  you  can’t  recal  what’s  regift er’d  in  Heaven. 

Aur.  Then  ftay  till  we  come  there - There  you’ll 

have  Witnefs. 

A  Ion.  Witnefs  ! 

Oh  !  faithlefs,  perjur’d  Woman,  can’ft  thou  think 
Upon  thyfelf,  and  bid  me  call  my  Witnefs  ? 

Yes,  you  are  mine - By  all  the  Gods  you  are. 

And  fhall  there  be  a  Power  on  this  Side  Heaven, 

To  flop  my  Blifs?  No - by  my  Love  I  fwear. 

I  now  can  guefs  at  your  perfidious  Meaning, 

And  tho’  that  cowardly  Villain  flily  thought 
To  blind  me  with  a  Tale  his  Guilt  had  fram’d, 

’Tis  plain  he  is  your  Minion - yet  wants  Courage 

To  own  his  Treachery. 

Aur.  Detracting,  flanderous  Villain  ! 

How  dare  you  treat  me  thus  ? 

Oh  !  for  the  Look  of  a  fierce  Bafilifk, 

To  punifh  this  audacious  Infolence  ! 
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A  Ion.  Marry  thee  !  No - by  Heavens,  I’d  rather 

Be  rack’d  to  Death - And  for  thy  vile  Injuftice, 

None  fhall  enjoy  thee,  while  this  Sword  is  mine. 

[Lays  hold  on  his  Sword. 
Nor  fhall  your  Lover  ’fcape,  to  ferve  your  Lull, 

Till  he  has  forc’d  a  Paffage  thro’  this  Bread. 

[. Points  to  his  Breaft. 
Anr.  Oh  !  my  BaJJino.  [A/ide. 

Oh  !  cruel  Man  !  Are  not  you  then  contented 
To  wreak  your  Spite  on  poor  Aurelia  ? 

Why  mult  your  Rage  involve  the  Innocent  ? 

Oh  !  let  me  fall  your  Paffion’s  Sacrifice  ; 

Let  my  Blood  wafh  the  Stain  you  fix  on  me, 

But  do  not  blafl  your  Name  with  bafe  Revenge. - 

Alon.  By  Heaven  !  the  doats  on  him  !  Oh  !  cunning 
Woman  ! 

But  this  Pretence  won’t  ferve  to  fave  his  Life  ; 

I’ll  not  be  caught  again - No,  Syren ,  no. 

BaJJino  dies - Nor  will  I  leave  to  Fortune 

The  vengeful  Stroke,  but  take  a  fafer  Way. 

Aur.  Oh  !  Heaven  !  [ Kneels . 

What  Words  fhall  I  invent  to  foothe  his  Rage,  [AJide. 
And  fave  my  dear  BaJJino  ?  Oh  !  Alonzo. 

My  once-lov’d  Dear,  will  you  not  hear  me  fpeak? 

Oh  !  I  conjure  you  by  our  plighted  Loves, 

Whofe  Purity  outfhone  the  Stars  above, 

Hear  me  this  Time,  then  ufe  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Alon.  Oh  !  Woman,  Woman  ! 

Aur.  If  e’er  Aurelia 

So  much  as  in  her  Thoughts  did  wrong  Alonzo , 

May  fudden  Death  purlue  her  perjur’d  Steps  : 

Heaven  forgive  [AJide. 

The  Perjury,  fince  I’ve  no  other  way 

To  fave  BaJJmds  Life. - 

Alon.  Aurelia,  rife -  [Rai/ing  her. 

Oh  !  could  I  credit  this,  how  happy  were  Alonzo  / 

But  fomething  tells  me  that  thou  art  forfworn  ; 

And  yet  thou  feem’fl  as  fair  as  Truth  itfelf ; 

How  is  it  poffible  that  Guilt  can  look 
With  fo  divine  a  Face  ? 
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Aur.  Oh  !  kill  me  inftantly  :  kill  me,  I  beg  you,  kill 
me  ; 

Let  me  not  linger  out  an  Age  in  Pain, 

For  fuch  is  every  Moment  of  your  Anger  ; 

I  cannot  bear  to  live  in  your  Difpleafure. 

Alon.  By  Heaven  fhe’s  true' - 

Hence  frivolous  Fears  be  gone - fhe’s  only  mine. 

Come  to  my  Breaft,  my  bright  Aurelia ,  come. 

[. Embraces  her. 

To  that  foft  Shrine  that  holds  that  Sacred  Image, 

Which  triumphs  o’er  my  Soul,  and  grafps  it  all, 

I  knew  my  boundlefs  Treafure,  and  the  Thought 
Of  lofing  thee  had  rais’d  my  Love  to  Madnefs. 

But  now  I’m  calm— No  more  (hall  that  fierce  Paffion, 
Rude  Jealoufy,  difturb  my  peaceful  Mind. 

Do  but  forgive  the  Faults  my  Rage  committed, 

And  you  will  find  our  Loves  will  grow  the  purer ; 

Juft  as  the  Sky  looks  brighter  when  the  Storm 
Is  chas’d  away,  and  Phoebus  fmiles  again. 

Aur.  Since  both  have  been  to  blame,  let  it  fuffice, 

We  both  repent,  and  will  offend  no  more. 

Alon.  Oh  !  never,  never, 

I’ll  ne’er  fufpedt  you  more — Only  refolve  me  this — 

Aur.  What  is  it  ? 

Alon.  Why  was  Baffin o 
Admitted  to  your  View,  and  I  denied  ? 

Aur.  He  came  to  take  his  Leave,  and ’t  had  been  rude 
Not  to  admit  a  Man  of  his  high  Birth 
On  this  Occafion  ;  nor  was  you  denied, 

But  thro’  Woman’s  Fears  of  your  Sufpicions. 

She  thought  you  would  mifconftrue  the  Count’s  Vifit, 

As  you  have  really  done - 1  blam’d  her  for  it, 

Indeed,  this  is  the  Truth— I  hope  Alonzo 
Believes  me  now - 

Alon.  Believe  Thee  !  Yes - As  willingly  as  Martyrs 

A  State  of  endlefs  Joy. 

I  will  fo  love,  my  Dear,  that  all  Mankind 
Shall  look  with  Envy  on  our  mutual  Blifs. 

I’m  like  a  Merchant  toft  at  Sea  by  Storms, 

Who  his  laft  Courfe  with  Pray’rs  and  Toil  performs  ; 

And  the  rich  Cargo  fafely  brought  on  Shore, 
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He  hugs  it  thus,  and  vows  to  part  no  more. 

[. Embraces  her. 

Aur.  So  in  a  flow’ry  Mead  a  Serpent  lurks, 

And  the  unwary  Traveller  furprizes, 

Where  he  fufpebts  leaft  Danger  !  Curfed  Cheat.  [. Afide . 
Oh  !  that  I  could  difclofe  the  fatal  Story  ! 

But  it  muft  never  out - 1  beg,  Alonzo , 

You’d  leave  me  for  a  while,  and  reft  fecure, 

You  have  my  Love - 

Alon.  Then  the  bright  Sun  in  all  his  circling  Turn, 
Cannot  behold  a  Man  more  truly  happy, 

What  you  command,  I  readily  obey. 

Farewel,  my  Dear.  \Exit  Alonzo. 

Aur.  Where  art  thou  now,  Aurelia,  ? 

How  wilt  thou  Tcape  that  dreadful  Precipice, 

On  which  thou  art  hurried  on  by  thy  fatal  Paffion  I 
With  confcious  Horror  I  deceiv’d  Alonzo  ; 

I  hate  this  bafe  Treachery,  but  ’twas  unavoidable  : 

The  Truth  had  been  more  fatal - - 

More  fatal  ! - No - For  I  muft  never  wed 

My  dear  BaJJi?io ,  whilft  Alonzo  lives. 

Oh  !  the  diftrabting  Thought !  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Why  !  die  Aurelia  :  That’s  the  only  Way, 

To  keep  thy  Vows  to  both — Ha - die,  faid  I  ? 

But  whether  then  ?  who  knows  what  Punifhment, 

Juft  Heav’n  prepares  for  guilty  Souls  like  mine. 

But  I  muft  think  no  more,  left  I  grow  mad  with  Thought, 
If  there’s  a  Power  that  guards  us  here  below, 

Oh  !  look  with  pitying  Eyes  on  poor  Aurelia  : 

Appeafe  the  Tumults  of  my  anxious  Fear, 

And  load  me  with  no  more  than  I  can  bear. 

[. Exeunt  Aurelia,  Florella. 

SCENE  II.  Lady  Pizalta’^  Lodgings. 

E'uter  Lady  Pizalta,  Lucy. 

L.  Piz.  Well,  thou’rt  an  admirable  Girl  !  What  would 
half  the  Ladies  in  Venice  give  for  fuch  a  Servant  ? 

Lucy.  ( AJide .)  Truly  you  have  Reafon  to  fay  fo,  for 

’tis  not  the  firft  Intrigue  I  have  manag’d  for  you - 

Oh  !  dear  Madam,  your  Ladyfhip  does  me  too  much 

Flonour — 
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Honour - But  how  do  you  like  your  new  Servant, 

Madam  ? 

L.  Piz.  Oh  !  above  all  Men  living,  Lucy :  He  has  the 

molt  bewitching  Converfation  I  ever  met  with - Say, 

is  there  no  way  to  contrive  a  fecond  Meeting?  For  I;m 

impatient  till  I  fee  the  dear  Man  again - The  End 

of  the  Carnival  draws  near,  which  is  indeed  the  End  of 
Life  to  me  :  For  then  mull  I  be  coop’d  up  with  Age  : 
Condemned  to  an  eternal  Coughing,  Spitting,  Snoring 

and  Ill-nature - Then  let  me  make  the  bell  of  Life 

- fince  Hell  cannot  have  a  worfe  Plague  in  Store 

than  I  have  felt  already. 

Luc.  Indeed,  Madam,  I  pity  you  :  And  with  ’twere 
in  my  Power  to  free  you  from  this  old  wither’d  Log,  but 
tho’  that’s  impoffible,  yet  I  may  do  you  fome  little  Ser¬ 
vices  to  make  Life’s  tedious  J ourney  pleafant - Let 

me  fee,  I  have  it - What  would  you  fay  now, 

Madam,  if  I  fhould  contrive  a  Way  to  have  your  Lover 
in  your  own  own  Chamber  ? 

L.  Piz.  That  were  worth  a  King’s  Revenue - 

Speak,  quickly,  how,  how,  good  Lucy  ? 

Luc.  Why,  thus  :  He  fhall  put  on  my  Cloaths,  and  in 
my  Place  attend  you. 

L.  Piz.  Rare  Contrivance  !  but  my  Hufband,  Lucy? 

Luc.  Oh  !  let  me  alone,  Madam,  to  manage  him  :  He 
is  defedlive  in  Sight,  you  know  ;  and  not  miftrufting  any 
thing,  will  not  be  over  curious  :  But  if  he  fhould,  I  have 

a  way  to  bring  you  off - My  Life  on’t - This  Plot 

may  be  of  Ufe  to  my  defign,  I’ll  manage  it  with  care. 

[A/ide. 

L.  Piz.  Oh  !  the  Pleafure  of  hearing  my  Hufband  lie 
coughing  and  calling  me  to  Bed :  And  my  anfwering 
him,  I’m  coming,  Dear  ;  and  while  he  imagines  me  in 
the  next  Room  undreffmg,  I’m  happy  in  the  Arms  of  my 
Ludovico.  Certainly  there’s  as  much  Satisfaction  in  de¬ 
ceiving  a  dull  jealous  Hufband,  as  in  getting  a  new  Gal¬ 
lant  ;  were  it  not  grown  fo  common — each  Tradefman’s 

Wife  muft  have  her  Gallant  too - and  fometimes 

makes  a  Journeyman  of  the  Apprentice  e’er  his  Inden¬ 
tures  be  half  out - ’Tis  an  infufferable  Fault,  that 

Quality  can  have  no  Pleafure  above  the  Vulgar,  except 
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it  be  in  not  paying  their  Debts.  Well,  dear  Lucy,  I  admire 
thy  Contrivance - About  it  inftantly - 

Lucy  (Afde.)  About  it  inftantly!  is  that  all?  I  muft 

have  my  bother  Fee  firft. - 1  will,  Madam  ;  and 

you  may .  expebt  your  Lover  inftantly.  But,  Madam, 
what’s  to  be  done  with  your  brocade  Night-Gown  you 
tore  laft  Night  ?  it  can  ne’er  be  mended  handfomely. 

L.  Piz.  Nothing  to  be  done  without  a  Bribe  I  find, 

in  Love  as  well  as  Law - Well,  Lucy ,  if  you  manage 

this  Intrigue  with  Care  and  Secrefy,  the  Gown  is  yours. 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  Madam,  my  Lord  defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Lucy.  Madam,  I’ll  go  about  your  Bufinefs  :  Your 
Ladylhip’s  very  humble  Servant.  [Exit  Lucy. 

L.  Piz.  Tell  him  I’m  coming - [Exit  Page.]  Now 

by  way  of  Mortification,  muft  I  go  entertain  my  old 
jealous  Hufband.  [Exit  Lady  Pizalta. 

SCENE  III.  The  Piazza. 

Enter  Ludovico  finging. 

Give  me  but  Wine ,  that  Liquor  of  Life, 

A?id  a  Girl  that  is  wholefome  and  clean , 

Two  or  three  Friends ,  but  the  Devil  a  Wife, 

A  nd  Pd  not  change  State  with  a  King. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  What  finging,  Signior  !  Well  you’re  a  pleafant 
Gentleman - 

Lud.  Ah  !  my  little  female  Mercury ,  what  Meffage 
bring’ ft  thou?  Ha will  thy  Lady  blefs  me  with  ano¬ 
ther  Sight Ha - How - -When  ?  where?  I 

am  all  in  a  Flame. 

Lucy.  Come  along  with  me,  Sir,  I’ll  help  you  to  an 
Extinguifher  prefently. 

Lied.  If  thou  meaneft  thy  Lady,  with  all  my  Heart — 

But 
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But  I  can  tell  thee,  fhe’ll  rather  prove  Oil,  than  what 

you  fpeak  of - But,  fay,  where  am  I  to  fee  my 

lovely  Charmer  ? 

Lucy.  In  her  Chamber - 

Lud.  Good  !  But  how  the  Devil  can  that  be  done  ? 

Lucy.  Nay,  without  the  Help  of  a  Conjuror,  I  allure 
you  ;  if  you  dare  take  me  for  your  Pilot,  I’ll  warrant 

you  Succefs  in  your  Voyage - I;ll  fet  you  fafe  in  the 

Ifland  of  Love  ;  ’tis  your  Bulinefs  to  improve  the  Soil. 

Lud.  I  warrant  thee,  Girl ;  do  you  but  bring  me  there 
once,  and  if  I  play  not  my  Part,  may  I  never  more  know 
the  Pleafure  of  an  Intrigue. 

Lucy.  Which,  if  I  miftake  not,  is  the  ftreateft  Curfe 

can  fall  on  you - Well,  you  mull  fuller  a  fmall  Meta- 

morphofis  :  What  think  you  of  perfonating  me  a  little  ? 
That  is,  dreffing  in  my  Cloaths,  and  waiting  on  your 
Miftrefs  in  her  Bed-chamber — Ha - 

Lud.  Egad,  Pm  afraid  I  fhall  make  but  an  aukward 
Chamber-maid,  Pm  undifciplin’d  in  dreffmg  a  Lady’s 
Head — — — 

Lucy.  Oh  !  Sir,  your  Commiffion  won’t  reach  fo  high 
as  the  Head  :  I  believe  my  Lady  will  excufe  little  Mat-* 
ters  :  You  can  undrefs,  I  fuppofe. 

Lud.  Oh  !  the  bell  and  the  quickeft  of  any  Man  in 

Venice .  But  a  Pox  on’t — Can’ll  find  no  other  way  ? - 

I,  I,  I, - 1  like  Petticoats  in  their  proper  Places,  but  I 

don’t  care  to  have  my  Legs  in  ’em. 

Lucy.  And  fo  you  refolve  againlt  it  ?  Ha - 

Lud.  N  o,  not  abfolutely  refolve,  Child  :  But — a - 

Lucy.  But  what,  Sir ! 

Lud.  Nothing — I  will  follow  thy  Diredlions,  whatever 
comes  on’t.  Now  lead  the  way,  for  nothing  fuits  better 
with  my  Humour  than  a  Friend,  a  Bottle,  a  new  Miftrefs 
and  a  convenient  Place.  \Exit  Lucy,  Ludovico. 

SCENE  IV.  Pizalto’s  Lodgings. 

Enter  Pizalto  with  a  Bond  in  his  Hand. 

Piz.  Well — ’My  Wife’s  a  fine  Woman  !  a  very  fine 
Woman  !  But  a  Pox  fhe’s  a  Wife  ftill,  and  this  young 
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Jade  runs  in  my  Head  plaguily  :  Well - here  ’tis 

under  my  Hand  ;  a  Thoufand  Piftoles - A  great  Sum 

for  a  Maidenhead,  as  Maidenheads  go  now-a-days - 

Ah,  had  I  been  young  now. 

A  Fiddle  and  a  Treat  had  bore  the  Prize  away , 

But  when  we  old  Fools  do  at ,  they  make  us  pay. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Oh!  are  you  come  !  Here,  here,  Lticy :  Here’s  a  For¬ 
tune  for  thee,  worth  twenty  Maidenheads,  adod  !  1  have 
not  fo  much  Money  by  me  at  prefent,  but  there’s  Secu¬ 
rity.  [Gives  her  the  Bond. 

Lucy.  Your  Lordfhip’s  Bond’s  fufficient - Well, 

but  that  I  am  fatisfied  my  Reputation  is  fafe  with  your 
Lordfhip,  or  twice  the  Sum  fhould  not  have  prevail’d — 
Go  to  my  Chamber,  my  Lord,  I’ll  but  ftep  and  fee  if 
my  Lady  wants  any  thing,  and  I’ll  be  with  you  in- 
ftantly. 

Piz.  You  won’t  flay,  Lucy  f  Ah,  Girl,  bufs  thy  Lady’s 

Chucky  ;  now,  do  now - 

Lucy.  Oh  !  Lord  !  not  here,  we  fhall  be  difcovered. 

Piz.  Well,  thou  art  a  cunning  Sinner  :  make  hafte, 
Lucy ,  doft  hear  ?  \Exit  Pizalto.* 

Lucy.  You’re  in  mighty  Hafte,  old  Gentleman  !  but  I 
fhall  deceive  you, 

My  End  is  gain’d ;  I  have  my  Fortime  made , 

Man  has  not  me ,  but  I  have  Man  betray’d. 


The  End  of  the  Third  Act. 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 
Armandos  Lodgings. 

Enter  Armando,  Placentia. 

Pla.  r~\  H  !  Armando  / 

V  J  Thou  more  than  Friend  to  the  diftrefs’d 
Placentia  / 

Say,  how  fhall  I  regain  my  loll  Bagno , 

My  falfe,  perfidious  Husband?  [ Weeps. 

Arm.  Dear  Madam,  moderate  your  Sorrow  : 

Referve  thofe  Tears  to  move  Baguio ’s  Heart, 

Mine  is  all  Pity  :  You  may  reft  lecure 
Of  all  the  Arguments  a  Friend  can  ufe 
To  bring  him  back  to  your  endearing  Arms. 

Virtue’s  not  quite  extinguifh’d  in  his  Breaft, 

Therefore  I  hope  the  fight  of  bright  Placentia 

Will  rouze  his  llumb’ring  Reafon - 

Pla.  Oh  !  Bag. no  !  Baguio  ! 

Oh  !  wretched  Woman  !  Oh  !  that  I  had  dy’d 
E’er  I  had  known  him  falfe  :  Then  I  were  happy  : 

And  tho’  contented  with  his  fecond  Choice, 

He  with  a  pitying  Sigh,  perhaps,  had  grac’d 
My  Memory - 

Oh  !  all  ye  Powers  that  virtuous  Love  infpire, 

Affift  me  now  :  Inform  my  vocal  Organs 
With  angel  Eloquence,  fuch  as  can  melt 
His  Heart  of  Flint,  and  move  his  former  Kindnefs. 

( Afide .)  But  if  that  fail,  I  will  remove  the  Caufe 

Of  both  our  Woes - Yes,  that  happy  Charmer, 

That  Rival  of  my  Love  fhall  furely  die. 

Arm.  Doubt  not  of  the  Succefs  ;  What  Heart  of  Steel 
Could  e’er  refill  fuch  Beauty  drefs’d  in  Tears  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  Count  Baguio  enquires  if  you  are  within. 
Pla.  Oh  !  Heavens  !  how  I  tremble  ! 
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Arm.  Lucky  Opportunity - fhew  him  up. 

Madam,  be  pleas’d  to  ftep  into  that  Clofet. 

Till  I  can  found  the  utmoft  of  his  Thoughts, 

And  fhew  him  naked  to  your  fecret  View, 

Then  when  lie’s  in  the  height  of  impious  Paffion, 

You  like  a  Bolt  from  Heav’n  fhall  rufh  on  him, 

And  (trike  his  Folly  dumb. 

Pla.  Almighty  Powers,  whofe  providential  Care 
Is  ever  kind  to  virtuous  Innocence, 

Oh  !  help  me  now  in  this  Extremity.  [ Exit  Placentia. 

Enter  Baffmo. 

Ba(f.  How  does  my  Friend  Armando  ? 

Arm.  My  Lord,  Armando’s  well, 

And  willies  you  were  fo. 

Bajf.  Dolt  thou  difcover  aught  that  gives  thee  Caufe 
To  doubt  I  am  not  well  ?  Indeed  I  think 

I  am  in  perfeft  Health - 

Arm.  My  Lord,  I  fhould  be  glad 
To  find  that  Fever  of  your  Mind  abated 

In  which  I  left  you  lalt - 

BaJJ'.  {A fide)  I  mult  diffemble  now, 

Elfe  I’ll  ne’er  gain  my  Ends — my  dear  Armando , 

That  Fever  thou  fpeak’ft  of,  is  now  fucceeded 
By  a  cold  Ague-Fit  :  The  bare  Remembrance 
Of  my  unlawful  Paffion  fhakes  my  Soul. 

Arm.  Such  fudden  Cures  have  often  prov’d  pernicious, 
And  we  have  Reafon  to  fufpedt  a  Wound 
Too  quickly  heal’d - 

Bajf.  Not  when  thou  know’ll  what  Balfam  I  applied. 
Arm.  There’s  fcarce  a  Balm  for  the  deep  Wounds  of 
Love, 

Befides  Poffeffion,  and  I  cannot  think 
You  have  enjoy’d  Aurelia. 

Baff.  I  fwear  I  have  not - 

But  I  enjoy  my  Reafon,  my  free  Reafon  : 

And  who  poffeffes  that,  can  never  cherifh 
A  Thought  againlt  himfelf :  F or  fuch  I  call 
Whatfoever  keeps  me  from  my  lawful  Wife, 

My  dear  Placentia ,  to  whofe  Arms  I’ll  fly 
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With  all  the  eager  Hafte  of  a  fond  Bridegroom. 

There  I  fhall  revel  in  the  virtuous  Pleafures 
Of  a  chafte  Bed — Oh  !  my  Friend  Armando  ! 

My  dear  Placentia's  Friend  !  can’ft  thou  forgive? 

Indeed  I’m  penitent,  and  will  offend  no  more. 

Arm.  My  Lord,  thefe  are  the  Words  you  fpoke  before  : 
What  greater  Reason  have  I  now  to  think 
You’ll  keep  your  Promife  ? 

Baj[f.  Pride,  Honour,  Juflice  are  come  to  my  Aid, 

And  Love  too  feeble  to  withftand  ’em  all, 

Has  left  the  Field  to  my  victorious  Reafon. 

Pride,  with  the  ProfpeCt  of  my  future  Greatnefs, 

Allures  me  to  return  with  Speed  to  Turin , 

T’obey  my  Prince’s  Orders. 

Honour  and  Juflice  tell  me  I’m  Placentia's, 

And  that  Aurelia  is  Alonzo's  Bride. 

To  him  fhe  gave  her  Virgin  Vows  :  Nay,  more, 

To  him  her  dying  Father  did  bequeath  her  ; 

He  loves  her  too,  and  fhall  not  be  depriv’d  : 

My  Paffion  is  fubdu’d,  and  I’m  refolv’d 
Myfelf  to  give  Aurelia  to  Alonzo. 

Ar?n.  If  this  be  true,  then  you  are  my  Friend  again  : 
But  how  came  you  to  learn  Aurelia's 
Engagement  to  Alonzo  ? 

Baff.  I  have  it  from  himfelf,  who  an  Hour  fince,  • 
With  eager  Fury  fought  to  ’venge  on  me 
His  injur’d  Love,  and  challeng’d  me  to  fight : 

I  chofe  with  Juflice  to  defend  my  Life, 

And  quit  Aurelia,  rather  than  to  vanquifh 
In  such  a  Caufe — Alonzo  ftrait  embrac’d  me, 

Call’d  me  his  Friend,  and  vow’d  I  fhould  not  go, 

Till  I  had  feen  him  join’d  in  folemn  Marriage 

With  bright  Atirelia - This  I  readily  granted. 

Canfl  thou  believe  me  true  ? 

Arm.  My  Lord,  I  do  believe  you - 

And  am  o’erjoy’d  to  hear  your  Refolution  : 

By  Heaven  !  there’s  more  Glory  in  fubduing 
Our  wild  Defires,  than  an  embattl’d  Foe. 

Now  do  I  wilh  his  Wife  had  never  come.  \Afide. 

Bajf.  Armando,  thou’rt  my  Friend,  and  on  that  Score 
I  mult  defire  you  to  repair  to  Turin, 
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With  all  the  Speed  you  can,  to  bear  thefe  Letters 
To  our  great  Prince,  and  beg  he  will  excufe 

My  flay  for  three  Days  more - And  here  this  Letter 

Bear  to  Placentia - fpeak  to  her  the  kindeft 

The  fofteft  Things  thy  Fancy  can  suggeft. 

I  fhall  make  good  thy  Promife - 

My  dear  Placentia  l  Oh,  that  fhe  were  here, 

Panting  and  warm  within  thefe  longing  Arms  ! 

’Tis  a  long  Age  fince  I  did  fee  her  laft  ! 

But  come,  my  Friend,  you  muft  this  Hour  fet  forward. 

Arm.  With  all  my  Heart  :  But  ’twill  not  be  amifs, 
Before  I  go,  to  fix  the  Vidtory, 

Which  conquering  Virtue  in  your  Bread  has  gain’d ; 

And  if  what  you  pretend  be  real  Truth, 

I  have  a  welcome  Prefent  for  Bajftno. 

Madam,  come  forth - 

Enter  Placentia. 

BaJJ'.  What  do  I  fee  !  my  Wife  !  This  was  a  lucky 
Plot :  [. Afide . 

Hypocrify  did  ne’er  befriend  me  more. 

This  was  not  like  a  Friend — why  fhould  Armando 
Difturb  her  foft  Tranquility  of  Mind, 

And  give  her  ocular  Proofs  of  my  Dilloyalty  ? 

Oh  !  my  Placentia  !  my  beloved  Wife  !  [ Embraces  her. 

Oh  !  that  I  fhould  e’er  think  to  wrong  Dear  ! 

Pla.  My  Lord,  wafte  not  a  Sigh  on  my  Account  : 

My  J  oys  are  infinite,  fince  you  are  mine, 

And  what  is  pad  I  eafily  forget. 

Nay,  let  me  beg  for  Pardon  :  For  I  know 
I  have  offended  you  in  coming  hither. 

I  fhould  have  waited  this  Return  of  Virtue  : 

Or,  if  abandon’d,  filently  have  mourn’d 
My  Lofs,  without  upbraiding  my  lov’d  Lord. 

All  this  I  fhould  have  done,  but  mighty  Love, 

Too  powerful  for  Duty  to  withdand, 

Guided  my  deps  to  Venice - 

In  hopes  my  prefence  would  retrieve  your  Heart. 

Ba[f.  Gods  !  that  this  Woman  were  Aurelia  !  [Afide. 
Thou  wonder  of  thy  Sex  !  thou  bed  of  Women  ! 
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I  blufh  to  think  that  thou  haft  heard  my  F oily  : 

Yet  fince  your  Love  cancels  your  juft  Complaints, 

You  make  me  doubly  bleft  :  And  I’ll  reward 
This  excellent  Goodnefs  with  Eternal  Fondnefs. 

Oh  !  that  thou  hadft  been  here  ?  Not  all  the  Beauties 
That  Ve?iice  holds  could  have  diverted  me  ; 

No,  not  one  Moment  from  my  dear  Placentia . 

Long  Abfence  is  the  Bane  of  new-born  Love, 

But  Fate  fhall  ne’er  have  Power  to  part  us  more. 

Pla.  Oh  !  my  dear  Lord,  your  Goodnefs  is  too  great  : 
And  Fm  o’er-paid  for  all  my  Sorrows  paft. 

A  rmando ,  fay,  is  not  he  wondrous  kind  ? 

Ar?n.  Madam,  I  told  you  Virtue 
Was  ftruggling  in  his  Breaft ;  and  that  it  might 
O’ercome  his  vicious  Love,  I  thought  your  Prefence 

Was  requifite - And  now,  my  Lord,  I  hope 

You  will  forgive  me,  fmce  all  the  Endeavours 
I  us’d  before  had  been  in  vain.  I  once 
Defign’d  to  let  Aurelia  know  your  Marriage  : 

But  then  perhaps  fhe  would  not  have  believ’d  me  : 

Let  this  plead  my  Excufe  in  fending  for  Place7itia 
Without  your  Knowledge. 

Bajf.  I  muft  not  let  him  fee  I  am  concern’d.  [Ayide. 
I  know  ’twas  Friendfhip  all,  well-meaning  Friendfhip  : 

I  only  am  to  blame  :  But  I’ll  retrieve 
My  Credit  in  your  Heart,  and  ftill  deferve 
The  Name  of  Friend — And  thou,  the  beft  of  Wives, 
Shalt  ne’er  have  Caufe  to  doubt  my  conftant  Love. 

Pla.  Oh  !  my  BaJJino!  this  Excefs  of  Kindnefs 
Exalts  me  o’er  all  Mortals,  if  you’re  true, 

There’s  not  a  Blaft  within  the  Power  of  Fortune 
Can  fhock  my  Happinefs. 

BaJJ".  Thou  fhalt  ne’er  find  me  falfe,  I  fwear  thou 
fhalt  not. 

Oh  ?  that  I  could  engage 

She  would  return  to  Turin  with  Armando  ;  [Ayide. 

For  if  fhe  flays,  I  never  can  enjoy 
My  bright  Aurelia,  and  by  Heaven  I  will, 

Altho’  ten  thoufand  Lives  fhould  pay  the  Purchafe. 

Pla.  My  Lord,  you  feem  difturb’d. 

Bajy.  It  troubles  me 
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You  can’t  appear  in  Venice  with  a  Train 
That  may  befpeak  the  Rank  you  hold  in  Savoy. 

Pla.  to  Arm.  Oh  !  Armando  ! 

He  is  fo  kind,  I  wifh  I  ne’er  had  come  ! 

What  if  I  offer  to  return  with  you  ? 

Arm.  Madam,  you  will  do  well ; 

For  I  myfelf  cannot  fufpedt  him  now. 

Pla.  My  Lord,  let  not  my  Prefence  here  difturb  you, 

I  doubt  your  Love  no  more,  and  to  convince  you, 

I  will  go  back  before  ’tis  known  I’m  here. 

Befides,  ’tis  fit  I  fhould  prepare  all  things 
To  welcome  you  at  home. 

Baff.  ( afide. )  Bleft  Opportunity ! 

Fortune  I  thank  thee  :  Would  my  Dear  then  leave  me 
So  very  foon  ?  Alas  !  ’twill  be  an  Age 
E’er  I  return  to  Turin  :  Three  long  Days  ! 

No,  my  Dear,  no;  I  will  not  part  from  thee, 

At  leaft  this  Night,  my  Love - 

Pla.  Will  then  Armando  flay  ? 

Baff.  No,  my  befl  Hopes,  he  inflantly  departs 
With  Letters  to  my  Prince. 

Pla.  Then  fuffer  me  to  go  this  very  Moment. 

Three  Days  will  foon  be  o’er,  and  your  Return, 

Shall  make  me  fully  bleft - If  I  fhould  flay 

’Twould  look  like  bafe  Diftruft,  and  I  can’t  think 

Bafflno  would  be  falfe - 

Baff.  ( afide .)  Oh  !  Heaven  !  that  I  were  not  ! 

Arm.  Indeed,  my  Lord,.  I  think  you’re  truly  happy. 
Scarce  does  any  Age  produce  fo  good  a  Wife. 

Baff.  Oh !  that  I  could  reward  this  wondrous  Good- 
nefs  ! 

Pla.  My  Lord,  what  makes  you  figh? 

Baff.  To  part  from  thee  :  But  ftnce  ’tis  your  Defire, 

It  lhall  be  fo.  Armando,  to  thy  Charge 
I  here  commit  the  Treafure  of  my  Soul, 

Take  Care  of  her,  and  think  that  on  her  Safety 
My  Life  depends. 

Arm.  My  Lord,  I  hope  you  do  not  doubt  my  Care. 

Baff.  Dear  Friend,  I  do  not - 

May  Heaven’s  Bleffmgs  ftill  attend  my  Love, 

My  dear  Placentia.  \E?nbraces ,  and  goes  to  lead  her  off. 

Pla. 
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Pla.  As  many  more  guard  my  Baffino. 

Baff.  {afi.de.)  A  fudden  Horror  feizes  all  my  Limbs  : 

I  tremble  at  the  Thought  of  this  bafe  Deed - 

[ Pulls  out  his  Handkerchief,  and  drops  a  Letter ,  which 
Armando  takes  up. 

Ha - Tears  uncall’d  for  bathe  my  guilty  Eyes — — 

Gods  !  either  give  me  Virtue  to  withftand 
This  impious  Love,  or  Courage  to  purfue  it 
Without  Remorfe  ;  for  I’m  but  half  a  Villain. 

\Exeunt  Baffino,  Placent. 
Arm.  ofens  the  Letter.  A  Letter  !  and  to  Aurelia  !  now 

Curiofity  prompts  me  to  know  the  Subjedl - What’s 

here  ? 

Reads.  I  have  dif patch'd  Armando  to  the  Court  of  Sa¬ 
voy,  and  found  Pretence  to  fay  behind - 

Falfe  treacherous  Man  ! 

This  Night  I  give  a  Mafk  at  my  Lodgings,  which, 
I  hope,  will  divert  Alonzo,  till  the  Prief  has 
jomed  our  Hands  ;  and  while  all  the  Compa?iy  are 
engaged  in  Mirth ,  Pll  feal  to  the  dear  A  rms  of  my 

// V *7 / 1 'll p  An rpl i q 

Oh  !  Villain,  Villain  !  Monflrous  Villain  ! 

Oh  !  poor  Placentia  J  But  I  will  prevent 
His  Policy,  and  break  his  wicked  Meafures. 

\Exit  Armando. 


SCENE  II.  Pizaltoi*  Lodgings . 

Enter  Pizalto  folus. 

Piz.  Why,  what  makes  this  young  Jade  ftay  fo  long  ? 

Adod,  this  is  to  pay  before  hand - Ha - methinks 

I  hear  a  Laughing  and  Giggling  in  my  Wife’s  Apart¬ 
ment  ;  I  muft  know  whence  their  Mirth  proceeds. 

Ho  !  here’s  Lucy  coming - Harkee  you,  pray,  why 

did  you  make  me  wait  fo  long?  Nay,  I’m  refolved  you 

fhan’t  efcape  me  now - Goes  to  the  Door,  and  pulls 

i7i  Ludovico  in  LucyT  Cloaths,  whofe  Commode  falls  off  in 
the  Struggle,  and  dif covers  his  bald  Head. ]  Oh  !  Bene- 
dicite  !  What  have  we  here  ?  A  Man  difguis’d  in  my 

Wife’s 
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Wife’s  Chamber  !  and  I  unarm’d  !  Oh  !  Curd  Mi¬ 
nute  ! - Speak,  thou  wicked  Prophet,  thou  Son  of  Ini¬ 
quity,  what  earned  thou  here  for?  Ha - Thou  Prieft 

of  Baal ,  to  offer  Sacrifices  on  the  Altar  of  my  Wife  ? 
Oh  !  my  Head  !  my  Horns  weigh  it  down  to  the  Ground 

already - Within  there,  bring  me  my  Sword  and 

Pifiols. 

Lud.  A  Pox  on  all  Petticoats - What  a  Devil  fhall 

I  fay  now  ?  Oh  !  for  a  Sword  !  that  would  be  of  more 
Ufe  to  me  now  than  my  Tongue. 

Enter  Lady  Pizalto. 

Piz.  Oh  !  thou  wicked  fallacious  Woman  ! 

L.  Piz.  What  ails  my  dear  Chucky  ?  Why  doft  thou 
call  for  Arms,  Deary? 

Piz.  To  cut  down  that  vile  Creeper  which  over-runs 
thy  Garden  of  Virtue - 

L.  Piz.  \afide.\  Now  Impudence  affifl  me. 

Ah  !  Heavens  !  What’s  here?  A  Man  in  Difguife  ?  A 
Thief  it  mud  be - Raife  the  Servants - Oh  !  Hea¬ 

ven  !  we  might  have  had  all  our  Throats  cut  in  our 
Beds - Now  for  Lucy ,  for  I  am  at  a  Lofs  to  come  off. 

[A fide. 

Piz.  No,  no,  I  warrant,  you  know  he  is  more  gentle 
in  Bed. 

Lud.  [ afide. ]  Oh  !  the  Devil,  what  does  Ihe  mean  ? 
Death,  Hell  and  Furies  !  if  I  come  off  now,  catch  me 
at  this  Sport  again,  and  hang  me - 

Enter  Lucy.  • 

L.  Piz.  Oh  !  are  you  there.  Midrefs  ?  How  came 
this  Man  here  in  your  Cloaths  ?  Ha  !  Gentlewoman — 

Lucy  [afde.]  How  confidently  die  alks  the  Quedion, 
poor  Lady?  as  if  fhe  knew  nothing  of  it  !  Now  mud  I 
bring  her  off — For  Reafons  you  mud  not  know,  Madam. 

Piz.  Ah  !  Thou  wicked  Pair  of  Bellows  to  blow  the 
Fire  of  Iniquity  !  Why,  thou  art  the  very  Cafement 
thro’  which  thy  Midrefs  fucks  the  Air  of  Abomination—  - 

Tell 
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Tell  me,  I  fay,  how  he  came  here,  and  for  what- 
-  and  be  fure  it  be  a  fubftantial  Lie,  or  ’twill  not  pafs. 

Lucy.  [ajide]  All  my. Hopes  are  in  her  Impudence. 

Liicy  to  Pizal.  Harkee,  Sir,  one  Word  with  you - 

Do  you  remember  our  Agreement  To-night? 

Piz.  Why,  what  of  that  ?  ha - 

Lucy.  Then  imagine  what  I  defign’d  that  Gentleman 
for  ;  I’m  honeft,  Sir,  that’s  all - 

Piz.  I’m  honeft,  Sir,  that’s  all — [Mimicking  her  Tone.\ 

Honeft  !  with  a  Pox - What  !  and  fo  you  honeftly 

provided  a  Companion  for  my  Wife  in  my  Abfence — 
ha - 

Lucy.  No,  Sir,  I  defign’d  him  for  your  Companion  in 
my  Abfence-  -  This  is  the  Bufmefs  he  was  dreft  for  : 
Therefore  no  more  Words,  but  believe  my  Lady  honeft, 
or  all  fhall  out. 

Piz.  Oh  !  the  Devil  !  this  fhan’t  pafs,  Huffy - Do 

you  think  I’ll  be  cuckolded,  jilted,  bubbled,  and  let  it  pafs 
for  a  Chriftmas  Gambol.  Adod,  give  me  my  Bond 
again,  or - or- -  [Holds  up  his  Cane. 

Lucy.  No - hold  there,  Sir  :  Women  and  Lawyers 

ne’er  refund  a  Fee  :  But  ’tis  your  beft  Way  to  be  patient 
now,  I’ll  not  take  Blows. 

L.  Piz.  Why  all  this  Whifpering  ?  Why  mayn’t  I 
know  the  Bufmefs  ? 

Piz.  I  am  miftaken  if  you  have  not  known  too  much 

Bufmefs  already  :  But  I  am  right  enough  ferv’d - 

I  had  more  Ground  before  than  I  could  manage  ;  I  had 
no  Need  of  my  Neighbour’s. 

Lucy.  Right,  my  Lord  ;  Ground  that  lies  fallow  will 
breed  Weeds  in  Time  ;  but  you’rs  is  clear  yet. 

Piz.  Damn  your  Jefls  ;  I  fhall  expedt  a  better  Account, 
do  you  hear  ?  I’ll  find  a  Servant  to  fee  you  out  of 
Doors.  [To  Ludovico.  Exeunt  Pizalto  and  Lady. 

Lud.  Well,  this  was  an  admirable  Lift  at  a  Pinch — 

She  has  brought  me  off  now - And  if  e’er  they  catch 

me  at  this  Mufic  again,  I’ll  give  ’em  Leave  to  make 

an  Italian  Singer  of  me - No  more  Intrigues  in 

Difguife - if  it  had  not  been  for  the  Waiting- 

Woman  now,  I  might  have  been  hang’d  for  a 
Thief. 

Lucy.  What  all  amort,  Signior,  no  Courage  left  ? 


Lud. 
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Lud.  Faith,  not  much - 1  think  I  have  loft 

my  Manhood  with  my  Breeches - This  Tranf- 

formation  may  fuit  with  Gods,  but  not  with  Mortals  of 

my  Humour - Come,  prithee,  good  Miflrefs 

Lucy ,  help  me  to  my  proper  Shape  again  ;  for  tho’ 
I  have  a  natural  Inclination  to  Petticoats,  I  hate  ’em 
upon  my  own  back.  [A  Flour ifh  of  Mufic  Within. 

Lucy.  Hark  !  I  hear  Count  Bafino’’ s  Music  :  He  gives 
a  Mafk  To-night  ;  you  are  already  dreft  -for  Mafquerade, 
won’t  you  flay  and  take  a  Dance  ? 

Lud.  Egad,  I’d  rather  dance  a  Jig  with  thee  elfe- 
where  :  Faith  thou’rt  a  pretty  Girl — and  haft  a  good 

deal  of  Wit  too - But  then,  Pox  on’t,  thour’t  ho- 

neft,  thou  fayeft,  thou  cannot  fwallow  a  Pill,  except  ’tis 
gilded  over  with  Matrimony. 

Lucy.  And  that  turns  your  Stomach,  I  warrant. 

Lud.  Why,  Ay  :  Faith  my  Stomach  is  damn’d  fqueem- 
ifh  in  thefe  matters :  Yet,  egad,  if  I  could  find  one  with 
half  as  much  Money  as  thou  haft  Wit  and  Beauty,  I’d 
marry,  and  live  honeft. 

Lucy.  That  is,  you’d  marry  her  Money - 

Lud.  One  with  the  other,  Child  :  There’s  no  living 

upon  Love  thou  knoweft - Tho’  Faith  I  could 

live  well  enough  too. 

Lucy.  Well,  fuppofe  I  help  you  to  a  Lady  with  a  round 
Sum  ;  you’d  keep  your  Word,  and  marry  her  ? 

Lud.  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  fcorn  to  break  my  Word. 

Lucy.  Well,  Sir,  come  to  the  Mafk,  and  I’ll  engage 
you  a  Miftrefs,  if  you  are  not  over-curious. 

Lud.  With  all  my  Heart : 

I’m  now  refolv’d  to  leave  this  Wenching-Trade  ; 

For  no  man’s  fafe  upon  a  Hackney  Jade  ; 

Th’  Allay  of  Danger  makes  the  Pleafure  Pain, 

A  Virtuous  Wife  will  always  be  fame. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  A  51. 
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A  Mask  in  Baffino^  Lodgings . 

Baffino,  Alonzo,  Armando,  in  a  Difguife  ;  Placentia  in 
Man’s  Cloaths ,  Signior  Pizalto,  Lady  Pizalta,  Lucy,  &c. 

A  n  Entry  of  three  Men  and three  Women  offeveral  Nations. 

Baff.  T  Can’t  imagine  where  I  dropt  my  Letter  : 

X  Pray  Heaven  it  be  where  none  can  ever  find  it. 
Gods  !  Let  me  once  enjoy  her,  then  call  on  me 
Your  Store  of  Plagues,  and  I  will  meet  ’em  all. 

Enter  Ludovico,  ftnging. 

Lud.  Ah !  Miftrefs  Litcy !  I’m  come  thou  fee’ll - 1 

expedl  thou  fhalt  be  as  good  as  thy  Word,  Child - is 

the  Lady  here  ? 

Lud.  The  Lady  is  forth- coming,  if  you  are  Hill  in 
the  fame  Mind  ? 

L.  Piz.  My  Lover  here  !  Harkee,  Lucy. 

Lucy.  By  and  by,  Madam,  I  am  catering  for  myfelf 

now - Well,  Sir,  will  two  thoufand  Pilloles  do  ? 

Lud.  I  mull  humour  her - [ A fide .]  Ay  Child. 

Lucy.  Why  then  I  take  you  at  your  Word,  Sir,  and 
can  produce  the  aforefaid  Sum - \To  Piz.]  With  a  lit¬ 

tle  of  your  Affillance,  My  Lord. 

Lud.  {cifide.)  Hum - A  pretty  Wife  I  am  like  to 

have - Catch  me  there  if  you  can - 

Piz.  Ha - How’s  that  ? 

Lud.  How !  Miftrefs  Lucy ,  worth  two  thoufand  Piftoles? 
Lucy.  Ay:  And  I  have  a  very  good  Pay-mafter  for  one 
Half  of  it  too — Do  you  know  this  Hand,  my  Lord? 
\To  Pizalto.]  ( Shews  the  Bond.) 

Piz.  {afide.)  Confound  your  jilting  Sneer. 

Lud.  Ha,  ha,  ha - What,  a  thoufand  Piftoles  a 

Difh,  my  Lord  ?  I  hope  you  don’t  change  often,  ha— — 
ha - 
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Piz.  Huffy,  I’ll  be  reveng’d - ’Tis  all  falfe,  ’tis 

counterfeit. 

Lucy.  Ha — ha — But  it  had  been  current  Coin,  if  I  had 
fuffer’d  you  to  put  your  Stamp  upon’t - in  my  Bed¬ 
chamber,  my  Lord - 

L.  Piz.  How,  Miflrefs,  have  you  trick’d  my  Husband 
out  of  a  thoufand  Piftoles,  and  never  told  me  of  it? 

Lucy.  Nay,  Madam,  don’t  frown - Remember 

you  have  trick’d  him  out  of  fomething  too,  which  I 
never  told  him  of — Don’t  urge  me  to  more  Difcoveries. 

Lud.  ( afide. )  So - Here’s  Trick  upon  Trick  : 

But,  Faith,  you  fhall  never  trick  me  out  of  my  Liberty. 
I’m  not  fo  fond  of  a  Wife  to  marry  a  Chamber-maid, 
tho’  with  ten  Times  as  much  Money :  And  fo,  fweet 
Miflrefs  Abigail ,  your  humble  Servant.  [ Exit  Ludovico. 

L.  Piz.  {afide)  The  Jade  has  me  upon  the  Hip — I 
mud  be  filent. 

She  who  has  her  Husband’s  Bed  abus’d ’ 

Can  ne’er  expedl  fie  fiould  be  better  us’d.  [Exit. 

1 

Lucy.  Ha - What !  my  Lover  gone  !  With  all  my 

Heart  :  Better  now  than  after ;  for  whilft  I  have  my 
Fortune  in  my  own  Hands,  I  fhall  have  no  Need  to 
fue  for  a  feparate  Maintenance,  and  get  nothing  for  it 
neither. 

Arm.  to  Pla.  Now,  Madam,  go  :  May  Heaven  be 
propitious 

To  your  Defigns  :  I’ll  flay  and  watch  Baflno  : 

And  when  he  goes,  will  follow  with  Alonzo. 

Pla.  Oh  !  my  fick  Fancy  frames  a  thoufand  Forms, 
Which  tell  me  that  our  Meeting  will  prove  fatal. 

And  warn  me  not  to  go,  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Muft  I  bear  calmly  my  Baflno’ s  Lofs  ? 

Why  do  I  tremble  thus  ? 

Sure  it  can’t  be  the  Fear  of  Death - No,  for  if 

I  go  not  I  muft  lofe  him,  and  that’s  more 

Than  Death  to  me - and  if  I  go,  I  can  but  fall, 

And  Life  without  him  is  the  greater  Woe, 

Therefore  I’ll  on,  I’ll  ufe  the  fofteft  Words 
That  Tongue  can  frame  to  footh  her  into  Pity, 
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And  diffuade  her  from  this  impious  Marriage. 

If  I  fucceed  I  am  compleatly  happy, 

If  not,  Pd  rather  die  than  live  with  Hate, 

But  firfl;,  curft  Rival,  thou  fhalt  fhare  my  Fate. 

[Exit  Placentia. 

A  Flonrifh  of  Mufick. 

Ba/f.  ’Tis  now  the  Time - but  whither  do  I  go  ? 

Shall  I  a  Maid,  a  Wife,  a  Friend  betray  ? 

No  matter - 

All  Arguments  are  vain,  where  Love  bears  Sway. 

[Exit  Baffino. 


A  SONG. 

When  the  Winds  rage,  and  the  Seas  grow  high , 
They  bid  Mankind  beware , 

But  when  they  fmooth  and  calm  the  Sky , 

’Tis  then  they  would  enfnare. 

So  the  bright  Thais  Kmdnefs  fhows , 

By  f  rowning  on  her  Lovers , 

For  Rum  only  from  her  flows , 

When  file  her  Charms  difcovers. 

Piz.  Come  now,  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  be  pleas’d 
to  walk  into  the  next  Room,  and  take  a  fmall  Collation 
— But  where’s  my  Lord  Baffino  ?  Come,  Gentlemen, 
he’s  gone  before  us. 

Arm.  Where  we  will  quickly  follow.  ( Afide .)  Alonzo , 
a  Word  with  you —  [Exit  O nines. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Chamber  in  Aurelias  Houfe. 

Two  Arm-Chairs.  Aurelia  fola. 

Aur.  I  wonder  much  at  my  Baffino’ s  Stay  : 

Oh  !  Love  !  how  fwiftly  fly  thy  Hours  away 
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When  we  are  bleft  !  How  tedious  are  thy  Minutes 
When  cruel  Abfence  parts  two  longing  Lovers  ! 

Enter  Florella. 

Is  my  BaJJino  come  ?  fpeak - 

Flor.  No,  Madam,  a  young  Stranger  defires  to  fpeak 
with  you  :  He  fays,  you  are  not  acquainted  with  his 
Name,  but  will  foon  with  his  Bufmefs,  which  is  fome- 
thing  of  great  Import,  that  can  be  told  to  none  but 
yourfelf. 

Aur.  A  Stranger  Bufmefs  with  me  !  I  know  of  none 
I  have  with  Strangers — Heaven  !  what’s  this  ? 

I  feel  a  fudden  Throbbing  in  my  Heart, 

As  if ’twas  confcious  of  fome  fatal  News —  [. Afide . 

Womanifh  Fears - Admit  him — (Exit  Florella) 

it  muft  be 

One  of  B affino' s  Friends,  whom  he  intrufts 
To  be  a  Witnefs  of  our  Marriage  Vows. 

Enter  Placentia,  in  Man’s  Cloaths. 

Fla.  Madam,  I  was  inform’d  that  Count  Baffino 
Was  to  be  here — and  having  Things  t’impart 

That  much  concern  him,  I  made  bold  to  come- - 

Aur.  Sir,  I  expedt  him  flraight — if  you’re  his  Friend 
I  will  account  you  mine — Be  pleas’d  to  fit.  [ Both  fit. 

Pla.  My  Brother,  Madam,  is  extremely  happy 

In  being  favour’d  by  fo  fair  a  Lady - 

Aur.  Your  Brother,  Sir  !  is  then  my  Lord  your  bro¬ 
ther  ? 

Pla.  Madam,  he  is. 

Atir.  Then  I  may  call  you  Brother  too  ; 

For  all  the  folemn  Vows  of  Love  have  pafs’d 
’Twixt  him  and  me — And  blifsful  Hymen  waits 
With  lighted  Torch  to  tie  the  facred  Knot, 

Which  fhall  be  done  this  Hour - 

Pla.  This  Hour !  fay  you  ?  Oh  !  Madam,  have  a 
Care  : 

You  tread  inchanted  Ground,  and  e’er  you  know 
What  Path  you  take,  you’re  hurried  to  Deftrudfion. 
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' Aur .  Where  lies  the  Danger  ? 

Pla.  Oh  !  ;Tis  a  fatal  Tale,  yet  you  mull  hear  it ; 
Therefore  fummon  your  Courage  to  your  Aid, 

For  you  will  need  it  all,  whilft  I  relate 

The  fatal  Story - 

Aur.  Ah  !  how  I  tremble  ! 

Say,  is  he  dead  ?  has  any  murderous  Villain 
Kill’d  my  BaJJlno  f 
Pla.  No — he  is  well  in  Health  :  but  his  diftemper’d 
Mind 

Is  of  a  wild  and  feverifh  Difpofition, 

Longing  to  tafle,  what  tailed  will  undo  him. 

Aur.  Your  Speech  is  all  a  Riddle  :  Pray  fpeak  plainer  : 
But  yet,  e’er  you  proceed,  if  Count  BaJJlno  lives, 

I  care  not  what  mull  follow,  fince  he’s  mine. 

Pla.  No,  he’s  not  yours — Nor  ever  mull. 

Aur.  ’Tis  falfe - There’s  not  a  Pow’r  on  Earth 

can  part  us  : 

Perhaps, 

You  think  my  Blood  too  bafe  to  mix  with  yours - 

But,  Sir,  your  Brother  loves  me,  and  in  Love 

All  Ranks  are  equal - 

Pla.  No - 1  wifh  that  were  all  : 

But  there’s  a  greater  Obftacle - He — is — married — 

Oh  !  Gods  !  unfortunately  married  ! 

Aur.  Married  ! 

Pla.  Yes, - Married - to  my  Siller, 

To  my  unfortunate,  abandon’d  Siller. 

Oh  !  do  not  you  confpire  t’undo  her  quite  ; 

It  is  enough,  Ihe’s  falfe  Baffino’ s  Wife. 

Aur.  Gods  !  Married  ! 

And  is  it  poffible  !  Oh  !  faithlefs  Men  ! 

Oh  !  Truth  !  Oh  !  Juftice  !  Whither  are  you  fled  ? 

Now  all  my  Fears  and  Horrors  are  explain’d. 

Pla.  I’m  glad  I  reach’d  this  Place  in  Time,  to  hinder 
Thofe  Ills  that  mull  have  waited  on  your  Marriage, 

Now  it  is  in  your  Power,  both  to  be  happy, 

And,  in  fome  Meafure,  make  my  Siller  fo.  [. Both  rije. 

Aur.  A  Paradox  in  Nature - Bid  Aurelia 

Be  happy,  when  you  rob  her  of  her  Heaven  ! 

Her  dear  BaJJmo  ! 
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Indeed  your  Sifter  may  be  counted  happy, 

If  fhe’s  his  Wife — Ha — Wife — by  Heaven  !  ’tis  falfe — 

No,  no — He  has  no  other  Wife  but  me - 

He  is  not  married,  you  bely  him  bafefy - 

He  cannot  be  fo  treacherous- - 

Pla.  Madam,  I  fwear,  whate’er  I  faid  is  Truth — 

Do  but  defer  this  Marriage  for  a  Day, 

And  if  I  don’t  produce  convincing  Proofs, 

May  all  the  Plagues  a  Woman  can  invent 

Fall  on  my  perjur’d  Head - 

Anr.  Defer  our  Marriage — No,  by  Heaven  I  will  not. 

I  can’t  fufpedt  him — Neither  do  I  think 
You  durft  maintain  this  Story  to  his  Face. 

Pla.  Madam,  I  dare  ;  nay,  which  is  more,  I’ll  die,  ' 

Or  vindicate  my  injur’d  Sifter’s  Honour - 

Aur.  Bold  Arrogance  ! 

Oh  !  That  he  were  but  here  to  anfwer  the  Affront ! 
Perhaps  he  may  have  wrong’d  your  Family  : 

Debauch’d  your  Sifter  ;  for  which  you  would  force  him 

To  marry  her? - But,  I  muft  tell  thee,  Boy, 

He’s  mine  already  :  nor  would  he  forfake  me 
To  hold  Command  o’er  all  the  Univerfe. 

Pla.  Oh  !  Heaven  !  muft  I  bear  this  ! 

Aur.  Nay,  expedt  more,  if  he  fhould  find  you  here, 

’Tis  not  your  being  Brother  to  his  Miftrefs, 

That  will  fecure  you  from  his  juft  Revenge. 

Pla.  Revenge  !  Nay,  then  away  with  all  Difguife,] 

Pity  be  gone - And  in  its  Room  fell  Rage 

Take  place,  that  I  maydafh  that  haughty  Infolence 
That  dares  to  treat  me  thus — Know,  Madam, 

I  am  his  Wife — his  lawful  wedded  Wife. 

With  borrow’d  Shape  I  came  to  try  your  Virtue, 

Which  I  have  found  fo  light  that  the  lead  Puff 

Of  wanton  Love  will  blaft  it - Elfe  my  Vifit 

Had  met  a  better  Welcome — Here  with  Sword  in  Hand 
I’ll  wait  his  coming,  \Draws. 

And  as  he  enters,  pierce  thy  haughty  Bread. 

I  know  he  loves  thee,  and  therefore  ’tis  brave 
Revenge  to  let  him  fee  thy  dying  Pangs  : 

Thy  parting  Sighs  will  rack  him  worfe  than  Hell. 

Aur.  His  Wife  !  Oh  !  Infolence  ! 
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In  vain  you  wafte  your  Breath,  it  moves  not  me  : 

So  much  I  love  him,  fo  much  I’m  belov’d, 

That  Ihould  an  Angel  from  yon  Heaven  defcend, 

To  tell  me  he’s  marry’d,  I’d  not  credit  him, 

Kill  me  if  you  dare — He  will  revenge  my  Death  : 

That  pleafmg  Thought  gives  Courage  to  my  Soul  : 

To  live  without  him  would  be  Death  indeed  ! 

No — he’ll  ne’er  leave  me  for  a  common  Thing, 

For  fuch  I’m  fure  thou  art - 

P/a.  Common  !  Proud  Wretch - by  Heaven  that 

Word  gives  Wings 

To  my  Revenge— Vile  Creature,  die —  [S/a/s  her. 

Aur.  Help, — Murder,  murder - 

Enter  Baflino. 

Baff.  Ha — That  to  thy  Heart - [ Kills  Plac.]  Wer’t 

thou  a  Demi-god 

And  durfl  attempt  this  Shrine,  thus  fhould’ft  thou  fall — 
Pla.  ( Falling .)  Oh  !  Baffino  !  Oh  ! 

Aur.  Oh  !  hold,  my  Lord,  what  has  your  Rafhnefs 
done  ? 

I  only  Ihould  have  dy’d - I’ll  not  upbraid 

Your  Treachery — No,  ’tis  the  Hand  Of  Heaven 
That  guides  the  Stroke  that  takes  my  guilty  Life, 

For  being  faithlefs  to  Alonzo. 

Baff.  Talk  not  of  Death,  my  fair,  my  dear  Aiirelia  ; 
That  very  Sound  does  harrow  up  my  Soul. 

But  who  art  thou,  whofe  facrilegious  Hand 
Durfl  to  profane  the  Temple  of  my  Love? 

Pla.  I  am  your  Wife — Your  loving  Wife  Placentia. 

Oh  !  pardon  this  rafh  Deed  ;  blame  jealous  Love— 

And  grace  me  with  a  Sigh,  that  I  may  die  contented. 

Baff.  My  Wife  !  and  kill’d  by  me  ! 

Under  what  Load  of  Miferies  I  Hand  ! 

Oh  !  Horror  !  Horror  !  Infinity  of  Guilt  ! 

Hurl  now  your  vengeful  Bolts,  Almighty  Powers, 

On  my  devoted  Head  ! 

Oh  !  I  have  wrong’d  you  both  :  Deceiv’d  you  bafely  : 
Thus  proflrate  on  the  Ground,  let  me  beg  Pardon  : 

[  Throws  himfelf  on  the  Ground. 
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I  do  not  ask  it  with  Defign  to  live. 

Anr.  Oh  !  dear  BaJJino  live  : 

And  try  to  fave  her,  for  fhe’s  innocent : 

We  only  are  in  Fault - 

I  urg’d  my  wretched  Fate  with  impious  Language, 

For  which  I  beg  Forgivenefs  :  Generous  Lady, 

Let  not  my  Soul  depart  with  Guilt  oppreft. 

Pla.  As  I  forgive  you,  fo  may  Heaven  me. 

BaJJ'.  Oh  !  Placentia  /  Oh  !  my  Wife  ! 

Aur.  One  thing  more,  and  I’m  happy - 

Were  but  Alonzo  here,  that  I  might  afk 
Forgivenefs  for  my  Falfhood  !  But,  alas  ! 

My  Spirits  faint  within  my  frozen  Veins, 

And  every  Thing  feems  double  to  my  Sight  : 

Oh  !  How  I  dread  the  uncertain  future  State  ! 

BaJJ.  Unhappy  Maid  !  Oh  !  my  once  dear  Aurelia  / 
Curft,  Curft  BaJJino!  Oh  !  my  Wife  !  How  dare 
I  hand  the  View  of  both  thefe  injur’d  Women  ! 

Oh  !  Heaven  !  Why  name  I  Heaven  !  Heaven  will  not 
hear 

A  Wretch  like  me - No,  even  Hell  wants  Torment 

Proportion’d  to  my  Guilt — Oh  !  my  Placejitia  !  Oh  ! 

Pla.  Oh  !  my  dear  Lord,  I  connot  fee  you  thus  : 

Live,  live,  my  Lord  ;  be  happy  when  I’m  dead. 

Nay,  for  your  Sake,  I  with  Aurelia  too 

May  live  to  make  you  happy - 

BaJJ.  Oh!  Hold! 

Heap  not  more  Curfes  on  me  by  your  Kindnefs  ; 

I  wifh  that  fhe  might  live,  but  not  for  me. 

Only  to  clear  me  from  her  guilty  Blood - 

Oh  !  Placentia  ! 

Pla.  Rife,  my  Lord,  rife  :  Do  not  indulge  your  Woe, 
Your  Sighs  atone  for  all,  and  make  e’en  Death  a  plea- 
fure - 

I  fee  him  coming,  he  will  foon  be  here - 

BaJJ.  No,  I  will  never  rife  :  ne’er  fee  the  Day. 

The  Sun  would  blufh  to  fhine  on  fuclian  impious  Wretch. 
Here  let  me  lie,  and  tear  with  thefe  curft  Hands 

[  Tears  the  Ground  in  a  dijiradted  Marnier. 
A  Paffage  thro’  the  Earth,  and  hide  my  Face  for  ever. 

A  Ion. 
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A  Ion.  {Within.)  Where  where’s  this  Villain?  Where’s 
BaJJl?io  ? 

Aur.  ’Tis  Alonzo's  Voice. 

Oh  !  fly,  my  Lord,  fly  from  his  juft  Revenge. 

Enter  Alonzo  hajiily. 


Baff.  Fly - 

Where  fhall  I  fly  from  Juftice?  No,  Heaven  is  kind 
In  fending  him  to  help  my  Journey  forward. 

A  Ion.  Where’s  Baffino  ? 

Baff.  {Rifingl)  Here  Sir,  I  Hand. 

A  Ion.  Then  there  Hands  a  Villain - Ha — what 

Do  I  fee  ! - Aurelia  murder’d  ! 

Oh  !  treacherous  Maid,  thy  Love  has  coft  thee  dear, 
Think  on  thy  broken  Vows,  and  call  to  Heaven  for 
Mercy. 

Thy  Death  I  will  revenge,  becaufe  I  lov’d  thee  once. 

Aur.  Oh  !  Alonzo ,  pardon  me. 

Alofi.  to  Baff._  Now  Villain,  now  what  Story,  what 
Pretence 

Canft  thou  invent  to  avoid  my  juft  Revenge  ? 

Oh  !  that  I  ne’er  had  lift’ned  to  thy  Tongue  ? 

Thy  bafe  perfidious  Tongue  !  Then  all  thefe  Murders 

Had  been  prevented,  and  thou  curft  in  Hell - — 

Thou  monftrous  Fiend - - 

Baff.  You  talk  too  much — Let’s  fee  what  you  can  do  : 

Thus  I  return  your  Villain - 

A  Ion.  Take  thy  Reward.  [  They  fight,  Baffino  falls. 

,  E}iter  Armando. 

Ar?n.  Hold  !  hold  :  Oh  Gods  !  I’m  come  too  late, 
What  has  my  fatal  Friendfhip  done  ! 

Ha - Placentia  too — curft  Letter  ! 

Ba(f.  My  Friend  Armando  !  Oh  !  I  blufh  to  fee  thee  : 

But  let  .me  have  your  Pardon - now  I  need  it. 

Arm.  Oh  !  firft  pardon  me - 

For  I  have  been  the  Caufe  of  all  this  Mifchief. 

Whilft  my  officious  Friendfhip  ftrives  to  fave  you, 

I  bring  you  all  to  this  unhappy  End. 
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Say,  can  you  pardon  me  ? 

BaJJ.  I  do - 

And  Oh  !  my  Friend  !  had  Virtue  been  my  Guide, 

As  it  was  thine,  I  ftill  were  truly  happy. 

Aur.  Where  am  I  ? 

Why  do  I  hover  thus  ’twixt  Reft  and  Mifery  ? 

Oh  !  good  Alonzo,  fay  you  pardon  me, 

And  let  me  die  in  Peace,  elfe  full  of  Horror 
My  guilty  Soul  muft  wander  in  the  Shades 
Of  gloomy  Night,  and  never,  never  reft. 

A  Ion.  Thou  haft  my  Pardon,  and  with  it  this  Promife 

Never  to  love  again - 

Aur.  Oh  !  you’re - too - kind — and  I  want — 

Breath  to  thank - you - Farewel,  [Dies. 

BaJJ'.  Oh  !  Placentia  /  [ Embraces  her. 

Thus  in  thy  Arms  my  Thread  of  Life  fhall  break. 

Pla.  My  Lord,  my  Hufband,  Oh  !  come  nearer  yet, 
That  I  may  take  a  parting  Kifs,  to  fmooth 
My  Paffage  to  the  Realms  of  endlefs  Night.  [. KiJJJing  him. 

So — Now — I  die - much  happier  than  I  lived. 

F  arewel -  [Dies. 

BaJJ'.  Farewel,  fair  Excellence?  Thou  beft  of  Wives  ! 
But  I  fhall  quickly  follow — Yet  before  I  go, 

I  beg,  Alonzo,  let  my  Death  atone 
For  all  the  Injuries  my  Life  has  done  you. 

Oh  !  fpare  my  Memory,  when  I’m  no  more. 

Alon.  By  Heaven  ! 

I  fee  fuch  Virtue  ftruggling  in  thy  Breaft, 

As  makes  me  wifh  1  could  prevent  the  Flight 

Of  thy  departing  Soul - 

BaJJ.  No,  No - 1  would  not  live  : 

Hadft  thou  not  come,  my  Hand  had  fet  me  free, 

But  now  I  fell  more  nobly,  and  lefs  guilty. 

My  Friend,  my  dear  Armando, 

Halle  to  inform  my  Prince,  BaJJuio  refts  ; 

But  hide,  if  poffible,  my  Shame  :  And  let 

One  Grave  hold  both  this  wretched  Corps  and  mine, 

Oh  !  my  Placentia -  [Dies. 

Alon.  Unhappy  Pair  !  But  far  more  wretched  me  ! 

For  I  muft  live,  and  live  without  Aurelia  / 

Tho’  I’m  convinc’d  fhe  lov’d  me  not,  I  can’t 
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Banifti  her  Image  from  my  Love-fick  Mind, 

Oh  !  that  I  ne’er  had  feen  the  charming  F air  ! 

Ann.  The  Gods  are  juft  in  all  their  Punilhments  : 
And  by  this  fmgle  Adt,  we  plainly  fee 
That  Vengeance  always  treads  on  Perjury  ; 

And  tho’  fometimes  no  Bolts  be  at  us  hurl’d, 

Whilft  we  enjoy  the  Pleafures  of  this  World  ; 

Yet  a  Day  awaits,  a  Day  of  general  Doom, 

When  guilty  Souls  mull  to  an  Audit  come  ; 

Then  that  we  may  not  tremble,  blufh,  or  fear, 

Let  our  Defires  be  juft  ;  our  Lives  unfullied  here. 


[. Exeunt  omnes. 
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By  Mr.  B - . 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Jo.  Haines. 

00  long  the  Poets  brought  before  the  Bar , 

Have  with  their  bold  A  confer  wag’d  the  War  ; 
They  now  plead  Guilty :  A  nd  confefs  the  Stage 
Has  been  unmoral ,  and  debauch’d  the  Age. 
Nay  they  will  mend — But  wijh  that  in  their  Station , 
All  Men  were  plead  d  to  forward  Reformation. 

Firft .  let  710  Politicians ,  with  vain  Fears , 

About fucceeding  Kings  create  new  Jars  : 

Let  Lawyers  now  no  more  perplex  the  Laws , 

Nor  with  malicious  Quibbles  fplit  a  Caufe  ; 

Let  Magiftrates  confder  ’ tis  but  fitting , 

That  as  they  take  down  Bills ,  they’d  put  down  cheating  ; 
Let  our  young  Heroes ,  who  would  be  Commanders , 

Brag  lefs  o’er  Coffee ,  and fight  more  in  Flanders  ; 

Let  Cheapfide  Dodlors  in  a  Frantic  Fit , 

No  more  make  impious  War  with  J acred  Wit ; 

Let  City  Wives  ( but  that’s  too  hard  a  Fade) 

Munich  no  more  Town-Ladies  in  a  Mafic, 

Nor  fro7ii  their  Pre7itices  the  Favour  ajk  ;  . 

Let  710  old  cafi-ojf  Mifis  affiune  the  Saint , 

Let  Cowards  ceafe  to  huff,  and  Beaus  to  paint ; 

Let  at  yon  Corner  Houfe  the  Wits  and  Bards , 

Gain  by  Religion  what  they  lofe  at  Cards  ; 

Let  fnarling  peevifh  Criticks  ceafe  to  bite , 

Or  in  a  falfe  Sublime  dull  Plays  to  write  ; 

Let  Galleries  710  77iore  for  Judges  fit , 

But  leave  to  the  bright  Boxes ,  and  the  Pit , 

Their  lawful  E7)ipire  o’er  umnortal  Wit. 

When  all  this  heavy  tafk  is  well  p  erf  or 711’ d 
We  dare  engage  the  Stage  fhall  be  reform’d. 
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Soldier  for  the  Ladies, 

A 

COM  E  D  Y. 


THE 


PROLOGU  E. 


By  a  GENTLEMAN. 

HAT  Hazards  Poets  run ,  in  Times  like  thefe , 


vv  Sure  to  offend ',  uncertain  whom  to  pleafe  : 

If  in  a  well-worP d  Story  they  afpire , 

To  imitate  old  RomeT  or  AthenT  Fire , 

It  will  not  do  ;  for  flrait  the  Cry  fhall  be, 

’Tis  a  forc’d  heavy  piece  of  Bomb aftry. 

If  Comedf  s  their  Theme ,  ’tis  ten  to  one 
It  dwindles  into  Farce ,  and  then  ’ tis  gone. 

If  Farce  their  Subjell  be,  this  Witty  Age 
Holds  that  below  the  Grandeur  of  the  Stage. 

Our  Female  Author,  tho’  fhe fees  what  Fate 
Does  the  Event  of  fuch  Attempts  ftill  wait ; 

With  a  true  Britifh  Courage  ventures  on, 

Thinks  nothing  Honour ,  without  Danger  won. 

She  fai?i  woiid  fhew  our  great  Fore-Fathers  Days, 
When  Virtue,  Honour ,  Courage,  wore  the  Bays  ; 
Fain  wou’d fhe  kindle  up  thofe  fading  Fires, 

That  warm’d  their  Noble  Blood  to  fierce  Defires. 
When  the  Bold  Hero,  after  tedious  Wars, 

With  Bleeding  Wounds  adorn’d,  and  Glorious  Scars, 
From  Conquefi  back  return’d  with  Laurels  Crown’d, 
Where  from  the  Fair,  their  jufi  Rewards  they  found. 
She  thinks’ t  a  Crime  in  any  one  to  dare, 

Or  hope  to  gain  a  Conquefi  o’er  the  Fair, 

Who  ne’er  cou’d  boafi  a  ViClory  in  War. 

Let  but  your  Arms  abroad fuccefsful  prove, 

The  Fair  at  home  fhall  crown  your  Toils  with  Love. 


THE 


EPILOGUE. 


By  the  AUTHOR. 

OU fee  Gallants  ’ t  has  been  our  Poet’s  Care, 
To  fhew  what  Beaus  in  their  Perfection  are, 


EPILOGUE. 


By  Nature  Cowards,  foolifh,  ufelefs  Tools, 

Made  Men  by  Taylors,  and  by  Women,  Fools  : 

A  Fickle,  Falfe,  a  Singing,  Dancing  Crew , 

Nay  now  we  hear  they’ve  Smiling  Mailers  too  ; 

Jud  now  a  Frenchman  in  the  Dr  effing-room, 

From  teaching  of  a  Beau  to  Smile,  was  come, 

He  fhew’d five  Guineas - Wasn’t  he  rarely  paid, 

Tims  all  the  World  by  Smiles  are  once  betray’d ; 

The  States-man  Smiles  on  them  he  wou’d  undo, 

The  Courtier* s  Smiles  are  very  feldom  true, 

The  LoverT  Smiles  too  many  do  believe, 

And  Women  Smile  on  them  they  wou’d  deceive  ; 

When  Tradesmen  Smile,  they  fafely  Cheat  with  Eafe  ; 

And  finding  Lawyers  never  fail  tf/Fees. - 

The  DoFor’s  Look  the  Patient’s  pain  beguiles, 

The  Sick  Man  lives,  if  the  Phyfician  fmiles  : 

Thus  Smiles  with  Interefl  Hand  in  Hand  do  go, 

He  fur  eft  flrikes,  that  Smiling  gives  the  Blow  ; 

Poets,  with  us  this  Proverb  do  defy, 

We  live  by  Smiles,  for  if  you  frown  we  die. 

To  pleafe  you  then  Jfhall  be  our  chief  Endeavour, 

And  all  we  afk,  is  but  your  Smiles  for  ever.  [Going. 

Hold - 1  forgot,  the  Author  bid  me  fay, 

She  humbly  begs  Protection  for  her  Play  : 

’Tis  Yours - She  Dedicates  it  to  you  all, 

And fur e  you’re  too  generous  to  let  it  fall ; 

She  hopes  the  Ladies  will  her  Caufe  maintain, 

Since  Virtue  here  has  been  her  only  Aim.  \ 

The  Beaus,  fhe  thinks,  won’t  fail  to  do  her  Right, 

Since  here  they’re  taught  with  Safety  how  to  fight. 

She’s  fure  of  Favour  from  the  Men  of  War, 

A  Soldier  is  her  darling  Character  ; 

To  fear  the  Murmurs  then  wou’d  be  abfurd, 

They  only  Mutiny  when  not  prefer1  d. 

But  yet,  I  fee  fhe  does  your  Fury  dread, 

A  nd  like  a  Prifoner,  ftands  with  Fear  half  dead, 

While  you  are  Judges ,  do  her  Sentence  give, 

If  you’re  not  pleas’d,  fhe  fays  fhe  cannot  live. 

Let  my  Petition  then  for  once  prevail ; 

And  let  your  gen’ rous  Claps  her  Pardon  feal. 
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OR,  A 

Soldier  for  the  Ladies. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

SCENE,  The  Street. 

Enter  Colonel  Manly. 

Colonel . 

O  W  do  Men  labour  to  fool  themfelves  ? 
What  Pains  did  I  fpare,  or  Excufe  did 
I  not  invent,  to  perfuade  my  Friends 
I  was  going  another  Way,  to  get  rid  of 
their  troublefome  Ceremony,  that  wou’d 
have  waited  on  me  Home ;  and  all  this  for  an 
Opportunity '  only  of  takng  a  Turn  or  two  before  this 
Window. 

Oh  Love  !  How  powerful  are  thy  Charms,  thus  to 
unman,  and  fend  me  like  a  Boy,  gaping  after  imaginary 
Joys. 

Not  all  the  Hazards  of  a  Soldier’s  Life  could  fo  much 
affedl  me,  as  the  dreadful  Apprehenfion  of  difpleafmg 
this  Girl. 


What- 
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Whatever  I  do,  whether  I  eat  or  drink,  whether  I 
deep  or  wake,  whether  Fm  at  Home  alone,  or  abroad 
in  Company,  my  Thoughts  are  flill  of  her  :  She’s  al¬ 
ways  prefent,  I  can  fee  nothing  but  her  ;  I  can  hear 
nothing  but  her,  I  can  think  of  nothing  but  her  ;  and 
in  fhort,  I  care  for  nothing  but  her. 

’Tis  Happinefs  enough  for  any  Man  to  love  and  be  be¬ 
loved  by  fuch  a  Woman  ;  fhe’s  fo  Beautiful,  fo  Agree¬ 
able,  and  fo  Loving ;  yet  fo  Virtuous,  fo  Chafte,  and  fo 
Conftant,  that  if  her  Father’s  rigid  Oppofition  were  re¬ 
mov’d,  nothing  could  add  to  the  Bleffing  which  lies  in 
Store  for  me. 

Enter  Captain  Bellmein,  goes  within  two  or  three  Yards  of 
the  Door ,  then  flops  fhort ;  looks  up. 

Capt.  Ho,  this  mull  be  the  Houfe — But  what  the 
Devil  am  I  the  better  for’t,  the  Doors  are  lock’d,  Win¬ 
dows  barr’d,  my  Miftrefs  adeep,  and  I  may  return  like 
an  Ais  as  I  came,  without  fo  much  as  being  dream’d 
of — Can  Love,  that  never  fails  its  Votaries  at  a  pinch, 
infpire  no  Stratagem  now  ?  Egad  I  was  never  more  able 
to  offer  him  a  plentiful  Sacrifice  ;  and  did  my  Midrefs 
know  with  what  warm  defires  I  come,  fhe’d  meet  me 
halfWay,  or  fhe  deferves  to  die  a  Maid. 

Col.  The  more  I  think,  I  dill  perplex  myfelf  the  more  ; 
like  a  poor  Fly  in  a  Spider’s  Web,  by  labouring  to  get 
loofe,  I  work  myfelf  fader  in  the  Toil. 

And  why  fhould  I  druggie  any  longer  with  what  I 
can’t  mader?  or  defire  to  be  without  what  I’m  per- 
fuaded  is  the  greated  Bleffing  in  the  World - 

I  am  refolved  I  will  love  on - [ Turns  fhort  iipon  the 

Captain. ]  Ha!  a  Man,  and  if  I  midake  not,  mad  Bell¬ 
mein ,  whom  I  left  at  the  Rofe ;  he’s  upon  fome  amorous 
Defign,  but  is  too  open  to  hide  any  thing  from  his 
Friend.  I’ll  accod  him. 

Good-morrow,  Captain,  I  commend  your  early  In- 
dudry,  you  are  chufing  fome  fortify’d  Piece  of  Virtue  to 
lay  a  manly  Siege  to. 

Capt.  Ha  !  Colonel,  Good  morrow  to  you  with  all 
my  Heart  :  No  Faith,  I  never  day  the  Formality  of  a 

Siege  ; 
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Siege  ;  ’tis  your  honourable  Lovers  are  forced  to  undergo 
that  Drudgery  ;  whene'er  I  meet  any,  as  I  rarely  do, 
that  refift  the  Shock  of  my  firft  Affault,  I  fairly  draw 
off  to  the  next,  who  are  fure  to  furrender  upon  more 
eafy  Terms. 

Col.  So  you  take  all  by  Storm,  plunder  the  Garrifon, 
fire  their  Quarters,  and  march  off  in  Triumph. 

Capt.  What  I  do  can't  be  comprehended  by  conflant 
puling  Lovers. 

They  can’t  bear  thofe  flrong  Joys  we  fuck  from  our 
lufty  Draughts  of  Love  ;  like  weak-fighted  Birds,  they 
fly  about  in  Twilight  of  Pleafure,  not  able  to  bear  the 
Meridional  Heat  and  Pleafure  of  it. 

One  kind  Glance  crowns  your  Hopes,  and  raifes  you 
to  the  highefl  Happinefs  ;  but  then  a  Frown,  or  four 
Look,  Colonel,  throws  you  down  again  to  Defpair.  So 
that - 

Lol.  Have  a  care  Captain,  how  far  you  launch  out  in 
this  Strain,  left  you  be  too  like  our  modern  Widows,  who 
exclaim  moft  againft  a  fecond  Hufband,  when  they  are 
juft  upon  the  point  of  having  one. 

Capt.  So  that  from  my  laughing  at  honourable  Lovers 
as  you  call  them,  you  would  learnedly  infer  I  am  one 
myfelf. 

Col.  Nay  Railery  apart,  it  has  been  ferioufly  obferv'd 
that  you  are - 

Capt.  What? 

Col.  Very  much  alter’d  of  late. 

Capt.  How  !  Faith,  I  think  myfelf  the  fame  Man,  1 
have  the  fame  Appetites,  the  fame  Defires,  that  ever  I  had. 

Col.  Ay,  but  you  faunter  about  in  folitary  Places, 
avoid  your  Acquaintance,  and  when  you  can’t  efcape 
them,  are  more  uneafy  than  a  rich  Mifer  with  a  bor¬ 
rowing  Friend  :  And  here  now  I  find  you  out  of  your 
Way,  addrefflng  yourfelf  to  fenfelefs  Wood  and  Stone. 

Capt.  Ay,  my  Friend,  but  this  fenfelefs  Wood  includes 
a  more  beautiful  Daphne  than  e’er  the  Delian  God  pur- 
fued;  a  Girl  fo  bright,  fo  fparkling,  and  what  recom¬ 
mends  her  much  more  to  me,  fo  coming,  [. Embraces  him. ] 
that  had  fhe  lived  in  the  Days  of  Venus ,  fhe  would  have 
rival’d  that  Goddefs  and  out-done  her  too  in  her  own 
Attributes. 
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Col.  Have  a  Care  you  don’t  mifplace  your  Worfhip, 
for  to  my  particular  Knowledge  no  fuch  Perfon  lodges 
in  this  Houfe. 

Capt.  To  my  more  particular  Knowledge  fuch  a  Perfon 
does  lodge  in  this  Houfe,  and  in  the  Room  that  looks 
out  at  that  Window  too. 

Col .  Ha  !  Clarinda  lodges  there,  ’tis  true  ;  but  that 

fhe’s  fuch  as  he  defcribes  is  falfe - Yet  fhe’s  a  Woman, 

and  where  Diffembling  grows  fo  much  in  Ufe,  Perfect¬ 
ion  muft  be  a  Stranger.  I’ll  for  a  while  lay  by  the  im¬ 
plicit  Lover  for  the  more  inquifitive  jealous  Man,  and 
try  him  farther.  [ AJlde .]  Well,  I  may  be  deceived,  but 
how  do  you  know  you  are  fo  too  ? 

Capt.  Why  Faith,  fince  I  know  you  to  be  an  honeft 
Fellow,  and  a  Man  of  Honour,  I  don’t  care  if  I  truft 
you  with  the  Secret,  upon  Condition  your  Affiftance 
fhan’t  be  wanting  upon  Occafion. 

Col.  ’Slife  I  fliall  be  drawn  in  to  help  him  away  with 
my  Miftrefs  [AJlde.']  If  fhe  be  fuch  as  you  defcribe,  I 
believe  you  will  have  no  great  Occafion  for  help.  But 
to  the  Purpofe. 

Capt.  Why  you  muft  know  that  in  this  Houfe  lives  a 
damn’d  pofitive  ill-natured  old  Fellow. 

Col.  I  know  it  too  well,  or  by  this  Time  his  Daughter 
had  been  out  of  your  Reach.  [A fide. 

Capt.  And  that  there’s  a  young  Lady,  his  Daughter, 
Niece,  or  fomething. - 

Col.  Ay,  very  probable,  what  then  ? 

Capt.  Why,  that  likes  my  Perfon,  that’s  all. 

Col.  How  do  you  know  this  ? 

Capt.  Know  it  ?  I  have  infallible  Signs  of  it  ;  Ihe 
makes  Affignations  with  me,  and  keeps  them  ;  receives 
my  Addreffes,  Letters  and  Songs,  nay  fings  them  too  ; 
and  if  thefe  ben’t  Signs  lhe  likes  me,  the  Devil’s  in’t. 

Col.  Well,  but  her  Name — I’ll  yet  believe  Clarinda 
innocent,  and  ’tis  fome  one  elfe  he  miftakes  for  her. 

[AJlde. 

Capt.  Nay,  now  faith,  Colonel,  you  are  unreafonable, 
you  know  ’tis  not  fair  to  tell  Names. 

Col.  Not  tell  me  her  Name  !  then  I  fhall  think  you 
trifled  with  me  all  this  while,  and  fcorn  the  Friendfhip 
I  offer.  A  ri 

Capt. 
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Capt .  I’ll  rather  tell  you  all  I  know,  but  as  for  her 
Name,  Faith  and  Troth  I  know  no  more  hers  than  Ihe  does 
mine  ;  her  defire  to  be  unknown  herfelf,  made  her  the  lefs 
preffing,  I  fuppofe,  fo  that  we  freely  pafs  among  ourfelves 
for  Celadon  and  Cloe,  as  you  may  fee  by  this  Song,  if  you’ll 
be  at  the  Pains  of  reading  it?  ’tis  the  laft  I  fent  her, 
and  tho’  inconfiderable  in  itfelf,  receives  from  her  Voice 
ineftimable  Value. 

Col.  O’  my  Soul,  the  very  Song  I  heard  Clarinda  fmg, 
’tis  fhe  pafl  all  doubt. 

Capt.  What,  at  a  hand,  Colonel !  Ha  !  What  means 
all  this  Concern  ? 

Col.  ’Tis  for  you,  my  Friend  ;  that  Woman  you  ad¬ 
mire  I  know  to  be  the  molt  cunning,  treacherous,  and 
falfe  Diffembler,  nay  worfe,  if  worfe  can  be,  in  the 
World;  I  would  advife  you  to  proceed  with  Caution; 
for  Hufbands,  Captain ,  too  late  repent,  when  they  can’t 
quit  the  Ill. 

Capt.  Ho,  if  it  be  only  my  Dangers  that  difturb  you, 
I’ll  foon  eafe  you  of  that  Trouble  ;  Marriage  is  not  the 
Courfe  I  fleer,  we  never  admit  fo  four  a  Thought  to  turn  ' 
our  more  pleafant  Converfation. 

Col.  How,  not  marry  !  what  then  does  all  this  tend 
to  ? 

Capt.  Phoo,  that’s  unreafonable  again  ;  why  nothing, 
nothing  but  a  little  harmlefs  Mirth  or  fo. 

Col.  On  my  Soul  he  defigns  to  debauch  her.  [A fide. 

Capt.  Ha  !  the  Colonel  in  his  Dumps  again,  there’s 
fomething  in’t  I  don’t  underftand.  [AJide. 

Col.  Harkee,  Captain,  I  know  you  have  Courage,  and 
always  took  you  for  a  Man  of  Honour,  therefore  think 
it  worth  my  while  to  tell  you  this  Woman  you  have  been 
fo  free  with  is  one  I  have  a  long  Time  loved,  therefore 
expedt  you’ll  give  me  unqueflionable  Proofs  of  what  you 
have  faid,  or  meet  me  with  your  Sword,  and  fo  leave  you 
to  prepare  yourfelf  for  which  you  think  moft  proper. 

[Going. 

Capt.  Hey  day  !  Plave  I  been  all  this  while  making 
a  Confident  of  my  Rival,  and  telling  my  Secrets  to  the 
only  Man  I  ought  to  hide  them  from?  Now  I  perceive 
what  ’twas  made  him  fo  tefty,  but  he  fhan’t  part  thus. 

Lookee, 
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Lookee,  Colonel,  to  fhew  how  much  I  value  your  Friend- 
fhip,  ril  confent  to  what  you  propofe  ;  and  tho’  Fighting 
may  be  of  lefs  Trouble,  yet  for  your  Eafe  I’ll  undertake 
to  make  out  what  Fve  faid. 

Col.  Upon  that  condition  IT1  call  you  Friend  again  ; 
but  if  you  fhould  fail,  you  had  beft  look  to  it. 

Capt.  Here’s  fome  Company  coming  this  Way,  let’s 
retire  till  they  pafs,  then  I’ll  tell  you  our  whole  Intrigue, 
and  leave  you  to  judge  whether  I  have  Reafon  to  think 
as  I  do.  \lhey  withdraw. 

Enter  Sir  William  Mode. 

Sir  Will.  Le  Reviere. - \Laric]  Sir  [Sir  Will.]  B lifter 

me  if  you  don’t  fpeak  plain  Englijh  /  I  fhall  have  the 
World  think  I’m  fuch  a  Sloven  as  to  keep  an  Englijh 
Valet  :  do  you  hear,  if  you  don’t  mimick  ’em  better  I 
lhall  turn  you  away. 

Le  Rev.  Me  vil  take  al  de  Care  imaginable,  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  Very  well.  Is  the  Mufick  all  come  ? 

Le  Rev.  Yes  Sire,  here  be  de  Fidle,  de  Hautbois,  de 
Courtel,  and  Bafe  Vial,  dey  be  all  defpofe  for  to  receive 
your  Command. 

Sir  Will.  ’Tis  very  well  d’hear,  do  you  marfhal  them 
in  Order  before  this  Window,  and  fee  they  be  ready  to 
ftrike  up  as  foon  as  I  give  the  Word.  \The  Colojiel  and 

Captain  appear. 

Capt.  What  the  Devil’s  here,  another  Lover?  What 
think  you  now,  Colonel  ;  your  Miftrefs  muft  be  more 
than  Woman  if  fhe  can  hold  out  againft  fuch  a  formal 
Siege. 

Col.  This  Fop  I  know  too  well  to  be  jealous  of,  and 
know  her  fo  far  from  encouraging  him,  that  her  Father’s 
Authority  which  countenances  him,  can  fcarce  procure 
him  common  Civility  from  her. 

Capt.  Hill,  the  Thing  opens. 

Sir  Will.  Well  ’tis  an  unfpeakable  Happinefs  we  Men 
of  Parts  enjoy  above  the  reft  of  Mankind  :  By  our  good 
Management  we  make  our  Accefs  to  every  Thing  we  ad¬ 
mire,  eafy  and  certain  :  How  many  thick-fkull’d  Fel¬ 
lows  are  content  to  dream  of  their  Miflreftes,  while  I 
take  a  more  fecure  Method,  and  wake  her  in  the  Morn¬ 
ing  with  harmonious  Mufic. 
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I  wonder  how  the  Ladies  can  fuffer  thefe  idle  Fellows 
that  take  no  more  Pains  to  pleafe  them  ;  for  my  own 
Part,  I  believe  I  have  fomething  extraordinary  in  me 
that  makes  me  fo  acceptable  to  all  the  Women  I  come 
in  Company  with. - Well  Mufic  ! 

I  hope  you  will  all  fhew  yourfelves  Matters  in  your 
Performance  ;  come  ftrike  up  :  Ah  !  merciful  Apollo , 
what  a  hideous  Noife  you  make;  there’s  a  Sound  fitter 
to  ftorm  a  Breach  with,  than  approach  a  Lady’s  Slum¬ 
bers.  Play  fome  foft  Air,  a  Concert  of  Flutes  would 
have  done  well. 

\_While  the  Mufic  plays  he  ufes  a  great 
many  odd  Pojlures  ;  feeing  the  Door  open  the  Mufic  ceafes , 
and  he  runs  to  meet  Clarindah-  Maid.  J 

Col.  How,  the  Door  open? 

Sir  Will.  Ha  !  my  dear  Angel,  How  does  my  Goddefs 
receive  my  Morning  Sacrifice? 

Flo.  As  the  does  every  thing  that  comes  from  the  in¬ 
comparable  Sir  William  Mode ,  with  particular  Marks  of 
Favour  in  private,  tho’  lhe’s  oblig’d  to  lay  great  Reftraint 
on  her  Carriage  in  public,  to  appear  cold  to  him. 

Sir  Will.  But,  methinks,  the  need  not  be  referv’d,  fince 
I  have  her  Father’s  Content. 

Flo.  Ay,  ’tis  that  makes  her  fo ;  for  his  crofs  Humour, 
fhou’d  fhe  fhow  the  Affedtion  fhe  really  has  for  you,  wou’d 
make  him  run  counter  to  what  he  fo  eagerly  purfues  now 
out  of  mere  Oppofition  :  For  he  never  oppos’d  Colonel 
Manly,  till  fhe  exprefs’d  fome  liking  for  him;  and  now 
fhe  fears,  fhou’d  fhe  own  her  Love  for  you,  ’twou’d 
prove  as  fatal  to  her  Hopes;  therefore  begs  you,  by  me, 
to  take  all  Indifference  in  public  for  particular  Marks  of 
Favour. 

Sir  Will.  Well,  I’ll  take  your  Advice  ;  and  fweet  Mrs. 
Flora ,  ler  me  intreat  you  to  accept  of  this  fmall  Acknow¬ 
ledgment  for  Favours  I  have  receiv’d  by  your  means. 

Flo.  Oh  !  Lord,  Sir,  I  vow  I’m  afham’d  ;  but  I  fhall 
be  always  ready  to  do  you  good  Offices  with  my  Lady. 
Sir,  your  Servant.  \Exit. 

Sir  Will.  Adieu,  Angel, - here  Mufic,  ftrike  up  a 

merry  Ramble,  and  lead  to  my  Lodgings.  [Exit. 

Col.  O  Woman!  Woman!  Now  Friend,  I  believe 
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all  you  faid,  and  a  great  deal  more  ;  yet  who  cou’d  ex¬ 
pert;  with  fo  much  Beauty,  fuch  ugly  Falfhood.  For 
thee,  or  any  Man,  fhe  might  have  fome  Plea  ;  but  this 
fign  of  a  man  !  to  fall  fo  low  argues  a  very  deprav’d 
Appetite  :  S’death,  I  can’t  bear  the  Thoughts  on’t. 

Ca.pt.  Have  a  little  Patience,  and  every  fmall  Difcovery 
will  help  you  forward  to  your  loft  Liberty  :  Before  To¬ 
morrow  Night  I’ll  lay  fuch  convincing  Proofs  before 
your  Eyes,  as  fhall  infallibly  complete  your  Cure. 

Col.  What’s  here,  another  Serenade  ?  More  Lovers 
yet  ? 

Enter  Toper,  Singing. 

The  Devil  a  bit  care  I  for  a  Wife , 

So  I  have  but  Wine  and  a  Fire  ; 

A  Wench  when  I pleafe  ?ny  paffton  to  eafe , 

The  Devil  a  Wife  I  defire. 

Capjt.  Ha,  ha,  drunken  Toper ,  reeling  home  after  a 
Night’s  Debauch  ;  fure  he’s  no  Lover,  ’twou’d  be  im- 
poffible  for  the  blind  God  to  find  his  Heart  for  the  Fumes 
of  Wine  ;  befides,  ’tis  fo  indifferent  to  every  Thing  elfe, 
there’s  no  taking  it  but  with  a  Bottle. 

Col.  Ha,  Toper ,  thou  holdeft  thy  own  yet,  I  fee. 

Top.  Colonel ,  good  Morrow,  I  wifh  you  hold  your  own, 
Boy,  for  I  met  a  thing  in  the  next  Street  may  chance  un¬ 
dermine  your  Foundation,  one  who  fays  he  can  do  more 
in  one  Night  than  you  in  all  the  Days  of  the  Week. 

Col.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Top.  Why  I  met  Sir  William  Mode  big  with  Succefs 
returning  from  Clarinda ,  who,  he  fays,  encourages  his 
Addreffes  in  private,  and  only  favours  you  in  public,  to 
egg  her  Father  on  to  Confummation  with  him  ;  and  this 
he  purchas’d  with  a  Serenade. 

Col.  S’death,  does  he  boaft  of  his  Succefs,  and  muff 
my  Misfortune  be  the  Subjedl  of  the  Coxcomb’s  Rallery  ? 
Am  I  publifh’d  to  the  World  as  a  Blind  for  his  Defigns  ? 
Hell  and  Furies,  ’tis  not  to  be  borne  :  I’ll  after  him  im¬ 
mediately,  and  were  every  Vanity  about  him  a  Hercules , 
I’d  force  my  Way  thro’  them  all,  to  flop  that  foul  Breath 
of  his.  [Going. 

Capt. 
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Capt.  Hold,  hold,  you  will  but  widen  the  Sore  you 
defign  to  heal  ;  ’twill  be  no  hard  Matter  from  the  Cox¬ 
comb’s  fruitful  Impertinence  to  take  another  Occafion 
for  Quarrelling,  and  then  pay  old  Scores  ;  or  if  it  be 
my  Luck  firft  to  meet  the  Opportunity,  you  may  be  fure 
I’ll  throw  in  a  hearty  Thruft  for  you. 

Top.  Nay,  Sir,  you  may  fave  yourfelf  the  Labour 
of  Quarrelling,  for  he  won’t  anfwer  Expedation,  I  affure 
you. 

Capt.  A  Coward  :  Nay,  then  he  lhall  dance  a  Minuet 
the  length  of  the  Street,  while  I  beat  Time  on  his 
Back-fide. 

Col.  Hang  him,  he’s  not  worth  our  Refentment  : 
IVythee  Toper ,  what  is  he,  for  I  have  but  barely  feen 
him  ? 

Toper.  In  the  firft  Place,  he’s  a  mere  Compound  of 
Powder,  Paint,  and  Affectation,  fo  perfum’d,  you  may 
fmell  him  a  Mile ;  he  thinks  every  Woman  in  Love 
with  him,  and  will  allow  no  Man  lo  claim  a  fhare  in 
ought  above  a  Chamber-maid ;  or  Hand  Competition 
with  his  Parts  or  Perfon. 

Capt.  And  yet  not  fight,  fay  you  ? 

Toper.  Fight !  no,  no,  he  hates  the  Sight  of  a  drawn 
Sword,  as  much  as  I  do  that  of  an  empty  Bottle.  He 
will  fometimes  pretend  to  Courage,  as  fome  Women  will 
to  Honour  and  Honefty,  tho’  their  Inclinations  tend  to 
neither,  no  more  than  mine  to  Matrimony.  He  has 
4000 1.  a  Year,  which  he  fpends  in  Intrigues,  fine  Cloaths, 
and  Mufick.  And  he  has  always  as  many  Fidlers  at  his 
Heels,  as  a  General,  Officers  at  his  Levee. 

Col.  Whofe  Attendance  is  better  rewarded,  I  fancy,  no 
doubt  they  tafte  the  Fruits  of  their  Labours  fweetly. 

.  Toper.  I ’my  Confidence,  I  believe  they  deferve  it,  for 
who  becomes  his  Favourite,  muft  ufe  as  much  Flattery 
as  wou’d  purchafe  a  Maidenhead,  tho’  the  Woman’s  de¬ 
fign  was  Marriage.  Oh  !  that  Fortune  fhou’d  be  fo 
liberal  to  fuch  a  Fool,  wbr,~i  fo  many  honefl  Fellows  fit 
in  a  Coffee-houfe  all  the  evening  for  want  of  Money 
to  go  to  the  Tavern. 

Col.  Riches  are  the  common  Chance  of  Knaves  and 
Fools,  Fortune  is  rarely  favourable  to  a  Man  of  Senfe  • 

’tis 
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;tis  with  Difficulty  and  Danger  they  purchafe  a  Smile 
from  that  fickle  Miflrefs,  but  Fools  are  ltiil  her  Care. 

I  (hall  take  more  Notice  of  this  Fellow  the  next  time 
I  fee  him. 

Toper.  Which  may  be  this  Morning  if  you  will,  for 
he  juft  now  invited  me  to  an  Entertainment  of  Mufic, 
that  is  to  be  perform’d  at  his  Chamber,  by  fome  of  the 
belt  Matters  ;  there  will  be  Champagne,  Boy. 

Capt.  Will  you  go,  Colonel? 

Col.  Not  I  ;  the  Converfation  of  Town  Ladies,  who 
entertain  you  with  the  Opinions  of  fifty  Fools  of  their 
Wit  and  Beauty,  and  how  manag’d  by  them  to  their 
Ruin,  wou’d  be  a  Thoufand  Times  more  acceptable  to 
mejihan  the  medley  Chat  of  Fops  and  Fidlers. 

Capt.  Then  you  won’t  go  ? 

Col.  No,  I’ll  expecft  you  at  my  Lodgings.  [Exit. 

Toper.  But  you  will,  there’s  Champagne,  Pox  o’the 
Company. 

Capt.  And  Mufic  too,  if  that  be  good,  the  Company 
be  bang’d.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  ClarindaC  Lodging 
in  her  Father  s  Houfe. 

Enter  Clarinda,  a?idher  Coufin  Emilia,  undr ef s' d,  as  wale d 

by  the  Serenade. 

Clar.  Dear  Emilia ,  you  afk  fo  many  Queflions,  pFthee 
have  fome  Pity,  and  fpare  me  a  little. 

Em.  Dear  Coufin,  do  you  pity  me,  and  anfwer  me  a 
little. 

Clar.  I  have  anfwePd  you,  thefe  three  Days  you  have 
been  in  Town,  More  Queflions  than  all  the  Aflrolo°-ers 
and  Philomaths  in  Londo7i  could  refolve  in  a  Month.  & 
Em.  And  I  have  as  many  more  to  afk  before  I  can  be 
fatisfied  :  I’d  fain  know  the  Caufe  of  all  this  Alteration 
why  fo  much  Uneafmefs,  and  fo  much  Spleen?  Never 
pleas’d  but  when  you  are  difpleas’d,  nor  like  your 

Company ;  but  when  you  are  alone.  In  fhort,  I  have 
obferv’d - - 
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Clar.  What  have  you  obferv’d,  Coufin? 

Em.  Why,  that  your  Father  is  never  well,  but  when 
talking  of  Sir  W illiam  ;  nor  you  pleas’d,  but  when  you 
are  thinking  of  fomebody  elfe. 

Clar.  Oh,  How  inquifitive  are  Girls  ! 

Em.  Oh,  How  referv’d  are  Lovers  ! 

Clar .  PPythee,  Coufin,  learn  to  be  more  ferious. 

Em.  PPythee,  Coufin,  learn  to  be  more  free. 

Clar.  Then  you  pofitively  believe  I  am  in  Love. 

Em.  Pofitively. 

Clar.  And  with - 

Em.  Another-guefs  Man  than  your  Father  designs  for 
you. 

Clar.  And  nothing - 

Em.  Will  perfuade  me  to  the  contrary. 

Clar .  Why  then  I  am  ;  and  fmce  ’tis  in  vain  to  hide  it 
from  you,  Emilia ,  I’ll  try  you  with  that  Confidence  i 
hitherto  thought  you  too  young  for. 

Em.  Alas,  fhe  little  thinks  I  have  as  great  Intrigues  of 
my  own  as  any  fhe  can  truft  me  with,  tho’  I  have  been 
but  three  Days  in  Town.  {A fide. 

Clar.  I  am  as  you  fee,  Coufin,  befieg’d  Night  and 
Day,  by  two  as  different  as  Night  and  Day  ;  one  in 
the  Head  of  innumerable  Fopperies  and  Infolencies  at¬ 
tacks  me  with  the  Affurance  of  a  Conqueror,  before  he 
enters  the  Field,  being  fupported  by  the  harfh  Authority 
of  a  rigid  Father.  The  other,  after  a  thoufand  obfequi- 
ous  Demonftrations  of  Love  at  refpedlful  Diftance,  courts 
to  be  admitted  mine,  rather  than  feeks  to  have  me  his. 

Em.  Pmy  Confcience,  were  it  my  Cafe,  I  fhou’d  not 
be  at  a  Stand  which  to  chufe,  there  being  fuch  apparent 
Difference. 

Clar.  Nay,  there  is  more  yet,  for  one  is  Generous 
and  Brave,  the  other  Cowardly  and  Pitiful  ;  one  Judici¬ 
ous,  t’other  Impertinent ;  one  Conftant,  t’other  Whimfi- 
cal ;  one  a  Man  of  Senfe,  t’other  a  Blockhead;  one 
admir’d  by  all,  t’other  ridicul’d  by  all. 

Em.  One,  I  fuppofe,  is  the  Gentleman  that  gave  the 
Serenade,  Sir  William ,  of  whom  I  have  heard  fo  much 
fince  I  came  to  Town  ;  but  t’other,  Clarinda ,  I  fear  is 
no  where  to  be  found,  fuch  Men  appear  but  as  they  fay 
the  Phoenix  does,  not  above  one  in  an  Age. 
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Clar.  And  that  ours  has  one  in  him,  the  judicious 
part  of  Mankind  bears  Witnefs. 

Em.  Lovers,  Clarinda ,  like  People  in  Motion,  fancy 
every  thing  they  fee,  moves  as  they  do ;  and  may  be 
from  the  Knowledge  of  your  own  Principles  and  Refo- 

lutions,  you  form  your  Notion  of  his - Now  cou’d  I 

almoft  find  in  my  Heart  to  difcover  my  own  Intrigue,  if 
’twere  only  to  let  her  fee,  there  are  Men  that  equal,  if 
not  exceed  hers,  but  that  Pm  afham’d  of  its  Forward- 
nefs  in  fo  fhort  a  Time.  [AJidel]  But  how  comes  it, 
Coufin,  that  we  never  fee  this  Man  ? 

Clar.  Before  you  come  to  Town,  my  Father  forbid 
him  the  houle,  with  any  further  Pretenfions  to  me,  upon 
Sir  William? s  account,  to  whom  his  Honour  was  engag’d 
before  he  faw  him,  or  elfe  I  believe  his  Follies  wou’d 
have  out-weigh’d  his  Eflate  ;  for  he,  you  know - 

Em.  I  know  too  much  of  him,  for  I  have  feen  him. 

Clar.  So  you  have  t’other  too,  he  was  one  of  the  two 
that  bow’d  to  us  t’other  Night  from  the  Side-box,  and 
of  whom  you  have  fmce  been  fo  inquifitive,  tho’  I  never 
let  you  into  the  Secret  till  now. 

Eju.  Of  one  of  thofe  ?  I  know  a  Secret  which  I  believe 
you  are  a  Stranger  to,  and  which  I  wou’d  not  for  the 
World  difcover,  till  I  know  more  on’t.  [AJidei]  If  that 
be  he,  I  like  him  as  well  as  you  can  ;  but  I  think  a 
Gentleman  of  Sir  Williajn’s  Eflate  fhou’d  not  feem  fo 
contemptible. 

Clar.  O  dear  Coufm,  don’t  name  him,  for  befides  the 
particular  Averfion  I  have  for  him,  ’twould  beget  in  the 
World  a  very  flender  Opinion  of  my  Senfe,  fhou’d  I  en¬ 
courage  fuch  a  Fop. 

Em.  O  quite  contrary  :  Befides,  Coufm,  if  you  hate 
him,  you  can  never  get  it  in  your  Power  to  torment  him, 
more  than  by  marrying  him. 

Clar.  That  would  be  making  myfelf  uneafy,  purely 
to  trouble  another:  No,  no,  I  mull  have  fome  Contri¬ 
vance  to  expofe  him,  and  our  Neighbour,  Mrs.  Plotwell 
fhall  help  me  in  it. 

Em.  Does  that  Lady  flill  continue  her  Perfecution  of 
F ops  ? 

Clar.  With  as  much  Addrefs  and  Succefs  as  ever  ;  and 

her 
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her  pleafant  Accounts  of  her  feign’d  Intrigues,  makes 
her  very  entertaining  Company  ;  Ihe  hates  Sir  William 
Mode ,  and  I  am  fure  will  affift  in  any  thing.  I  never  had 
a  llronger  Temptation  to  Difobedience  than  now  ;  Love 
and  Merit  plead  on  Manly* s  Side,  Reafon  too  approves 
my  Choice;  the  other’s  an  empty  Nothing,  a  mere 
Talker  ;  we’ll  fhew  his  right  Side,  expofe  him,  fhall 
we  not,  my  Dear  ? 

Em.  With  all  my  Heart ;  I  love  Mifchief  fo  well,  I 
can  refufe  nothing  that  farthers  that. 

The  E?id  of  the  First  Act. 


act  11.  scene  1. 

SCENE  Sir  William’.?  Lodgings. 

Enter  Sir  William  in  a  Night-Gown ,  looking  in  his  Glafs. 

Sir  Will.  HT'HISrifmg  early  is  the  moft  confounded 
JL  thing  on  Earth,  nothing  fo  deftrudtive  to 
the  Complexion.  Blifter  me,  how  I  fhall  look  in  the 
Side- Box  to  Night,  wretchedly  upon  my  Soul.  [. Look¬ 
ing  in  the  Glafs  all  the  while .J  Yet  it  adds  fomething  of 
a  languifhing  Air,  not  altogether  unbecoming,  and  by 
Candle-light  may  do  Mifchief ;  but  I  muft  flay  at  home 
to  recover  fome  Colour  ;  and  that  may  be  as  well  laid 
on  too  ;  fo  ’tis  refolv’d  I  will  go.  Oh !  ’tis  unfpeakable 
Pleafure  to  be  in  the  Side-box,  or  bow’d  to  from  the  Stage, 
and  be  diflinguifh’d  by  the  Beaus  of  Quality  ;  to  have  a 
Lord  fly  into  one’s  Arms,  and  kifs  one  as  amoroufly  as  a 
Miftrefs  :  Then  tell  me  aloud,  that  he  din’d  with  his 
Grace,  and  that  he  and  the  Ladies  were  fo  fond  of  me, 
they  talk’d  of  nothing  elfe.  Then,  fays  I,  my  Lord, 

his  Grace  does  me  too  much  Llonour - Then,  my. 

Lord, - Pox  on  this  Play,  ’tis  not  worth  feeing ;  we 

han’t  been  feen  at  t’other  Houfe  to  Night ;  and  the  La- 
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dies  will  be  difappointed,  not  to  receive  a  Bow  from  Sir 
William.  He,  he,  he,  fays  I,  my  Lord,  I’ll  wait  upon 
your  Lordfhip,  Then  fays  my  Lord,  lead  the  Way  Sir 
William.  Oh,  pray  my  Lord,  I  beg  your  Lordfhip’s 

Pardon - Nay,  Sir  William - Pray  jny  Lord - 

[Enter  La  Reviere.]  Pray  Sir  William - Pray  my  Lord. 

[As  he  fays  this  fever al  Times ,  La  Reviere  enters  behind 
him ,  but  as  he  defgns  to  pafsby  him ,  is  flill  prevented 
by  his  turning  from  one  fide  to  t’other ,  as  he  aids  himfelf 
for  the  Lord. 

La  Rev.  Hey  !  What  the  Devil  is  he  conjuring  and 
talking  with  invifible  Lords  ?  He’s  in  his  Airs,  fome 

pleafmg  Imagination  hurries  him  out  of  his  Senfes - 

But  I  muft  to  my  Cue.  Hem,  hem,  Sir,  dere  be  one 
two  Gentlemen  below,  come  to  wait  upon  you  dis  Morn¬ 
ing  ;  fal  I  fhow  dem  up  ? 

Sir  Will.  No,  my  Lord,  by  no  Means,  I  know  better 
things. 

La  Rev.  What  then  am  I  a  Lord  ?  Egad  I  never 
knew  my  Quality  before.  [Afide. 

Sir  Will.  Pfhaw  this  Blockhead  has  rous’d  me  from  the 
prettied  Entertainment  in  the  World.  [Afide.]  Well, 
what  would  you,  Sir  ? 

La  Rev.  I  vov’d  tell  you,  Sir,  dere  be  one  two  Gen¬ 
tlemen  wait  upon  you. 

Sir  Will.  And  let  ’em  wait  till  I  have  done — I  had  a 
thoufand  fine  things  to  fay  upon  that  Occafion,  but  this 
rude  Fellow  has  frighten’d  ’em  all  out  of  my  Head. 
[A/lde.]  Well,  fince  my  better  Diverfion  is  over  fhew 
’em  up. 

La  Rev.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exit  La  Reviere. 

Enter  Captain  Bellmein,  and  Toper, 

Sir  Will.  Gentlemen,  I’m  your  moft  humble  Servant, 
Mr.  Toper ,  I  am  extremely  yours,  for  the  Honour  you 
have  done  me  in  bringing  your  Friend  ;  I  lay  under  fe- 
vere  Apprehenfions  that  nothing  could  engage  you  but  a 
drinking  Bout. 

Top.  Faith  you  were  in  the  Right,  for  if  your  Cham¬ 
paign  had  not  more  Charms  than  your  Mufic,  your 
Fidlers  might  have  play’d  by  themfelves  for  me. 
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Sir  Will.  Oh  how  unpolifh’d  !  how  barbarous  that  is  ! 

Capt.  Bell.  Why  do  you  expert  any  other  from  him  ! 
He  admires  no  Mufic  like  Wine  rattling  in  the  Throat 
of  a  Flafk,  with  a  Chorus  of  Drawers  at  coming,  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  And  that  to  me  is  the  moil  naufeous  thing 
under  the  Moon,  impair  my  Vigour. 

Top.  Impair  my  Vigour  !  ha,  ha,  very  pretty,  Faith  ; 
PPythee  where  did’ft  get  that  Affirmative  ? 

Sir  Will.  ’Tis  my  own,  at  the  Purchafe  of  fome  Days 
Study ;  for  to  ufe  another  Man’s  Oath,  is,  in  my  Opini¬ 
on,  as  indecent  as  wearing  his  Cloaths  :  And  to  be  in 
the  Road  of  the  Vulgar,  is  beneath  a  Gentleman,  who, 
in  my  Judgment,  ought  to  be  as  much  diftinguifh'd  by 
his  Expreffions,  as  by  his  Coach  and  Livery. 

Capt.  Bell.  Right,  Sir ;  for  fmce  every  Body  that  has 
Money  enough,  fets  up  an  Equipage,  a  Gentleman 
ought  to  find  out  fome  other  Way  of  diftinguiffiing 
himfelf. 

Sir  Will.  O’my  Confcience,  they  will  ape  us  in  that 
too  ;  for  they  are  fo  proud  of  following  their  Betters,  that 
they  even  tread  upon  their  Heels  ;  not  a  formal  Cit,  or 
aukward  Lawyer’s  Clerk,  that  won’t  court  the  Cook- 
wencli  a  Quarter  of  a  Year  for  Oil  and  Flower  enough 
to  garniffi  out  his  Wig  for  a  Day,  that  he  may  impu¬ 
dently  mimick  a  Beau  ;  if  ’twere  not  beneath  me,  I 
could  kick  fuch  Animals  to  a  Jelly, 

Top.  How  !  kick  ’em  to  a  Jelly - Why  I  have  feen 

of  that  kind  you  talk  of,  brawny  Fellows  that  cou’d 
kick  and  cuff  too  ftoutly. 

Sir  Will.  Ay,  that  may  be,  but  ’tis  not  a  Gentleman’s 
Bufmefs,  that  always  wears  a  Sword,  and  has  fome  half 
Dozen  of  Footmen  at  his  Heels,  to  kick  and  cuff;  nor 
ftand  and  confider  whether  the  Mechanick  be  arm’d  or 
not ;  ’tis  enough  that  he  is,  or  but  thinks  he  is  affronted, 
to  atone  for  the  Life  of  a  Scoundrel. 

Capt.  Bell.  Now  wou’d  this  Afs,  rank  Coward  as  he 
is,  if  not  curb’d  by  the  Law,  kill  a  hundred  Men, 
honefler  and  flouter  than  himfelf,  only  becaufe  they  don’t 
wear  Swords,  or  are  not  fo  finical.  ( ~ Afule. 

Top.  I  fhould  think,  Sir  William ,  thefe  honeft  People 
that  wear  no  Swords,  very  harmlefs,  becaufe  they  carry 
no  Inflruments  of  Mifchief  about  ’em. 
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^  Sir  Will.  Inftruments  !  their  very  Hands,  their  dirty 
Cloaths,  are  Inftruments  of  Mifchief.  Lookee,  Sir,  I’ll 
make  it  very  plain  to  you,  I  may  lawfully  kill  a  Man  in 
my  own  Defence  that  comes  arm’d  in  Terrorem ,  to  rob 
me  of  fifty  Pounds. 

Capt.  Bell.  Right  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  You  allow  that? 

Top.  We  do. 

Sir  Will.  Then  I’ll  prove  the  reft  in  an  Inftant ;  I  have 
a  new  Suit  on  that  coft  me  fifty  Pounds,  here  comes  thun¬ 
dering  by  a  dirty  Dray-man  with  his  Cart,  that  puts  me 
in  bodily  Fear,  and  rufhing  rudely  by,  daubs  all  my 
Cloaths,  fo  that  I  can’t  wear  them  any  more  ;  now  here’s 
fifty  Pounds  loft  by  this  Rafcal’s  dirty  Cloaths,  if  I  don’t 
prevent  i-t  by  running  him  thro’  the  Body. 

Capt.  Bell.  How !  kill  a  Man  for  wearing  dirty 
Cloaths,  ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Law  makes  better  Provifion 
for  Men’s  Lives. 

Sir  Will.  I  he  Law  fhould  make  better  Provifions  for 
Men’s  Cloaths  too;  for  the  Infolence  of  the  Vulgaris 
infufferable,  and  if  one  or  tAvo  of  them  were  made  Ex¬ 
amples,  the  reft  wou’cl  be  more  civil. 

One  Night  after  Play,  I  waited  on  a  Lady  from  the 
Box  to  her  Coach,  comes  a  clumfy  Cit  with  a  paultry 
Mafk  out  of  the  Gallery,  rulh’d  againft  me,  threw  down 
the  Lady’s  Page,  brufti’d  all  the  Powder  out  of  my  Wig, 
then  cry’d  ha,  ha,  ha,  we  have  ruin’d  the  Beau ;  had  I 
been  a  Lord,  I  wou’d  have  run  him  thro’  the  Guts  ;  but 
to  be  try’d  by  a  Middlefex  Jury  is  the  Devil. 

Top.  Ay - thefe  Vulgar,  as  you  call  them,  have  a 

greater  Refpedt  for  one  another  than  to  fuffer  that  Man 
to  efcape  that  kills  one  of  them.  But  I  fuppofe  your 
principal  Concern  rifes  from  your  Lofs  of  the  Lady’s 
F  avour. 

Sir  Will.  It  had  no  fuch  Effiedt  on  her,  I  affure  you, 
Sir ;  wherever  I  get  footing  in  a  Lady’s  Efteem,  I  ftand 
too  firm  to  be  juftled  out  by  a  Cit  :  As  for  Inftance,  I’ll 
give  you  another  Adventure  of  mine.  Being  engaged 
by  Appointment  to  meet  a  Lady  at  White’s,  and  detain’d 
by  fome  extraordinary  Bufinefs,  the  Lady  chanc’d  to  be 
there  in  her  Coach,  as  foon  as  I  arrived  in  mine  ;  fo  that 
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lighting  out  of  my  Coach  to  go  to  hers,  a  nafty  Fellow 
running  juft  againft  me,  almoft  beat  me  backward  ;  and 
tho’  he  did  it  defignedly,  yet  cried,  Zounds,  can’t  you 
fee  !  Your  Wig  blinds  you,  does  it  !  So  taking  one  Side, 
gave  it  fuch  a  Tofs  over  my  Shoulder,  that,  had  not  the 
Lady  been  paffionately  in  Love  with  my  Perfon,  the 
Diforder  I  appear’d  in  might  have  fpoil’d  my  Amour. 

Enter  Servant ,  and  whifpers. 

Capt.  Bell.  Incorrigible  Coxcomb  !  Pox  on  him,  I’m 
weary  of  him,  there’s  no  Variety  in  him.  Come,  fhall 
we  go  ? 

Top.  No,  pr’ythee  ftay  a  little  till  we  fee  what  becomes 
of  the  Mufic. 

Capt.  Bell.  Of  the  Champagne  you  mean,  Toper ,  ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Sir  Will.  Ah  !  Gentlemen,  I’m  the  moft  unfortunate 
Man  this  Day  alive. 

Capt.  Bell.  Why,  what’s  the  Matter  ? 

Sir  Will,  a  curft  Mifchance  has  robb’d  me - 

Top.  Not  of  your  Wine,  I  hope. 

Capt.  Bell.  Nor  your  Miflrefs  ? 

Sir  Will.  No,  but  of  Mr.  Quaver. 

Top.  Why,  is  he  dead  ? 

Sir  Will.  Not  quite  dead,  but  an  unlucky  Accident 
has  put  it  out  of  his  Power  to  oblige  us  with  his  incom¬ 
parable  Voice. 

Capt.  Bell.  Is  he  run  thro’  the  Body? 

Top.  Or  drunk  before  Dinner? 

Sir  Will.  No,  no,  Gentlemen,  but  he  has  fcalded  his 
Mouth  by  drinking  his  Chocolate  too  hot  this  Morning, 
and  can’t  fing. 

Top.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  a  fad  Mifchance  indeed. 

Enter  Servant  and  whifpers ,  then  goes  out  and  brings  in 

a  Letter. 

Capt.  Bell.  PPythee,  Toper ,  who  is  this  Fellow  he 
laments  fo  much?  Some  Rafcal,  that  finding  his  Weak- 
nefs,  impofes  on  him. 

Top.  No,  ’tis  an  intimate  Friend  of  his,  one  as  whim- 
fical  as  himfelf,  and  truly  fit  for  no  other  Company ;  he 
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made  fhift  in  a  Month’s  Time  to  purchafe  the  Difpleafure 
of  molt  of  the  Quality  in  Town,  in  fpite  of  fome  Ex¬ 
cellence  he  has  in  Mufic  ;  and  now  is  become  fit  Enter¬ 
tainment  for  fuch  Fops  as  this,  who,  after  the  flrideft 
Ln£age™ent,  will  be  put  off  with  trifling  Excufes  [A  fide. 
T  Tlr-j  i  You  fee>  Gentlemen,  how  I  fpend  my  Life, 
I  divide  the  greateft  Part  of  it  between  Love  and  Mufic  : 

nd,  to  make  amends  for  the  Difappointment  of  one, 
r  ate  has  fent  me  fome  new  Difcovery  in  t’other.  A 
new  Amour  enfeeble  me;  for,  upon  my  Soul,  Gentle- 
men,  I  never  faw  the  Hand  before;  and  to  convince 
you  of  its  novelty,  I’ll  open  it  fairly  before  you.  [He 

and  Toper  l°°ks  over  his  Shoulder.]  Reads.  Sir 

William ,  I  beg  the  Favour  you’d  meet  me - Ay 

as  I  faid,  Gentlemen - Pr’ythee  Toper  read  out. 

.  [  While  he  reads ,  Sir  William  capers  about. 

lop.  A  Billet-doux  do  you  call  it?  ’Tis  the  moll  maf- 
cuhne  one  I  ever  faw,  and  invites  to  rougher  Entertain- 
ment  than  you  imagine ;  ’tis  a  very  pretty  Billet-doux 
truly  :  Shall  I  read  it  out,  Sir  William  ? 

Sir  Will.  Ay,  pr’ythee,  dear  Toper. 

u  William,  I  beg  the  Favour  you’d  meet  me 

behind  Montague  House,  at  Six  To-morrow  Morning, 
m1  n  ^0ur  Sword  in  your  Hand,  in  order  to  anfwer  what 
mall  be  alleg’d  againft  you,  by  yours,  as  you  ufe  me, 

„  Roughly . 

Capt.  Bell.  A  Billet-doux,  do  you  call  it?  Why  ’tis  a 
Challenge. 


,_.Sir  ^Gz//.  Ha  !  [  Taking  the  Letter ,  and  looking  upon  it.] 
1  is  fo,  impair  my  Vigour ;  now  blitter  me,  if  I  did 
not  think  it  as  plain  a  Billet-doux  as  ever  I  read  in  all 

my  Life.  Where  did  the  Porter  fay  he  brought  this 
Letter  from  ? 

Serv.  From  Will’s  Coffee-houfe,  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  The  Devil  he  did!  Why  what  have  thefe 
Men  of  the  Sword  encroach’d  upon  our  Privilege  there 
too  ?  What  Bufmefs  can  they  have  amongft  us  Beliux  and 
Poets  What  fhall  I  do?  For  in  fhort,  I  won’t  fight 

a  Man  I  don’t  know - and,  Gentlemen,  I  vo\v  I 

don’t  remember  I  ever  faw  this  Mr.  Roughly  in  my  Life. 

Top.  Oh  !  he  s  a  damn’d  Fighting  Fellow,  your  only 
way  is  to  fend  him  word  you’ll  meet  him  on  Calais 
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Sands  :  Duelling  is  unfafe  in  England  for  Men  of  Eftates, 
he’ll  hardly  be  at  the  Trouble  of  going  over  ;  fo  that  if  * 
he  will  fight  you,  he  muft  draw  upon  you  whene’er  he 
meets  you  ;  if  fo,  you’ll  have  both  the  Mob  and  the  Law 
on  your  Side  ;  and  if  you  kill  him,  you  need  not  care  a 
Soufe. 

Sir  Will.  Say  you  fo,  Sir,  I’ll  take  your  Advice,  and 
anfvver  it  immediately. 

Capt.  Bell.  I  think  Mr.  Toper  has  given  you  Counfel 
as  nicely,  as  if  you  had  given  five  Guineas  for  a  Fee. 

Sir  Will.  I’m  infinitely  oblig’d  to  him. 

Capt.  Bell.  Sir  William ,  I  kifs  your  Hand. 

Top.  Good-by,  Knight. 

Sir  Will.  Gentlemen,  your  mod  obfequious  Servant. 

[Exeunt  feverally . 

SCENE  II.  Careful^  Houfe ,  Ogle 

looking,  up  at  it. 

Enter  on  the  other  Side  Bellmein  and  Toper. 

Bell.  Who  the  Devil  is  that  Fellow  now?  I  think  in 
my  Confcience  this  Place  is  become  the  Parade  of 
Lovers. 

Top.  What,  don’t  you  know  him  !  Why  ’tis  Ogle  the 
F  ortune-hunter. 

Bell.  A  Fortune-hunter  !  I  fhou’d  fooner  have  taken 
him  for  a  Sheep-ftealer. 

Top.  He  was  an  Attorney’s  Clerk,  but  his  Father  dy- 
ing,  left  him  a  fmall  Eflate ;  he  bought  out  his  Time, 
and  fet  up  for  a  Fortune  :  There’s  fcarce  a  Match-maker 
in  the  whole  Town,  but  has  had  a  fleece  at  his  Purfe  ; 
nor  fcarce  a  great  Fortune  in  Town,  but  he’ll  tell  you  has 
receiv’d  his  Addreffes.  In  fhort,  he’s  a  Medley  of  Fop, 
Fool,  and  Coward.  Pr’ythee  let’s  fpeak  to  him,  he  may 
divert  us  a  little. 

Bell.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Top.  Mr.  Ogle ,  your  Servant - 

Ogle.  Ha!  Mr.  Toper ,  I  kifs  your  Hand - Sir, 

I’m  yours.^  [To  Bellmein. 

Top.  What  makes  you  fauntering  here?  In  my  Con- 
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fcience  I  believe  you  are  in  love  with  the  great  Fortune 
of  this  Houfe. 

Ogle.  Why,  really  Mr.  Toper ,  to  be  ingenuous  with  you 
I  am,  and  not  without  fome  very  good  Grounds  neither, 
I  affure  you. 

Bell.  How  !  this  Coxcomb  encourag’d  too.  [ Afide . 

Top.  I  was  in  hopes  to  have  wifh’d  you  Joy  ere  now  ; 
I  think  the  laft  time  I  faw  you,  you  told  me  you  was  to 
be  married  to  my  Lady  Rich. 

Ogle.  I  did  fo  ;  but  fure  I  am  the  molt  unlucky  Fel¬ 
low  living,  the  poor  Lady  died  ere  fhe  could  have  an 
Opportunity  of  declaring  her  Mind  to  me  ;  and  truly  I 
believe  I  may,  without  Vanity  fay,  fhe  died  for  Love. 

Top.  What,  did  you  never  fpeak  to  her? 

Ogle.  Never. 

Bell.  How  !  never  fpeak  to  her,  fay  you  ?  Why  how 
the  Devil  did  you  make  Love  then  ? 

Ogle.  By  a  third  Perfon,  Sir. 

Bell.  I  beg  Pardon,  Sir — Great  Perfons,  I  remember, 
do  court  by  Proxy. 

Ogle.  I  had  feveral  Letters  from  her  :  Mrs.  Couple  was 
intimately  acquainted  with  her:  You  know  Mrs.  Couple, 
Mr.  Toper? 

Top.  Oh  very  well,  Match-making  is  her  Bufmefs. 

Ogle.  I’ll  fhow  you  what  fhe  us’d  to  write  to  me, 

[ Pulling  out  a  Letter .]  Here - no,  hold,  this  is  from 

a  Baronet’s  Lady,  with  whom  I  had  an  Intrigue  :  This 

is  it - no - this  is  from  a  Merchant’s  Wife,  a  City 

Animal,  that  pretends  to  a  nicer  Tafle  than  thofe  of  her 
Level,  and  wou’d  fain  have  a  Child  with  the  Air  of  a 
Gentleman  :  but  I  begg’d  her  Pardon,  I  left  her  to  the 
Brutes  of  her  own  Corporation,  for  I  will  have  nothing 
to  do  with  the  Body  Politic. 

Top.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bell.  Ridiculous  Monfler  ! 

Ogle.  For  if  you  obferve,  Sir,  a  Tradefman  is  the 
most  litigious  Cuckold  living,  he  ne’er  confiders  the 
Honour  a  Gentleman  does  him,  but  values  himfelf  upon 
his  Charter,  and  moves  for  Colts  and  Damages,  when 
he  ought  rather  to  be  thankful  for  the  Favour. 

Bell.  You  are  very-fevere  upon  the  City,  Sir,  but 
where  are  the  Letters  you  was  about  to  fhew  us  ? 

Ogle. 
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Ogle.  Ha  !  Upon  my  Life,  Gentlemen,  I  put  ’em  into 
my  Scrutore  this  Morning.  But,  as  I  was  faying,  Mrs. 
Couple  had  a  hundred  Guineas  of  me,  for  the  Manage¬ 
ment  of  that  Bufmefs  ;  and  if  the  Lady  had  not  died, 
Pm  certain  fire  had  been  my  Wife.  Well,  I  fhall  ne’er 
forget  what  languifhing  Looks  fhe’d  call  at  me  at 
Church  ;  then  put  up  her  Fan  to  her  Face  and  figh,  as 
much  as  to  fay,  you  are  the  only  Man  that  can  make  me 
happy. 

Bell.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  extraordinary  Symptoms,  faith  ; 
’twas  very  unlucky  that  you  cou’d  not  come  to  the  Speech 
of  her. 

Ogle.  ’Twas  my  ill  Fortune,  but  Pm  fo  us’d  to  Dif- 
appointments,  that  I  bear  them  the  eafier  ;  what  I  have 
met  with,  wou’d  have  broke  the  Heart  of  fome  Men  ; 
the  Lady  Wealthy  was  perfectly  forc’d  from  me  by  her 
Uncle  ;  elfe  Pm  convinc’d  fhe  had  now  call’d  me 
Hufband. 

Top.  Why,  what  hopes  had  you  of  her? 

Ogle.  Hopes?  why  the  greateft  in  the  World;  Ore 
prais’d  me  to  every  Body  fhe  thought  knew  me  ;  fhe 
faid  I  had  the  handfonreft  Foot  and  Leg  fhe  ever  saw, 
the  bed  manner  of  Dreffmg,  and  the  genteeleft  Carriage 

- She  faid,  fhe  could  hardly  believe  me  an  Englifh- 

man ,  without  doing  Violence  to  her  Reafon. 

Bell.  I  fhou’d  be  glad  that  every  Englifh-born  Block¬ 
head  wou’d  difclaim  his  Country.  [AJide.]  Truly,  Sir, 
Pm  partly  of  the  Lady’s  Opinion. 

Ogle.  Sir,  your  very  humble  Servant - 

Bell.  But,  Sir,  was  you  not  faying,  you  had  fome 
Reafon  to  walk  before  this  Houfe  ? 

Ogle.  I  was  fo,  Sir. 

Bell.  Do  you  know  Mr.  Careful’s  Daughter,  Sir  ? 

Ogle.  Oh,  very  well,  Sir ;  tho’  I  believe,  not  fo  well 
as  fhe  defires,  and  I  hope  to  do,  in  a  little  time. 

Bell.  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ? 

Top.  Then  you  are  very  well  acquainted,  Sir. 

Ogle.  Yes,  very  well  acquainted,  Sir. 

Bell.  Pray,  Sir,  can  you  introduce  me  ? 

Ogle.  Faith,  Sir,  not  very  well ;  for  I  never  fpoke  to 
the  Lady  in  my  Life. 
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Bell.  How  !  never  fpoke  to  her  :  Why,  I  underflood 
you,  that  you  was  well  acquainted,  Sir,  Ha,  ha. 

Ogle.  Why,  fo  I  am,  Sir - Why  is  it  not  poffible  to 

be  acquainted  without  fpeaking,  Gentlemen?  Why  a 
Friend  of  mine  lay  all  night  with  a  Lady,  and  never 
faw  her  Face,  nor  knows  not  who  the  is  to  this  Mo¬ 
ment  ;  now  I  think  feeing  is  of  greater  Confequence 
than  fpeaking.  But  you  fhall  hear  how  far  Fm  ac¬ 
quainted  with  this  Lady  ;  I  lodge  at  her  Milliner’s,  you 
muft  know,  and  I  have  feveral  Times  paffed  through  the 
Shop  when  the  has  been  in’t,  and  as  loon  as  my  Back 
has  been  turn’d,  fhe  has  always  taken  an  Occafion  to 
commend  me,  and  fay  fomething  extraordinary  in  my 
Praife,  which  my  Landlady  never  fail’d  to  tell  me,  but 
with  fuch  an  Air,  as  if  fhe  was  defired  to  tell  me.  Then 

if  fhe  fees  me  walking  here - as  I  generally  do  every 

Morning,  fhe  ftrait  repairs  to  the  Window - Thus 

do  you  fee - Hand  you  there - N  ow  fuppofe  me  the 

Lady - you  look  up  at  my  Window,  and  walk  thus, 

do  you  fee  ? - Then  I  run  to  the  Window  thus - 

clap  my  Arms  a-crofs  thus - and  hang  my  Head  thus — 

turn  my  Eyes  languifhing  thus - as  who  fhou’d  fay, 

if  it  were  the  Cuftom  for  Women  to  make  the  firft  Ad- 
dreffes,  I  wou’d  now  beckon  you  up. 

Bell.  And  is  this  all  the  Hopes  you  have  ? 

Ogle.  Why,  is  this  nothing,  Gentlemen  ? 

Top.  Nothing  at  all ;  and  Six  to  Four  the  Lady  never 
thinks  on  you. 

Ogle.  Not  think  on  me - Egad  if  fhe  don’t  marry 

me,  fhe’s  the  arranteft  Jilt  in  Chriftendom. 

Bell.  How,  Jilt! 

Ogle.  Jilt !  Ay  Jilt  :  Why  what  the  Devil  need  fhe 
have  made  any  Enquiry  after  me,  prais’d,  or  look’d  at 
me  :  if  fhe  wou’d  not  have  me,  why  did  fhe  give  me 
Encouragement. 

Top.  PI  a,  ha,  ha. 

Bell.  Muft  a  Woman  be  oblig’d  to  marry  every  Man 
lhe  looks  at  ? 

Ogle.  I  am  not  every  Man,  Gentlemen - Egad  Fm 

refolv’d  I’ll  write  to  her  ;  I’ll  know  what  fhe  means  by 
her  infmuating  Carriage,  I’ll  to  the  Rofe  and  write  my 
Letter,  if  you’ll  go  with  me,  Gentlemen,  you  fhall  fee 
what  Anfwer  fhe’ll  fend  me.  Tob 
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Top.  Egad  Em  refolv’d  to  have  good  Diverfion  with 
this  Fellow  ;  pEythee,  Captain,  will  you  go  with  us? 

Bell.  I  mull  pay  a  Vifit  to  an  old  Miftrefs  of  mine 
that  lodges  hard  by,  but  I’ll  come  to  you. 

Ogle.  To  be  jilted  !  Egad  I  can’t  bear  the  Thoughts 
on’t ;  come,  Gentlemen. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Mrs.  PlotwellV 

Lodgings. 

Mrs.  Plotwell  fola. 

Mrs.  Plot.  I  grow  weary  of  perfecting  thefe  Block¬ 
heads  ;  the  very  Idea  of  a  Gallant  is  naufeous  to  me: 
Oh  !  That  all  Women  would  but  treat  the  Fools  as  they 
deferve,  would  they  take  my  Advice,  no  Fop,  whofe 
Impertinence  tended  to  the  Prejudice  of  Virtue,  fhou’d 
’fcape  unexpos’d. 

Their  different  Turns  of  Vice  Pd Jhow, 

That  this  cenforious  Town  might  know 
The  greatejl  Monger  in  the  World’s  a  Beau. 

Enter  Bellmein. 

Bell.  The  Vanity  of  Fops  you  fay  you’d  fhew. 

That  all  Intriguing  Belles  might  know, 

There’s  Danger  in  a  noify  Beau. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Ha  !  Who’s  this  that  Eccho’s  my  Sound 
fo  juflly,  yet  fo  much  inverts  the  Senfe  ? 

Bell.  One  that  omits  no  Pains  to  invert  as  many  of 
your  Sex  as  he  can.  A  true  try’d  old  Friend  to  Love. 

[ Embracing  her. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Ha  !  Captain  Bellmein. 

Bell.  My  charming  Plotwell ,  as  blooming,  young,  and 
fair  as  ever,  as  beautiful  as  Martyrs  Vifions,  and  full  of 
Pleafure  and  Delight  as  Dreams  of  longing  Boys. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Oh  Lord  !  Give  me  Breath - let  me 

have  a  little  Air,  or  I  fhall  die — fo — well,  where  have 
you  been  all  this  while  ?  And  how  have  you  fpent  your 
Time  ?  Lord  I  think  I  have  a  thoufand  Queftions  to  alk 
in  one  Breath. 
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Bell.  And  I  have  as  many  to  afk  you,  but  can’t  fpare 
Time  now  ;  fome  more  preffmg  private  Bufinefs  wou’d 
take  me  wholly  up,  fitter  for  the  next  Room  — —  Shall 
we  retire  ?  [ Pulling  her. 

Mrs .  Plotw.  No,  Hand  off;  if  we  retire,  it  muft  be 
upon  Conditions  agreed  to  before-hand. 

Pell.  With  all  my  Heart,  Child  ;  I  was  never  better 
condition’d  for  a  Lady’s  Service  in  all  my  Life,  lookee 

here - here  are  Conditions,  [ Shews  a  Purfe  of  Goltf\ 

Obferve  the  Conditions,  and  let’s  be  happy ;  tho’  I 
never  thought  you  mercenary  till  now. 

Mrs.  Plotw.  I’m  not  fo  much  difpleas’d  with  your 
miftaking  me,  as  I  fhould  be  with  any  one  elfe  ;  for  be- 
fides  fome  Allowance  for  your  Humour,  your  Abfence 
from  Town  fo  long,  may  excufe  you  from  the  Know¬ 
ledge  of  my  prefent  Principles  and  Defigns  ;  and  as 
great  a  Libertine  as  you  profefs  yourfelf,  I  know  the 
awful  Luftre  of  Virtue  has  always  met  with  due  Refpedt 
from  you,  and  that  Refpedl  is  the  only  Condition  1  re¬ 
quire  you  to  obferve. 

Bell.  Ha,  hy,  Why  what  the  Devil  is  here,  my  old 
Miftrefs  fetting  up  for  Virtue?  For  Heaven’s  fake,  what 
do  you  mean,  Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Plotw.  As  I  fay,  Sir,  that  I  am  no  more  what 
you  once  knew  me  ;  fince  your  Abode  in  Ireland ,  my 
Uncle,  who  kept  me  from  my  Eftate,  is  dead,  thank 
Heaven,  and  I  am  now  Miftrefs  of  a  Fortune  fufficient 
for  my  Ufe  ;  and,  had  I  poffefs’d  it  fooner,  I  never  had 
been  what  I  was  :  But  now,  I  fcorn  Mankind  on  Terms 
like  thofe  ;  all  innocent  Diverftons  I  freely  take;  I  keep 
the  belt  Company,  pay  and  receive  Vifits  from  the 
higheft  Quality,  People  who  are  better  bred  than  to 
examine  into  paft  Conduct. 

Pell.  Hey  !  I  find  then  that  Reputation  is  never  loft 
but  in  an  empty  Pocket  ;  well  then  thou’rt  grown  vir¬ 
tuous,  and  I  muft  never  hope  for  the  Bleffing  again. 

Mrs.  Plotw.  Never  ;  but  talk  as  free  as  you  will,  do 
but  obferve  the  Rules  of  Modefty  ;  I  like  your  Com¬ 
pany  and  Converfation  as  well  as  ever,  I’m  not  fo  ri¬ 
gidly  virtuous  to  appear  a  Saint,  I  can  launch  out  and 
laugh  with  you  fometimes,  nay,  perhaps  contribute  to 

your 
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your  Mirth.  I’ll  give  you  a  fhort  Account  how  I  have 
pafs’d  my  Time,  in  expofing  to  public  View  all  the 
Follies  of  your  Sex  ;  that  Part  of  them,  I  mean,  whofe 
Vanity  brought  them  under  my  Lafh,  fuch  whofe  tiffany 
Natures  are  fo  eafily  impos’d  upon,  to  have  the  com- 
moneft  Drabs  in  Town  topt  upon  them  for  Women  of 
Quality. 

Bell.  This  Town  does  abound  with  fuch  as  you  fpeak 

of. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Oh  !  did  you  but  fee  with  what  Variety 
’tis  furnifh’d,  and  how  univerfally  all  Men  are  infebled 
with  an  Itch  after  Quality,  you’d  be  convinced  there’s 
not  one,  from  the  Gentleman  of  the  Bed-Chamber, 
down  to  the  Groom  in  the  Stable,  but  thinks  himfelf 
fufficiently  qualified  to  deferve  the  Favour  of  any  Lady 
in  St.  James’ s.  I  pafs’d  upon  one  for  a  Countefs,  upon 
another  for  a  Dutchefs,  another  a  Baronet’s  Lady,  and 
fo  forth — ha,  ha,  the  poor  Fools  were  loft  in  a  Cloud 
of  Ignorance,  rais’d  by  the  Hurry  of  their  own  Ex¬ 
pectations. 

Bell.  Why,  truly  it  would  furprize  a  Man  that  never 
convers’d  with  ought  above  a  Pit-Mafk,  to  be  invited  to 
a  Lady’s  Bed,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Such  aukward  Addrefs,  and  the  Means 
every  Man  finds  to  recommend  himfelf  by,  one  for  Se¬ 
crecy,  t’other  Wit,  a  third  his  Perfon,  fo  every  Fool  finds 
fomething  to  think  valuable  in  himfelf. 

Bell.  There’s  your  weakly  finicking,  dancing,  finging, 
witty  Fop,  who  values  himfelf  upon  writing  Billet-doux. 

Mrs.  Plotw.  And  thinks  his  Company  fo  very  agree¬ 
able,  that  he  perfecutes  People  to  Death,  before  they  can 
get  rid  of  his  troublefome  Impertinence. 

Bell.  His  chiefefl  Talent  confifts  in  the  Repartee  of 
an  Intrigue.  But  then  there’s  your  old  harden’d  Sinner. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Ay,  he  cries  up  Secrecy  and  Security,  his 
Years,  Wrinkles,  and  difiorted  Body,  are  fufficient  De¬ 
fence  againft  a  flanderous  Tongue  ;  he  values  himfelf 
more  for  what  he  has  been,  than  for  what  he  is,  recom¬ 
mending  himfelf  upon  his  Knowledge  and  Experience. 

Bell.  And  his  great  Judgment  in  the  happy  Manage¬ 
ment  of  an  Intrigue.  But  the  Man  of  Senfe. 
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Mrs.  Plot.  Him  all  Women  ought  to  fhun,  that  fear 
coming  under  his  Power  ;  he  approaches  fecurely. 

Bell.  Addreffes  cunningly. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Infmuates  himfelf  flily  into  a  Lady’s 
Favour. 

Bell.  Then  feizes  his  Prey  at  once.  [Ejnbracing  her. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Oh  Lord,  hold  off. 

Enter  PlotwellT  Maid,  and  whifpers  her. 

Bell.  Pox  take  her  for  coming  fo  unluckily,  this  De¬ 
nial  of  hePs  gives  me  as  much  Defire  as  a  new  Face  that 
fhe  fhou’d  grow  fo  unreafonably  Virtuous.  [Afidei\ 
Well,  Madam,  you  have  Bufmefs  I  fee,  I;ll  take  my 
Leave,  fome  other  Time  I’ll  hear  it  out - 

Mrs.  Plot.  My  Bufmefs,  at  prefent,  is  for  the  good 
of  your  Friend  Manly,  •  and  I  don’t  know  but  we  may 
have  Occafion  for  your  Head  to  help  us  out. 

Bell.  My  Head,  together  with  the  reft  of  my  Body,  is 
at  your  Service,  Madam,  whenever  you  pleafe  to  com¬ 
mand  your  humble  Servant.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Clarinda  defires  to  fpeak  with  me  at  her 
Father’s  Houfe,  fay  you  ? 

Maid.  Yes,  Madam,  inflantly. 

Mrs.  Plot.  I’ll  wait  on  her. 


SCENE  changes  to  a  Tavern. 

Toper  and  Ogle  fealmg  a  Letter. 

Ogle.  Here,  Porter,  carry  this  Letter  as  ’tis  directed, 
and  bring  me  an  Anfwer. 

Porter.  Yes,  Sir,  [Sir  William  Mode  within. \ 

Sir  Will.  Here,  Drawer,  flrew  a  Room,  and  fend 
your  Matter  to  me. 

Top.  Ha,  that’s  Mode's  Voice,  a  good  Hint,  I’ll  have 
rare  Sport  with  thefe  two  Puppies.  [Afide. 

Ogle.  I  think  I  heard  Sir  William  Mode’s  Voice,  Pr’ythee 
Toper  defire  him  to  walk  in. 

Top.  Not  for  the  World  ! 

Ogle.  N  o,  Why  pray  ? 


Top. 
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Top.  I  know  not,  but  fome  Body  has  told  him  that  you 
are  his  Rival,  and  he  fwears  he’ll  cut  your  Throat 
where-ever  he  fees  you. 

Ogle.  How,  I  his  Rival?  Where,  pray  you? 

Top.  In  Clarinda ,  I  fuppofe. 

Ogle.  But  is  it  poffible  Sir  William  Mode  fhou’dbemy 
Rival,  and  never  tell  me  on’t  ?  But  he’s  fuch  an  egregious 
Coxcomb,  that  he  gives  me  no  Pain. 

Top.  He  call’d  you  Fop,  Blockhead,  Baboon - and 

faid  he’d  make  Mince-meat  of  you. 

Ogle.  Oh,  impoffible,  Sir,  he  cou’d  not  mean  me. 

Top.  Do  you  think  I  lye,  Sir? 

Ogle.  Oh,  by  no  means,  Sir. 

Top.  Had  any  Man  faid  fo  much  of  me,  I  wou’d  have 
made  the  Sun  fhone  through  him ;  and  I  think  you 
ought  to  fend  him  a  Challenge. 

Ogle.  What,  challenge  my  Friend!  By  no  means, 
Sir  ;  Why,  Sir,  he’s  my  Friend. 

Top.  So  much  the  worfe  ;  you  ought  to  refent  an 
Affront  from  him  the  more  for  that. 

Ogle.  Oh,  Sir,  you  don’t  know  us,  we  never  mind 
what  we  fay  of  one  another  :  I  dare  fvvear  he  never 
meant  it  an  Affront. 

Top.  You  Lye,  Sir,  he  did  mean  it  an  Affront. 

Ogle.  Sir,  I  heartily  beg  your  Pardon  ;  I  believe  he 
did,  becaufe  you  fay  it,  Sir,  elfe  I  fhould  not  believe  it. 

Top.  Sir,  I  fay  you  muft  fight  him,  and  I’ll  carry 
the  Challenge. 

Ogle.  That’s  a  fure  Way  that  I  challenge  him,  but 
how  to  come  off  as  fure,  hang  me  if  I  know  :  Look 
you,  Mr.  Toper ,  I  have  not  the  ready  ufe  of  both 
my  Legs,  for,  Dancing  at  a  private  Ball  t’other  Night, 
I  cut  fomething  higher  than  ufually,  and  pitch’d  upon 
a  Cherry-ftone,  which  turn’d  my  Foot  fo  violently, 
that  I  vow  I  have  been  lame  ever  fince,  fo  that  pofitively 
I  can’t  fight. 

Top.  Zounds,  I  believe  you  dare  not  fight  him. 

Ogle.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  dare  fight  any  Man,  that  will 
but  give  me  Time  to  prepare  myfelf  for  a  Duel  ;  for 
I  think  there  fhould  be  a  Diet  us’d  for  fighting,  as  well 
as  Running. 
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Top.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  well,  I  find  what  you  hint  at ;  I’ll 
engage  to  bring  you  off  fafe. 

Ogle.  As  how  pray  ? 

Top.  Why  as  thus  ;  do  you  challenge  him,  and,  when 
you  meet,  draw  your  Sword. 

Ogle.  But  fuppofe  he  draws  again. 

Top.  Then  I’ll  ftep  in  and  part  you,  fo  you  are  good 
Friends  ;  for  I  don’t  defign  you  fhall  fight  in  Earned. 

[A fide. 

Ogle.  A  very  good  Project. 

Top.  Come,  come,  write  three  Words  to  him  upon 
this  Paper. 

Ogle.  But  you’ll  be  fure  to  part  us. 

Top.  Ay,  certainly.  [Ogle  writes .]  Now  I  with  Bell- 
mein  was  here  to  fhare  the  Diverfion. 

Ogle.  There,  Sir,  there’s  enough. 

Top.  Let  me  fee - Sir,  you  muft  refign  all  Preten- 

fions  to  Clarinda ,  or  fight  me  immediately,  I  wait  in 
the  next  Room  for  your  Anfwer.  Ogle. 

So,  very  well ;  do  you  flay  here,  I’ll  be  back  in 
a  Minute. 


SCENE  changes  to  another  Room  in 
the  fame  Houfe . 

Sir  William  and  the  T aver  71-Man. 

Sir  Will.  This  Hermetage  is  not  brifk. 

Tan.  Upon  my  Word,  Sir  William ,  there’s  no  better 
in  London. 

Sir  Will.  It  is  not  fo  good  as  the  laft  you  fent  me. 

Lan.  It  is  the  very  fame,  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  Well  fend  me  in  four  Dozen. 

Lan.  And  how  much  Champagne,  Sir  William? 

Sir  Will.  Four  Dozen  of  that  too,  and  four  of  Bur¬ 
gundy. 

Lan.  You  fhall  have  it,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Toper. 

Top.  Sir  Will.  I’m  your  humble  Servant. 
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Sir  Will.  Mr.  Toper ,  your  Servant  :  Pray  how  did  you 
know  I  was  here?  I  am  not  ufually  found  in  a  Tavern. 

Top.  I  heard  your  Voice,  Sir  William  ;  juft  as  you 
enter’d,  I  was  engag’d  in  a  Quarrel  of  yours. 

Sir  Will.  Of  mine  ? 

Top.  Ay  :  Sir  William ,  ’tis  a  damn’d  foolifh  Buhnefs  ; 

I  wou’d  have  made  it  up,  but  I  found  it  impoffible  ; 
fo  that  being  your  Friend,  I  undertook  to  deliver  you 
this.  [Gives  him  the  Letter. 

Sir  Will.  How’s  this  !  A  Challenge  from  Ogle  ?  Cer¬ 
tainly  the  Fellow’s  drunk,  or  he’d  never  do  this. 

Top.  No,  that  he  is  not  I’ll  promife  you,  he’s  fober 
enough,  but  in  a  damn’d  Paffion  ;  he  fays  you’re  a  Fop, 
Fool,  nay  Coward  ;  if  I  might  advife  you,  you  fhou’d 
fight  him  inflantly  ;  ’Zdeath,  were  I  in  your  Place,  Sir 
William ,  fuch  a  Dog  fhou’d  not  dare  to  look,  nay, 
think  of  a  Woman  I  defign’d  to  marry. 

Sir  Will.  I  hate  fighting,  but  dare  not  tell  this 
bluftering  Fellow  fo,  [Aftdel\  Nay,  I  know  he’s  a 
Blockhead,  and  a  Coward  too,  but  what  Courage  Love 
may  have  infus’d  into  him  I  know  not — Why  what  the 
Devil  he  faid  not  a  Word  of  his  Paffion  to  me  Yefterday, 
he  din’d  with  me. 

Top.  He  did  not  know  it  then,  but  now  he  fwears 
he’ll  fpoil  your  handfome  Face. 

Sir  Will.  Oh  Lord  !  I  had  rather  be  run  through  the 
Body,  enfeeble  me  ;  O’  my  Soul  I  wonder  what  makes 
Men  fo  flout  ! 

Top.  I’ll  tell  you  Sir  William ,  Courage  is  nothing, 
nothing  at  all ;  now  if  you  look  big,  talk  loud  and  be 
very  angry,  you’ll  frighten  a  Man  that  can’t  do  fo  as  well 
as  you,  fo  you  are  reckon’d  a  flout  Man  ;  and  he  that 
can  do  it  better,  is  a  ftouter  Man  than  you,  that’s  all. 

Sir  Will.  Is  that  all?  Why  then  I’m  refolv’d  to  be 
flout,  enfeeble  me  :  But  fuppofe  he  fhould  draw  ? 

Top.  Why  then  I’ll  flep  in  and  part  you. 

Sir  Will.  A  very  good  Piece  of  Contrivance,  impair 
my  Vigour. 

Top.  Be  fare  you  get  the  firft  Word,  for  there’s  Ad¬ 
vantage  in  having  the  firft  Word. 


Enter 
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Enter  Drawer. 

Drawer.  Did  you  call,  Gentlemen? 

Top.  Ay  :  Is  Mr.  Ogle  below? 

Drawer.  Yes,  Sir. 

Top.  Hold,  Ell  fetch  him  myfelf.  {Ex. 

Sir  Will.  Now  am  I  confoundedly  afraid  left  this  Fel¬ 
low  fhould  let  us  fight  in  earneft. 

Re-enter  Toper  and  Ogle,  to  whom  he  /peaks  at  entering. 

Top.  Be  fure  you  fpeak  angrily,  as  if  you  wou’d  not 
hear  what  I  fay. 

Ogle.  Be  fure  you  part  us  then - Sir,  I  fay  I  will 

hear  of  no  Reconciliation,  except  he  refign  Clarinda. 

.  [Toper  runs  to  Sir  William. 

Top.  He  s  in  a  damn’d  Paffion,  your  Hand  to  your 
Sword  quickly,  Sir  W illiam ,  fear  nothing,  I’ll  ftand  by  you. 
[As/oon  as  they  fee  one  another,  they  run  and  embraced 
Sir  Will.  Mr.  Ogle  !  J 

Ogle.  Sir  William! 

Sir  W ill.  Dear  Mr.  Ogle ,  I’m  glad  to  fee  you. 

Top.  Zounds  have  I  taken  all  this  Pains  for  this - 

Harkee,  Sir  William,  Damn  you,  draw  upon  him,  or  I’ll 
draw  upon  you  ;  do  you  hear,  no  Reply,  but  draw,  do 
you  hear. 

Sir  Will.  Oh  Heaven!  I  muft  draw  in  my  own  De¬ 
fence  ;  and  I’m  fure  there’s  lefs  Danger  in  Ogle,  than  in 
dusFdlowjZW.]  I  think,  Mr.  Ogle,  you  fent  me  a 
Challenge  juft  now1  by  Mr.  Toper,  and  having  paid  the 
Ceremony  due  to  Friends  and  Acquaintance,  you  muft 
draw,  Sir,  and  return  my  Compliment.  I’ll  be  fure  to 
have  fomebody  to  part  us  tho’.  {A fide. 

[• Runs  and  knocks  at  the  Door  with  his  Foot. 
Top.  Harkee,  Ogle,  you  have  ruin’d  yourfelf  by  lettin^ 
him  get  the  Advantage  ;  draw,  draw  Sir. 

Ogle.  Draw,  Sir  ;  why,  Sir,  my  Paffion  was  over  upon 
my  Faith.  Ho,  here’s  Folks  enow,  I’m  refolv’d  to 
diaw  now.  {Draws. 

Enter  two  Drawers,  one  runs  to  Sir  William,  t'other  to 

Ogle,  and  holds  'em. 

Sir  Will.  Ah,  ftand  off,  I  had  rather  be  run  thro’  the 

Guts 
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Guts  than  you  fhould  touch  me  with  your  dirty  Apron, 
t’will  daub  all  my  Cloaths  ;  off  Scoundrel. 

[Toper  holds  Ogle. 

Ogle.  Let  him  come,  let  him  come,  one  Thruft  will 
decide  our  Difpute. 

Sir  Will.  Pray  give  us  Way,  ’twill  foon  be  ended. 

Enter  Bellmein. 

Bell.  Hey-day,  what’s  here,  Swords  drawn?  Nay, 
then  I’ll  make  one  in  the  number.  [Draws. ]  Why, 
what  the  Devil  do  you  hold  the  Gentlemen  for  ?  Let 
’em  go,  and  give  one  another  fatisfadtion.  Z’death, 
I’ll  fight  that  Man  that  fhall  but  offer  to  hold  ’em. 
[Takes  off  the  Drawers  and  Toper.]  Why  don’t  you  fight 
now,  Gentlemen? 

Sir  Will.  A  Pox  take  him  for  his  brutifh  Civility, 
[  When  they  are  at  Liberty  they /land andlook  at  one  another .] 
Harkee,  Mr.  Ogle ,  do  you  come  along  with  me,  and 
we’ll  contrive  fome  way  to  make  thefe  Fellows  believe 
we  dare  fight.  [He  goes  to  Ogle,  and  /peaks  in  a  low 
Voice.] 

Ogle.  Agreed. 

Sir  W ill.  Come,  Mr.  Ogle ,  you  fhall  go  along  with 
me,  we’ll  find  a  more  convenient  Place  to  decide  this 
Bufinefs  in,  where  Friends  fhall  not  interrupt ;  you  fhall 
hear  of  a  Duel,  Gentlemen,  tho’  it  is  not  proper  to  fee 
it.  Your  humble  Servant.  [Exit. 

Ogle.  With  all  my  Heart,  I  dare  fight  you  any 
where - 

Top.  That’s  a  Lye;  pr’ythee  order  thy  Footman  to 
watch  ’em,  I  fancy  they’ll  have  fome  comical  Stratagem 
to  deceive  us.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bell.  With  all  my  Heart ;  d’ye  hear,  be  fure  you  take 
Notice  where  they  go,  and  bring  me  Word.  Pr’ythee, 
how  did’ft  work  ’em  up  to  this  ?  [Exit  Servant. 

Top.  With  a  World  of  Pains  and  Difficulty,  I  affure 
you  ;  but  there  is  no  fear  of  their  doing  one  another  any 
Harm  in  a  fighting  Way.  Is  not  that  Colonel  Manly 
yonder  ? 
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Bell.  ’Tis,  and  I  have  fome  Bufinefs  with  him  :  Will 
you  walk  ? 

Top .  My  Bufmefs,  at  prefent  lies  another  way,  elfe 
Fd  be  glad  to  drink  a  Bottle  with  him. 

For  tho ’  we  roar  and  rake  and  Broils  commence, 

Yet  give  me  jor  a  Friend  a  Man  of  Senfe. 

The  End  of  the  Second  Act. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

SCENE  Careful's  Houfe. 

Careful  folus ,  with  Ogleb  Letter. 

Caref.  WERY  fine,  1  fee  my  Daughter  is  refolv’d  to 
V  have  Strings  enow  to  her  Bow ;  Death,  to 
give  Encouragement  to  a  Dog  that  has  neither  Wit  nor 
Money  to  recommend  him  ;  good  Mr.  Ogle ,  if  I  catch 
you  ogling  there,  Fll  hamftring  you,  I  can  tell  you  that 
for  your  Comfort ;  Em  glad  I  got  the  Letter  before  her  ; 
my  Spark’s  very  familiar,  methinks  ;  \Readsi\  Madam , 
Tm  inform'd  you  entertain  Sir  William  Mode  ;  if  fo ,  I 
defire  to  know  the  Reafon  why  you  encourage  me.  Iam  not 

to  be  fool'd - (who  the  Devil  is  this  Coxcomb)  if  you 

clear  not  this  Imputation ,  /  fhcill  believe  you  defign  to  jilt  , 

7?ie. — Very  Complaifant,  truly - anfwer  per  Bearer,  as 

you  value  your  Admirer,  Ogle.  Yes,  I  have  anfwer’d  per 
Bearer  with  a  broken  Pate,  and  I  wifh  yours  had  been  in 
his  Place.  Lord,  Lord,  who  would  be  plagu’d  with 
Children?  I’m  refolv’d  fhe  lhall  marry  Sir  William  To¬ 
morrow  ;  why,  file’ll  have  as  many  Fellows  at  her  Heels, 
as  her  Colonel  has  Soldiers  waiting  for  their  Pay,  why, 
what  a  Medley  of  Suitors  has  fhe?  Fighters,  Fools,  and 
Fops.  Well,  fince  you  are  fo  fickle,  Miftrefs,  I’ll  fix 
you  prefently,  or  marry  myfelf.  Mr.  Toper  was  wifhing 
me  to  a  Coufin  of  his,  who  will  be  in  Town  To-day; 

adod, 
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adod,  if  this  perverfe  Baggage  make  one  Scruple  of 
obeying  my  Will,  I’ll  have  her,  and  try  if  a  Mother-in- 
Law  won’t  hamper  her ;  but  I’ll  in,  and  fend  for  Sir 
William  immediately.  {Exit. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  another  Room  in  the 
fame  Houfe,  Clarinda  and  Emilia  dreffmg  in 
Boy  s  Cloaths,  Mrs.  Plotwell  with  them. 

Clar.  Here,  here,  on  with  your  Manhood  quickly. 

Emil.  I  fear  Clarinda ,  this  Mafquerade  will  not  be 
reputable  for  Women  of  nice  Honour. 

Plot.  Oh,  don’t  fear  that,  fince  you  only  wear  it  to 
do  yourfelves  Juftice :  for  Juftice  can  never  be  dis¬ 
honourable. 

Clar.  You  are  not  infenfible,  Coufm,  how  refolutely 
my  cruel  Father  perfecutes  me  with  this  Fop  ;  therefore, 
fmce  poor  Clarinda  is  in  all  this  Danger,  I,  my  own 
Knight-Errant,  and  thou  my  truflv  ’Squire,  will  march 
En  cavalier ,  and  deliver  the  diftrefs’d  Damfel,  by  beating 
the  Giant  into  a  Pigmy  ;  then  be  our  own  Heralds,  and 
proclaim  our  Victory  to  my  Father,  and  hollow  the 
Coward  fo  loud  in  his  Ears,  that  we  will  fhame  him  out 
of  all  Thoughts  of  this  Fool. 

Plot.  If  that  don’t  do,  my  Plot  fhall ;  Toper  has  broke 
it  to  him,  as  I  told  you. 

Clar.  I  readily  fubmit  to  any  Propofal  of  yours,  and 
will  rely  on  your  Contrivance. 

Plot.  You  may.  command  me, - but  be  quick 

and  drefs  ;  who  told  you  of  this  Duel  ? 

Clar.  Sir  William's  Valet  makes  love  to  my  Woman, 
thro’  him  we  difcover’d  the  Time  and  Place,  but  I  know 
not  the  Grounds  of  this  Quarrel. 

Plot.  That,  I  fuppofe,  is  your  Ladyfliip  ;  for  Mr. 
Ogle  publickly  declares  you  are  in  Love  with  him. 

Clar.  Ogle  !  who  is  he  ? 

Plot.  A  foolifh  Fellow  about  Town,  he  lodges  at 
Mrs.  Commode's ,  your  Milliner. 

Clar.  Oh  Heavens  !  I  believe  I  have  feen  him  pafs 
thro’  the  Shop,  but  never  had  Curiofity  enough  to  afk 

his 


96  The  Beau’s  Duel  :  Or , 

his  Name.  In  Love  with  him  !  I  fhould  as  foon  be  in 
Love  with  a  Weafel,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  why,  is  he  Sir  Wil¬ 
liam's  Antagonifl  ?  I  fancy  we  fhall  have  rare  Sport. 

^  Plot.  They  are  as  like  two  Peas  in  every  Thing  but 
Eftate,  and  in  that  Sir  William  out-does  him. 

Clar.  He  is  the  very  Quinteffence  of  Foppery  ;  his 
Name  and  Nature  fuits  exaCtly,  for  he’s  a  nice  Obferver 
of  the  Modes  ;  his  Valet  is  forc’d  to  counterfeit  a  French¬ 
man, ,  or  he  would  turn  him  away. 

Emil.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Ridiculous  enough ;  well,  thus 
drefl,  now  what  are  we  to  do  ? 

Clar.  Why,  when  we  are  fated  with  their  fordid  Fop¬ 
pery,  we’ll  kick  ’em  into  better  Manners. 

^  Emil.  How,  kick,  Clarinda?  if  they  fhould  return  our 
Compliment,  I  fhall  quickly  difcover  my  Manhood  to  be 
counterfeit. 

Plot.  Never  fear  it,  they  won’t  fight  with  a  Moufe, 
I  dare  fwear,  if  it  were  out  of  a  Trap. 

Clar ,  I  know  Sir  William's  a  Coward,  I  had  been 
often  told  fo,  and  to  prove  it,  I  fent  him  a  Challenge, 
as  from  one  Mr.  Roughly  ;  his  Man  faid  it  put  him  into 
fuch  a  Confternation  he  Ihou’d  never  forget  him,  he  fent 
me  word  that  he’d  meet  me  on  Calais  Sands,  and  give 
me  Satisfaction,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Plot.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  a  good  Excufe - Indeed, 

he’s  fit  for  nothing,  but  to  fet  upon  one’s  Cabinet,  to 
watch  one’s  China.  Well,  I  wifh  you  good  Sport,  and 
am  your  humble  Servant.  [ Exit  Plot. 

Clar.  I’m  refolv’d,  ere  I’ll  be  forc’d  into  the  Arms  of 
a  Perfon  I  loathe  and  defpife,  the  Paffion  I  have  for  Colo¬ 
nel  Manly  will  tempt  me  to  make  him  my  SanCtuary. 

Emil.  I  muft  tell  her  of  his  Falfhood,  the  Thoughts  of 
which  have  turn’d  all  the  foolifh  Paffion  I  had  conceiv’d. 
[Ayide.]  Take  Care,  Clarinda ,  you  ben’t  deceiv’d  in 
him. 

Clar.  What  mean  you  Emilia  ? 

Emil.  That  he  is  falfe. 

Clar.  Falfe  !  Impoffible,  how  know  you  this  ? 

Emil.  I  have  the  befl  Proof  in  the  World  of  it,  ocular 
Demonftration.  He  makes  Love  to  me ;  nay,  don’t 
flart ;  had  I  not  been  too  much  your  Friend,  Clarinda ,  I 

had 
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had  not  let  you  into  the  Secret ;  for  upon  my  Word,  I 
don’t  think  him  difagreeable. 

Clar.  Oh  Heavens  !  fhe’s  in  Love  with  him  !  and 
therefore  would  flily  perfuade  me  into  an  ill  Opinion  of 
him.  [Afide.]  How  know  you  ’tis  he,  Coufin  ? 

Emil.  I  am  fure  that  Gentleman  that  bow’d  to  us  in 
the  Side-box,  the  firft  Night  I  came  to  Town,  has  ever- 
fince  purfued  me  with  moft  violent  Love  ;  and  I  muft 
confefs  I  lik’d  his  Humour  fo  well,  that  I  could  not  be 
difpleas’d  with  his  playing  the  Fool. 

Clar.  Where  did  you  fee  him  next?  How  got  he  an 
Opportunity  ? 

Emil.  You  know  the  next  Night  I  went  out  with  only 
my  Woman. 

Clar.  I  remember. 

Emil.  Why  then  I  went  to  the  Play  in  a  Mafk,  on 
purpofe  for  a  little  Diverfion,  and  ’twas  my  Fortune  to  fit 
next  him  in  the  Pit,  where  during  the  Play-time,  he  enter¬ 
tain’d  me  with  the  prettied.  Difcourfe  in  the  World,  and 
when  ’twas  done  he  wou’d  not  part  with  me  till  I  had 
promis’d  to  write  to  him,  and  I  could  not  help  keeping 

my  Word,  if  I  was  to  be  hanged, - But  finding 

him  falfe  to  you,  I  hate  him  ;  this  Letter  I  have  writ  to 
upbraid  him.  [Shews  a  Letter. 

Clar.  How’s  this,  For  Mr.  Celadon? 

Emil.  Ay,  we  pafs  upon  one  another  for  Celadon ,  and 
Chloe ;  for  my  Part  I  did  not  enquire  his  Name  becaufe 
he  fhou’d  not  afk  mine. 

Clar.  Did  he  never  afk  your  Name,  nor  tell  you  his  ? 

Emil.  No,  and  I  fuppofe  that  was  his  Policy  to  pre¬ 
vent  a  Difcovery  to  you. 

Enter  Clarindab  Maid, giving  her  a  Letter. 

Clar.  Ha  !  ’Tis  from  Manly - What’s  this,  [Reads.] 

The  private  Encouragement you  give  that  Fop  Sir  William, 
is  not  fo  clofely  managed  to  efcafie  a  jealous  Lover’s  Eye  that 
fees  you  every  where  ;  to  be  deceiv’d  touches  my  tenderefi 
Part ,  efpecially  from  one  L  thought  my  own  ;  but  we  are 
fnbjeP  to  Miflakes  ;  I  find  that  I  am  fo  in  you,  my  Eyes, 
my  Ears,  are  all  Witneffes.  L fhall  take  what  Care  I  can 
not  to  be  troublefome  to  you,fince  I find  you  no  longer  value 
the  Peace  of  Manly. 

Oh  ! 
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Oh  !  monftrous,  perfidious  Mankind  !  Oh,  I  perceive 
your  Drift,  he  charges  me  with  this  Fool,  on  Purpofe  to 

find  Pretence  for  his  own  Falfhood - It  is  a  poor 

Excufe,- - but  what  won't  Men  fall  into,  when  they 

quit  their  Honour  ;  Oh  that  I  had  but  an  Opportunity 
of  upbraiding  him  to  his  Face. 

Emil.  That  you  fhall ;  he  knows  not  yet  of  the  Dif- 
coverv,  I’ll  write  to  him  to  come  here,  I  have  no  Reafon 
to  fulpeCt  his  difobeying  the  Summons,  no  more  now, 
than  formerly. 

Clar .  Did  he  ufe  to  meet  you  then  ? 

Emil.  Moft  punctually - But  I’ll  in  and  write  to 

him,  and  be  here  in  a  Minute.  [Exit. 

Clar.  Well,  it  is  impoffible  to  dive  into  the  Heart  of 
Man,  for  fure  he  has  the  Face  of  Truth,  nay,  I  can 
hardly  believe  he’s  falfe  yet,  fo  deep  an  Impreffion  did 
his  feeming  Honefty  ftamp  upon  my  Soul. 

Re-enter  Emilia. 

Emil.  I  have  fent  it  away,  and  I  doubt  not  but  to  con¬ 
vince  you  of  the  1  ruth  of  what  I  fay  ;  but  come  don’t 
think  on’t  now,  but  let’s  begone,  methinks  I  long  to 
bully  tlrefe  Cowards,  pray  Heaven  they  prove  fo - 

Clar.  Duce  on’t,  this  will  deflroy  half  the  Satisfaction 
I  promis’d  myfelf  from  this  Frolick  ;  but  come. 

If  we  fucceed  in  Proteus’  artful  School , 

The  World  fhall fay ,  a  very  Beau's  a  fool.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  Hy de-Park. 

Enter  Sir  William  and  Ogle,  with  Files ,  Pumps ,  and 

Night-caps . 

Sir  Will.  Here’s  a  Weapon,  Mr.  Ogle ,  will  decide  the 
Quarrel  as  well  as  e’er  a  Sharp  in  Chriftendom,  and 
without  Danger. 

Ogle.  An  admirable  Contrivance,  Sir  William  ;  for 
now  they’ll  hear  of  a  Duel,  and  we  reckon’d  fuch  fkil- 
ful  Artifts,  that  neither  cou’d  o’ercome. 

Sir  Will.  Right,  I  think  a  Gentleman  ought  to  wear 
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a  Sharp,  for  a  Terror  to  the  Vulgar,  and  becaufe  Tis 
the  Falhion;  but  he  fhou'd  never  ufe  it  but  as  an  Orna¬ 
ment,  and  Part  of  his  Drefs.  I  hope  to  fee  it  as  much, 
a  Fafhion  to  fight  with  Files,  as  'tis  to  fence  with  them. 
If  I  was  a  Member  of  Parliament,  Pd  bring  in  a  Bill 
againft  Duelling  ;  Pm  fure  the  Claufe  would  pafs,  for 
there's  a  Majority  in  the  Houfe  of  my  Conftitution. 
Come,  approach,  Sa,  fa. 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Emilia  with  their  Swords  drawn. 

Clar.  Hold,  Gentlemen,  Pm  bound  in  Honour  to 
part  you  ;  ha,  what's  this  ? 

Emil.  Files,  upon  my  Honour,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Will.  Why  do  you  laugh,  Gentlemen  ?  I  think 
this  the  niceft  way  of  deciding  a  Quarrel,  the  other  is 
fit  for  none  but  Bullies  and  Soldiers,  that  get  their  Bread 
by't ;  'tis  eafily  feen  this  way  who  has  the  moft  Skill  ; 
and  pray,  what  is  got  by  the  other  more  rude  Method, 
but  a  fcandalous  Character  or  a  fhameful  Death. 

Ogle.  And  by  my  Confent,  he  that  draws  a  Sword  out 
of  the  immediate  Service  of  the  King,  fhould  be  hang'd. 

Clar.  Say  you  fo,  Sir!  Now  hear  my  Sentiments,  he 
that  would  not  draw  a  Sword  upon  any  juft  Account, 
fhould  be  kick'd  thus,  and  thus,  Sir.  [Kicks  him. 

Sir  Will.  What  do  you  mean,  Gentlemen  ? 

Emil.  Only  to  rub  your  Courage  a  little. 

Ogle.  What’s  that,  Sir  ? 

Emil.  You  don’t  hear  well,  Sir,  I'll  lengthen  your 
Ears  a  little.  [Pulls  him  by  the  Ears. 

Sir  Will.  I  wonder  that  you,  who  look  fo  like  a  Gen¬ 
tleman,  fhou'd  be  guilty  of  fuch  ill-bred  Addons  ;  Fye  ! 
kick  and  cuff!  Exercifes  for  Footmen;  Pray  learn  better 
Carriage  of  us. 

Clar.  I'd  as  foon  learn  Manners  of  a  Mufcovite. 

Sir  Will.  Pray  Sir,  who  are  you  ?  And  what  Affairs 
led  you  hither  ? 

Clar.  Pm  a  Servant  to  Clarinda ,  and  confequently  a 
Rival  of  yours. 

Ogle.  O  Lord  !  a  Rival  of  mine  too.  [Afide. 

Clar.  I  came  hither  to  kick  you,  and  expofe  you  when 
I  had  done  ;  the  firfl,  you  are  fenfible  I  have  perform'd, 
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and  from  that  Inftance  of  my  Honefty,  you  may  take 
my  Word  for  the  reft. 

Sir  W ill.  I’m  undone,  blifter  me,  if  the  very  fhadow 
of  a  Duel  be  not  unfortunate.  [A fide. 

Enter  Colonel  Manly,  and  Captain  Bellmein. 

Man.  Why  how  now,  young  Gentlemen,  are  you 
breathing  yourfelves,  or  giving  Leffons  in  the  Stoic  Phi- 
lofophy  to  thofe  patient  Difciples. 

Bell.  Or  have  you  a  Journey  to  ride,  that  you  are 
getting  your  Backfide  harden’d  for  it. 

Sir  Will.  Manly  here  !  I’d  compound  for  half  my  Ef- 
tate,  blifter  me  !  '  {A fide. 

Emil.  Ha  !  Manly  here  !  We  muft  retire,  Coufin,  left 
it  fpoils  our  Plot,  as  doubtlefs  it  will,  if  he  knows  us. 

Clar.  Methinks,  I  could  even  here  reproach  him.  ’ 

[. Exit  Clar.  and  Emil. 

Bell.  This  is  hearing  of  a  Duel,  indeed, - 

Files  !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  was  refolv’d  to  prevent  Mur¬ 
der  ;  you  need  never  fear  the  Exaltation  of  the  Gallows, 
for  your  Courage  reaches  but  to  a  chance  Medley,  at 
molt. 

Man.  Pr’ythee,  who  were  thofe  Gentlemen,  Sir  Wil¬ 
liam  ;  methinks,  they  us’d  you  very  familiarly. 

Sir  Will.  Men  of  no  Honour  you  may  conclude,  Co¬ 
lonel,  elfe  they  would  not  have  affronted  Gentlemen, 
when  they  found  them  defencelefs. 

M an.  Right,  but  why  wou’d  you  be  defencelefs  ? 
Faith,  Sir  William ,  if  this  News  reaches  your  Miftrefs’s 
Ears,  it  will  ruin  you  in  her  Favour.  Take  this  for  a 
Rule,  the  lefs  Regard  you  have  for  your  Honour,  the 
more  you  fink  in  Efteem  with  your  Miftrefs  ;  for  all 
Women  hate  a  Coward;  you  ought  to  be  forbid  the 
Habits  of  Men,  who  can  be  guilty  of  Effeminacy,  that 
even  Women  would  blufh  at. 

Sir  Will.  Why,  Gentlemen,  I  think  paffive  Valour  fits 
well  enough  upon  Men  that  have  Eftates,  and  have  a 
Mind  to  live  and  enjoy  them. 

Man.  Damn  him  for  a  cowardly  Blockhead  ;  pr’ythee 
let’s  go,  I’m  Tick  of  their  Folly;  befides  you  faid  you 
would  convince  me  of  Clar  info's  Falfhood. 
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Enter  BellmeinT  Man ,  and  gives  him  a  Letter. 

Serv.  I  have  run,  Sir,  all  the  Way  ;  for  the  Porter 
told  me  it  mull  be  given  you  that  Moment. 

Bell.  Ha  !  there’s  a  lucky  Hit,  Colonel ;  fhe  invites 
me  to  come  to  her  Lodging,  and  her  Servant  fhould  be 
ready  to  convey  me  into  her  Apartment.  Here,  read 

it,  Man,  now  you  may  convince  yourfelf. - Egad 

if  I  were  not  a  damn’d  honeft  Fellow  to  my  Friend,  now 
cou’d  I  pafs  three  Hours  the  moft  agreeably  in  the  World. 
Pox  on  me  for  a  prating  Coxcomb,  could  not  I  have 
held  my  Tongue.  Well,  what  think  you  of  it,  Colonel  ? 

Man.  It  is  not  her  Hand,  but  that’s  nothing,  fhe 
might  difguife  that  to  conceal  it  from  me.  I  know  not 
what  to  think,  but  I’m  refolv’d  to  go,  and  if  I  find  her 
falfe,  ’twill  cure  me  effectually. 

Bell.  Come  on  then.  [Exeunt. 

Ogle.  I  have  been  confidering  all  this  while  upon  what 
the  Colonel  faid,  and  I  am  refolv’d  to  be  valiant  ;  for  if 

Ladies  don’t  like  a  Coward - - - 1  fhall  never  get  a 

F ortune  ;  for  ought  I  know,  I  may  fight  as  well  as  any 
Body,  I’m  refolv’d  to  try.  Harkee,  Sir  William ,  our 
Servants  are  here  by,  let’s  fend  for  our  Swords,  and 
fight  in  earned. 

Sir  Will.  Not  I,  Mr.  Ogle ,  I  declare  againfl  fighting 
pofitively. 

Ogle.  But  I  declare  for  fighting,  and  fo  fhall  you,  or 
refign  all  Pretenfions  to  Clarinda  ;  for  I  defign  to  marry 
her  myfelf,  therefore  don’t  think  of  her,  do  you  hear. 

Sir  Will.  You  marry  her,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ogle.  ’Zound,  Sir,  dare  you  laugh  at  a  Gentleman, 
yet  dare  not  fight  ?  Take  that,  Sir,  [Strikes  up  his  Heels.] 
and  the  next  time  I  hear  you  fpeak  a  Word  more  of  her 

I’ll  cut  your  Throat,  and  fo  good  by.- - So  this 

is  one  Step  towards  Courage  ;  I  am  refolv’d  to  challenge 
every  Man  that  pretends  to  a  Fortune,  ’till  I  have  got 
one  myfelf ;  and  now  my  Hand’s  in,  I’ll  challenge  this 
Colonel  the  next  Time  I  fee  him,  tho’  at  the  Head  of 
his  Regiment. 

Sir  Will.  Rat  this  Blockhead,  what  a  Metamorphofis 
is  here  ;  ’tis  well  I  fell  upon  my  Cloak,  or  I  had  daub’d 
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all  my  Cloaths,  blifler  me.  Well,  to  fing,  dance,  or 
court  a  Lady,  or  any  fuch  Gentleman-like  Employments 
I’ll  turn  my  Back  to  none  ;  but  for  this  fiovenly  Exercife 
of  fighting,  I  fhall  never  be  brought  to  endure  it,  impair 
my  Vigour.  [. Exit . 

SCENE  Careful’j  Houfe. 

Careful  pulling  in  Emilia  in  Boy’s  Cloaths. 

Caref.  Who  the  Devil  have  we  here?  Nay,  nay,  Sir, 
I  muft  fee  your  Face  ;  another  Gallant  of  my  Daugh¬ 
ter’s,  I  warrant  ;  Who  are  you,  Sir,  from  whence  come 
you,  what  Bufinefs  have  you  in  my  Houfe,  ha  ? 

Emil.  Oh  Lord,  what  fhall  I  fay  to  this  old  Fellow? 
he’ll  certainly  know  me. 

Caref.  What  are  you  fludying  for  a  Lie,  Sir  ?  Adod  I 
fhall  make  you  find  your  Tongue,  fpeak  quickly,  or  I’ll 
cut  your  Throat,  you  Dog  you.  {Draws. 

Emil.  Ah  !  Oh  Lord  a  Sword  !  For  Heaven’s  Sake, 
Sir,  Oh  Lord,  Sir,  don’t  you  know  me  ? 

Caref.  Know  you,  Sir?  Who  the  Pox  are  you,  Sir, 
ha  ?  Emilia ,  Why  what  Mafquerade’s  this  ?  Where’s  my 
Daughter  ? 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Ho  Sir,  your  humble  fervant,  Why  what  a  Pox,  are 
you  going  into  the  Service  ?  You  are  two  pretty  Volun¬ 
teers,  faith. 

Clar.  Ha!  my  Father,  what  fhall  I  fay? - I’ll 

e’en  face  it  out,  fince  he  has  catch’d  me.  We  have  done 
a  Friend  of  yours  fome  Service,  Sir. 

Caref.  A  Friend  of  mine  !  As  how,  pray  forfooth  ? 

Clar.  Why  you  muft  know,  Sir,  I  was  inform’d  of  a 
Duel  between  Sir  William  Mode ,  and  a  Brother  Beau  of 
his  ;  the  Concern  I  knew  you  had  for  Sir  William’s  Safety 
engag’d  my  Care  for  the  Prevention  ;  I  was  unwilling  to 
expole  him,  by  fending  any  Body  elfe  ;  fo  that  my  Coufin 
and  I,  by  the  help  of  this  Difguife,  parted  them  :  But 
we  fhould  not  need  to  have  made  fuch  Hafte,  for  the  Pup¬ 
pies  were  trying  their  Valour  fafely,  with  a  Couple  of 
Files,  ha,  ha. 


Caref. 
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Caref.  Ha,  ha,  ha ;  and  this  was  the  Occafion  of 
your  being  in  Breeches,  ha  ? 

Emil.  And  I  think  it  a  good  Projedt  too,  Uncle. 

Caref.  You  do, - Well,  Daughter,  pray  let’s 

have  you  in  your  feminine  Capacity  again  ;  for  tho’  you 
bully  in  Breeches,  I  hope  you’ll  marry  in  Petticoats. 

Clar.  Marry,  Sir  ! 

Care^ .  Yes  forfooth,  I  have  fent  for  Sir  William ,  in 
order  to  have  the  Settlement  completed  To-night,  and 
To-morrow  your  Honour  fhall  rife  with  the  Sun  ;  that 
is  to  fay,  you  fhall  be  my  Lady  Mode. 

Clar.  Honour,  Sir,  Where’s  the  Honour  of  fuch  a 
Hufband  ?  I  hope,  Sir,  you  will  not  marry  me  to  a 
Coward  ;  why  there’s  not  a  needy  Bully  about  Town  but 
will  beat  a  Maintenance  out  of  him  ;  and  where  is  the 
Reputation  of  fuch  a  Marriage  ? 

Caref.  But  he’ll  make  a  fwinging  Jointure;  and  if 
you  don’t  like  him  when  you  have  him,  you  may  live 
apart - 

Clar.  O  Heaven,  what  fhall  I  fay? - Sir,  I  beg 

you’ll  T)ut  delay  your  Purpofe  for  a  Month. 

Caref.  Not  for  a  Day. - - 

Clar.  Sir,  I  have  fworn  not  to  marry  this  Month. 

Caref.  Have  you  fo  ;  pray  who  have  you  fworn  to, 
Miftrefs,  to  Mr.  Ogle ,  ha  ? 

Clar.  Ogle!  Who  is  he,  pray  Sir? - Heaven,  has 

my  Father  got  this  Story  too  ! 

Caref.  You  don’t  know  fuch  a  Perfon,  I’ll  warrant 
you,  as  Mr.  Ogle  f 

Clar.  I  have  feen  fuch  a  Fellow,  Sir,  but  never  fpoke 
to  him. 

Caref.  No - look  in  my  Face - you  never 

fpoke  to  him,  that  is,  encourag’d  his  Love  ? 

Clar.  No - Upon  my  Honour. 

Caref.  - You  lye,  you  have  no  Honour,  read  that 

[  Throws  the  Letter .]  and  do  you  hear,  refolve  to  marry 
Sir  William  To-morrow  by  Six,  or  I’ll  marry  myfelf  be¬ 
fore  Twelve  ;  fo  take  your  Choice.  I’ll  Ogle  you,  and 
Soldier  you,  with  a  Pox  to  you.  [Exit. 

Clar.  Oh  Impudence  from  Ogle!  I’ll  have  the  Rafcal 
toll  in  a  Blanket ;  fee  Emilia  what  an  audacious  Letter 

F  4  ’tis, 
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'tis,  blefs  me,  I  have  no  Patience;  I  encourage  fuch  a 
Rafcal - 

Emil.  He  is  very  familiar,  methinks - hang  him, 

the  Fool’s  below  your  Anger,  never  think  on’t ;  Come 
ppythee  think  which  Way  to  turn  yourfelf  if  the  Colo¬ 
nel  be  falfe,  as  I  dare  fwear  he  is.  What  think  you  of 
marrying  Sir  William ,  he  is  Matter  of  a  fair  Eftate,  which 
you  may  make  fubfervient  to  your  Pleafures,  to  make 
Life’s  rugged  Journey  pais  the  fmoother.  If  he  be  true, 
as  you  have  but  little  Reafon  to  think  he  is,  you  may  yet 
find  fome  Way  to  accomplifh  your  Defires.  Come,  the 
Time  draws  on,  in  which  you’ll  be  convinc’d  of  his 
Truth  or  Fallhood. 

Come  what  will ,  refolve  to  be  content , 

And  trufl  to  Fortune  for  the  wiflid  Event.  [Exit. 

Enter  Careful,  Toper,  and  Mrs.  Plotwell,  drefl  like  a 

Quaker. 

Caref.  Mr.  Toper ,  your  Coufm  is  welcome,  my  Houfe 
is  at  your  Service,  Madam. 

Plot.  I  thank  thee,  but  pray  thee  do  not  Madam  me, 
my  Name  is  Anne. 

Caref.  A  very  handfome  Woman,  and  very  modeftly 
dreft. 

Top.  I  have  us’d  all  the  Arguments  in  my  Power  to 
convert  her  from  this  Formality,  but  in  vain,  fhe’s  as 
averfe  to  the  Fafhions,  as  other  Women  are  fond  of ’em  ; 
but  I  hope  your  Niece  and  Daughter  will  work  a  Re¬ 
formation  in  her. 

Caref.  I  rather  hope  fhe’ll  work  one  in  them,  I’ll 
affure  you  I’ll  recommend  her  as  a  Pattern.  Is  this  the 
Woman  you  would  recommend  to  me  for  a  Wife,  Mr. 

Toper  t 

Top.  The  fame,  Sir. 

Caref.  I  proteft  I  like  her  exceedingly,  fhe  feems  cut 
out  on  purpofe  for  me;  her  plain  Way  of  Living 
will  improve  my  Eftate,  and  her  Morals  will  hamper  my 
Daughter,  I  like  a  religious  Woman. 

Top.  You  can’t  be  better  match’d,  if  fhe  has  not  too 
much  ;  Yefterday  I  carried  her  to  wait  on  a  Relation  of 

ours 
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ours  that  has  a  Parrot,  and  whilft  I  was  difcourfing  about 
fome  private  Bufmefs,  the  converted  the  Bird,  and  now 
it  talks  of  nothing  but  the  Light  of  the  Spirit,  and  the 
Inward  Man.  Ha,  ha. 

Caref.  Good  lack,  Good  lack. 

Plot .  Well,  well,  thee  wilt  never  leave  thy  ridiculous 
Jells;  I  fay  that  Mankind  were  not  made  for  Foppery 

and  Pride,  but  to  do  good  in  their  Generation, - 

Pr’ythee  fhew  me  one  Text  of  Scripture  for  the  Fafhions, 
or  where  Jewels  are  commanded,  or  what  Holy  Matron 
ever  had  a  Valet  to  drefs  ’em,  as  they  fay  the  French 

Ladies  have,  Oh  monltrous  Fafhion  ! - No,  no, 

our  devoutell  Women  wore  coarfe  Linen,  or  rather  none 
at  all. 

Top.  Ay,  fuch  Saints  as  wore  their  Congregations 
without- fide,  and  fwarm’d  with  Chriltian  Vermin,  it 
mud  be  them,  ha,  ha,  ha  ;  but  you  hold  every  hand- 
fome  Garment  a  Sin. 

Plot.  Handfome  Garment  !  Verily  I  believe,  if  we 
are  punifh’d  with  Taxes  again  to  carry  on  another  War, 
’twill  be  a  juft  Judgment  upon  this  finful  Land  for  their 
long  Wigs,  hoop’d  Coats,  Furbelows,  falfe  Teeth,  and 
Patches. 

Caref.  Truly  I’m  of  her  Opinion,  the  fpeaks  like  an 
Oracle  ;  for  the  Devil  was  never  fo  proud  as  our  Wo¬ 
men  are  now  a-days,  [Afde.]  I’m  refolv’d,  if  my 
Daughter  fhew  the  lead  Reluctance  to  my  Will,  to  marry 
her  out  of  hand.  I’ll  motion  it  to  her,  and  try  how  fhe 

likes  me - [Afde.]  What  think  you  of  a  Hufband 

forfooth  ;  for  to  be  plain  with  you,  your  extraordinary 
Qualities  have  rais’d  a  great  Defire  in  me  of  becoming 
fuch  ? 

Plot.  I  doubt,  Friend;  thou’lt  expeCt  a  larger  For¬ 
tune  than  I  am  Dame  of. 

Caref.  I  proted  I  don’t  care  if  you  have  not  a  Groat, 
your  Virtue’s  a  wealthy  Dowry  to  me;  fay  you’ll  but 
have  me  and  ’tis  enough. 

Plot.  But  it  may  be  thou’lt  be  againd  my  Courfe  of 
Life  ;  I  love  Retirement,  mud  have  Time  for  my  Devo¬ 
tion  in  my  own  Way  ;  I’m  not  us’d  to  the  Ceremony  of 
Vidts,  and  hate  Tea-Table  Vanity,  and  Card-Play,  as 
they  call  it. 


Toper. 
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Top.  Our  Plot  takes  rarely. 

Caref.  This  makes  me  love  you  the  more. 

Plot.  One  Thing  more  ;  thou  haft  a  Daughter  they 
fay,  a  topping  Gallant,  which  I  defire  to  fee,  and  try 
if  good  Admonitions,  together  with  Example,  won’t  re¬ 
form  her  ;  for  plainly,  I  don’t  care  to  come  under  the 
Roof  where  Children  are,  if  they  be  not  dutiful ;  fo  I 
mult  fee  her  firft  e’er  I  can  give  thee  my  Anfwer. 

Caref.  That  you  fhall  prefently - Here,  carry  this 

Gentlewoman  to  my  Daughter,  and  tell  her  the  mult 
entertain  her  as  her  Mother  that  is  to  be,  tell  her  fo  from 
me,  d’ye  hear.  \Ex.  Mrs.  Plot,  and  Servant. 

Really  Mr.  Toper ,  your  Coufm  is  a  Profound  Chriftian  ; 
if  my  Daughter  refufe  to  marry  Sir  William — I’ll  jointure 
her  in  my  whole  Eftate. 

Toper.  For  aught  I  know,  you  can’t  do  better  than 
marry  ;  for  who  would  be  plagu’d  with  a  difobedient 
Child  ? 

Caref.  Efpecially  when  they  depend  upon  us  for  their 
Fortunes  ;  the  Devil  a  young  Fellow  would  care  a  Souce 
for  their  Perfons,  did  not  our  Purfe-flrings  draw.  Here 
forfooth  my  Daughter  is  running  mad  after  a  Soldier,  a 
Fellow  whofe  Fortune  depends  upon  his  Sword,  and  here 
we  are  going  to  Wars  again,  and  fix  to  four  but  a  Can¬ 
non  Bullet  takes  his  Head  off,  and  then  the  Wife  is 
turn’d  Home  to  her  Father  again,  and  in  fuch  Cafes  a 
Father  has  never  difpofed  of  his  Children  entirely,  and 
all  the  Jointure  fhe’ll  bring,  will  confift  of  Houfings, 
Holfler-Caps,  Piftols,  Swords,  and  fo  forth. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Here’s  Sir  William  Mode  below,  Sir. 

Caref.  Tell  him  I’ll  wait  on  him  prefently.  Come, 
Mr.  Toper ,  you  fhall  be  Witnefs  of  our  Agreement ;  I 
fcnt  for  him  to  compleat  the  Bufmefs,  Sign,  Seal  to 
Night,  and  To-morrow  we’ll  have  a  Dance.  [Exit. 

Toper.  I  fancy,  we  fhall  drive  Dancing  out  of  your 
Head,  old  Gentleman.  [Exit. 


The  End  of  the  Third  Act. 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Clarinda,  Emilia,  and  Mrs.  Plotwell. 

Clar.  \\J ELL  in  my  Confcience,  the  firft  Sight  of 
VV  you  frighted  me  horribly,  though  I  knew 
your  Plot.  I  vow  you  make  a  fandtified  Figure. 

Plotw.  Might  I  pafs  upon  the  Brethren,  think  you  ? 

Em.  Ay,  and  hold  forth  too,  I’ll  warrant  you,  with¬ 
out  being  difcover’d.  But  is  my  Uncle  fo  hot  upon 
Matrimony,  fay  you  ? 

Plotw.  As  a  Hound  upon  the  Scent,  tho’  he’ll  fhare 
no  more  of  the  Pleafure,  than  the  Dog  of  the  Game  he 
runs  down,  ha,  ha. 

Clar.  I  vow  I  can’t  help  laughing  to  think  what  a 

Trick  we  fhall  put  upon  him, - but  the  duce  on’t  I 

cannot  be  heartily  merry  till  I  fee  the  Event  of  this 
Meeting  ;  I  long  till  the  Colonel  comes. 

Em.  So  do  I  as  much  as  you,  to  upbraid  him  with  his 
T  reachery. 

Enter  Maid  and  whifpers  them. 

In  my  Confcience  he’s  here - fhow  him  into  my 

Chamber,  tell  him  I’ll  wait  on  him  prefently, - N  ow, 

Clarinda ,  you  fhall  go  in  my  Place. 

Clar.  Heavens  !  How  I  tremble.  Oh,  the  perfidious 
Wretch,  fure  he’s  quite  loft  to  Virtue,  that  he  dares  thus 
impudently  venture  into  the  very  Houfe.  Oh  give  me 
Patience,  Heaven,  and  Power  to  back  my  Refolution,  and 
Scorn  enough  to  fhew  my  deep  Refentment.  [Ex.  Clar. 

Plotw.  I’ll  to  the  old  Man,  and  keep  him  in  Difcourfe, 
that  he  mayn’t  interrupt  you.  [Exit. 

Em.  Do  fo, - 1  muff  liflen  a  little  to  hear  what 

Reception  fhe  gives  him.  '[Exit. 

Enter  Colonel  Manly,  folus. 

Manl.  This  Love  makes  Men  the  erranteft  Affes 

in  the  World  ;  what  bluftering  Mars  with  all  his  fleely 
Garniture  of  War  cou’d  never  do,  this  blind  Boy  does 
with  a  feather’d  Reed.  Oh  my  Soul,  I  think  I’m  grown 
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a  Coward,  and  begin  to  fear,  my  Heart  beats  fader  than 
a  raw  Soldier’s  in  his  fird  Engagement,  or  a  longing 
Maid  in  the  Arms  of  a  Man  fhe  likes  when  Opportunity 
creates  her  Fears.  Sure  it  cannot  be  Clarinda. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Ha!  By  Heaven  the  very  Crocodile.  {A fide. 

Clar.  By  all  my  Hopes  of  Happinefs  the  verv  Mon¬ 
ger.  [A fide. 

Manl.  Madam,  you  are  furpriz’d  I  believe,  not  to 
meet  the  Man  you  expeCted ;  I  beg  your  Pardon  for 
this  Difappointment. 

Clar.  Oh  Indignation  !  No,  Sir,  I  have  met  the 
Man  I  expected,  tho’  you  are  difappointed  in  your 
Woman. 

Manl.  What  does  die  mean  ! - Have  you  a 

Stratagem,  Madam,  to  bring  you  off, - come,  I’ll 

help  you  ;  fay,  you  happened  into  this  Room  by 
Chance  ;  and  had  no  Knowledge  of  the  Plot,  ex¬ 
pected  no  Gallant. 

Clar.  Oh  unheard  of  Impudence  !  A  Gallant  !  No 
thou  Monder  of  Ingratitude  ;  have  I  refus’d  all  Man¬ 
kind  for  thee  ?  N  ay,  broke  in  upon  the  Rules  of  my 
Obedience,  that  I  might  keep  my  Faith  inviolate,  and 
am  I  thus  rewarded  ?  Is  it  not  enough  that  you  are 
falfe,  and  that  I  fee  you  fo,  but  you  mud  add  to  your 
Barbarity,  and  throw  a  Scandal  on  my  Fame,  to  hide 
your  bafe  Proceeding.  Marry  thee,  No  !  From  this 
Moment  I  refolve  to  hate,  and  to  put  it  out  of  thy 
Power  ever  to  deceive  me  a  fecond  Time,  I’ll  marry 
indantly.  [Bellmein  peeping. 

Bellm.  I  mud  hear  how  the  Colonel  fucceeds  in  my 
Place. 

Manl.  It  is  enough  I  know  thee  guilty  of  that  very 
Crime  thou  would’d  impofe  on  me ;  know  that  you 
writ  to  my  Friend  to  come  here,  with  whom  you  have 
had  many  private  Conferences,  tho’  I,  Heaven  knows, 
would  not  believe  it,  till  my  Eyes  convinced  me  ;  but 
now  thy  Crimes  are  obvious  to  my  Sight,  and  I  take 
thee  at  thy  Word,  and  from  this  Moment  I’ll  never  fee 
you  more  :  Confufion  on  your  Sex.  {Exit. 

Clar. 
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Clar.  Ha,  his  Friend  !  What  can  he  mean, - fure 

there’s  fome  Miftake  in  this,  yet  I  cannot  call  him  back. 

Enter  Emilia pulling  in  Bellmein. 

Em.  What  have  we  Eaves-droppers ; - Oh  Hea¬ 

vens  !  Why,  was  not  you  with  my  Coufin  ? 

Bellm.  Hey  day !  Why  was  not  you  with  the  Co¬ 
lonel  ? 

Emil.  Why,  are  not  you  the  Colonel  ? 

Bellm.  No  faith,  and  now  I  begin  to  fufpedl  you  are 
not  Clarinda. 

Em.  You  are  in  the  Right  indeed,  I  am  not. 

Clar.  Oh  Heavens,  I’m  undone,  Manly’s  innocent. 

Belhn.  No,  no,  Madam,  I’ll  call  my  Friend  back 

immediately,  he  fhall  beg  Pardon  upon  the  Spot. - 

Why,  what  a  damn’d  Miftake  is  here  ;  faith  he’s  gone, 
but  here’s  an  old  Gentleman  coming  up. 

.  [Goes  to  the  Door  and  retnr?is  quickly. 

Clar.  O  Lord,  my  Father,  I’m  undone  if  he  finds  a 
Man  here  ;  what  fhall  I  do  ?  This  was  your  Projedt 
Emilia. 

Bellm.  Ha  !  ’Zdeath,  Madam,  where  fhall  I  run  ? 
For,  methinks,  I  would  not  do  any  more  Mifchief ; 
what  fhall  I  do  Ladies  ? 

Em.  Ha,  a  lucky  Thought  comes  into  my  Head  ; 
here,  here,  here,  lie  down  upon  this  Mat. 

Bellm.  With  all  my  Heart  :  Pox  on’t,  to  be  thus  put 
to’t  for  nothing.  If  I  had  but  got  a  Maidenhead,  or 
made  a  Cuckold,  it  would  not  have  vex’d  me. 

[Lies  down ,  and  they  rowl  him  up. 

Enter  Careful,  and  timibles  over  the  Mat. 

Emil.  There,  there,  lie  ftill. 

Caref.  A  Pox  on  your  Pride,  we  muft  have  Matts 
with  a  Vengeance,  but  I’ll  turn  over  a  new  Leaf 
with  this  Houfe,  I’ll  warrant  you  ;  I’ll  have  no  Mats, 
but  fuch  as  lie  under  the  Feather-Beds  :  Here  I  might 
have  broke  my  Neck. 


Enter  Toby. 

Sirrah,  remove  that  Mat,  and  do  you  hear,  throw  it 

into 
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into  the  Horfe-Pond ;  I’ll  have  no  more  Mats  in  my 
Ploufe. 

Toby.  Mat,  ’tis  damn’d  heavy ;  come  out  here,  I 
believe  the  Dog  is  got  into  it. 

Clar.  O  Lord  what  (hall  I  do  ?  [Afide. 

[  The  Man  goes  to  take  up  the  A  fat,  and finds  it  heavy, 
diakes  it,  and  out  drops  Bellmein. 

Bell.  The  Horfe-Pond  !  Nay  then,  ’tis  time  to  fhift 
for  myfelf. 

Emil.  Here,  here,  There’s  a  Guinea  for  you  Toby  ; 
bring  him  off  fome  Way  or  other.  [Runs  to  Toby. 

Caref.  Ha,  what  was  that  ? 

Toby.  Bark,  Sir,  bark  ;  only  the  great  Dog,  Sir,  was 
crept  in  the  Mat. 

Bell.  Wough,  wough,  wough,  wough. 

[ Creeps  off  quick. 

Emil.  Rarely  done  ;  expert  a  better  Reward  for  this, 
Toby. 

Caref.  The  Dog  was  it?  I  proteft  I  thought  it 
had  been  a  Thief. 

Toby.  No  Sir,  nothing  elfe.  [Exit  with  the  Mat. 

Caref.  Why,  how  now  ?  Methinks,  you  are  mightily 
prink’d  up.  Mercy  upon  me,  what  a  Bufh  of  Hair  is 
there  furz’d  out  ;  in  my  Confcience,  I  believe  you  have 
got  the  Fore-top  of  fome  beau’s  Wig. 

Emil.  That’s  the  Fafhion  Uncle,  you  wou’d  not  have 
us  drefs  like  my  Quaking  Aunt  that  is  to  be  Ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Caref.  How  now,  Sauce-box  ;  your  Quaking  Aunt, 
quotha. 

Clar.  Sir,  I  hope  you  don’t  defign  to  marry  that 
Thing. 

Caref.  Thing  do  you  call  her  ?  I  cod  you  fhall  marry 
Sir  William  immediately,  or  call  that  Thing  Mother,  I 
can  tell  you  that. 

Clar.  Oh  Heavens,  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Enter  Sir  William  and  Mrs.  Plotwell. 

Caref  Here,  Sir  William,  I  give  her  to  your  Arms  ; 
I’ll  have  my  Coach  harnefs’d,  and  to  Church  this 
Moment. 


Sir 
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Sir  Will.  Madam,  tho’  I  don’t  pretend  to  be  a  Beau, 
yet  I  hope  the  World  will  diftinguifh  the  Difference  be¬ 
tween  a  rough,  unhewn  Soldier,  and  a  polifh’d  Gentle¬ 
man  ;  I  don’t,  in  the  leaft,  hint  at  Manly. 

Clar.  Infipid  Coxcomb.  [. Afide . 

Emil  to  Plot.  For  Heaven’s  Sake  invent  fome  Way  to 
give  her  an  Hour’s  Time  to  confider,  or  fire’s  undone. 

Mrs.  Plot.  Friend,  fhall  I  fpeak  one  Word  with  Thee  ? 

Caref.  Twenty,  if  you  pleafe. 

Plot.  Let  me  advife  thee,  do  not  be  fo  paffionate  with 
thy  Daughter ;  the  little  Difcourfe  I  had  with  her, 
fhew’d  her  to  be  tradlable  ;  if  thou  think’fl  fit,  I’ll  read 
her  t’other  Leffon  upon  her  Duty,  and  I  don’t  doubt  but 
fhe’ll  comply. 

Caref.  With  all  my  Heart ;  for  whatever  thou  fay’d, 
muft  be  for  her  good,  I’m  convinc’d.  Sir  William ,  we’ll 
go  take  a  Glafs  in  the  next  Room  till  the  Bride  be  ready, 
and  then - 

Sir  Will.  And  then,  Madam,  I  fhall  be  the  happiefl 
Man  alive  ;  if  I  would  change  Conditions  with  the  Czar 
of  Mufcovy ,  may  I  be  condemn’d  to  the  Smoak  of  To¬ 
bacco,  and  never  know  the  Pleafure  of  taking  Snuff. 

[Exit. 

Emil.  A  very  Courtly  Wifh  indeed. 

Plot.  Come  don’t  trifle  away  the  Time  I  have  given 
you,  but  write  to  Manly ,  and  beg  him  to  protedl  you, 
and  Refcue  you  from  the  Arms  of  this  Fool. 

Clar.  Oh,  how  can  I  write  to  him  whom  I  have 
abus’d  ? 

Plot.  And  did  he  not  pay  you  in  the  fame  Coin  ! 
Come,  come  this  little  Miflake  rather  ferves  to  increafe 
his  Love  than  diminifh  it,  when  he  finds  you  true,  as 
no  doubt  but  Bellmein  has  told  him  e’er  this,  he’ll  be  glad 
to  accept  the  Conditions.  Come,  come,  write  to  him, 
Toper  is  within,  and  he  fhall  carry  it. 

Clar.  Well,  it  being  my  laft  Shift,  I’ll  follow  your 
Advice.  {Exit. 

Plot.  Ay,  ay,  do  fo,  I’ll  warrant  you  a  Fortune,  and 
the  old  Man’s  Confent  before  I  have  done  with  him. 
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A  Drum  beating  up  for  Volunteers.  Bellmein  croffes  the 
Stage ,  and  a  Serjeant  after  him. 

Serj.  Captain,  Captain. 

Bell.  Ha,  Serjeant. 

Serj.  I  have  got  the  fineft  Volunteer,  a  Beau,  Captain. 

Bell.  A  Beau  !  Nay,  if  the  Beaus  begin  to  lift,  let  the 
French  look  to’t.  Where  is  he,  Serjeant  ? 

Serj.  He’s  coming,  Sir. 

Bell.  I  can’t  ftay  now,  but  I’ll  be  here  in  a  Moment, 
and  I’ll  bring  the  Colonel  with  me. 

Serj.  I’ll  wait  on  your,  Sir.  \jExit. 

Enter  Ogle. 

The  Captain  will  be  here  in  a  Moment,  Sir  ;  but  pray 
Sir,  why  will  you  go  for  a  Soldier,  methinks,  you  might 
get  a  Commiffion  ? 

Ogle.  Becaufe  I  dreamt,  Sir,  I  fhould  be  a  General, - 

and  I  have  a  Mind  to  rife  gradually,  I  hate  jumping  into 
Honour  at  once. 

Serj.  Sir,  I  honour  you  ;  no  Doubt  but  your  Dream 
will  come  true. 

Ogle.  Sir,  I  dreamt  laft  Night  that  I  faw  two  Armies 
join  Battle  ;  and,  methought,  in  the  Scuffle,  my  Brains 
were  knock’d  out,  and  when  I  wak’d,  I  wonder’d  to 
find  myfelf  with  all  my  Limbs  ;  I  ftraight  felt  for  my 
other  Leg,  and  fufpedled  my  Eyes  when  they  inform’d 
me  I  had  both  Hands. 

Serj.  A  very  good  Dream,  and  fignifies  your  Ad¬ 
vancement. 

Ogle.  Nay,  after  that,  I  had  the  ftrangefl  Dream, 
my  Man  found  me  fcaling  my  Curtains  for  a  Fort,  kill¬ 
ing  my  Pillow,  and  entering  Duel  with  my  Breeches. 
Methought,  all  the  Trojan  Faces  in  the  Hangings  were 
turn’d  Frenchmen ,  and  a  Famine  raging  amongft  ’em 
they  refolv’d  to  eat  me  ;  fo  calling  Dice  what  Part  of 
me  to  devour  firft,  the  Lot  fell  upon  my  Head.  Now, 
Sir,  all  thefe  Dreams  I  interpret  quite  contrary,  I  know 
I  fhall  be  a  great  Man. 

Serj.  No  doubt  on’t,  Sir - I’m  afraid  all  this  Fel¬ 

low’s  Courage  lies  in  his  Sleep.  I’m  refolv’d  to  found 
him  a  little.  [ A  fide . 

Ogle. 
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Ogle.  PPythee  Serjeant ,  tell  me,  what  Sort  of  a  Thing 
a  Camp  is  ? 

Serj.  Why  truly.  Sir,  a  Camp  would  be  a  pleafant 
Place,  did  the  Fields  produce  Feather  Beds  ;  or  if  the 
Streams  like  thofe  of  the  Golden  Age,  did  run  pure 
Wine ;  or  if  Camp  Meals  wou’d  every  Twelve  and 

Seven  obferve  due  Hours  ! - But,  Sir,  to  be  half-ftarv’d 

on  fcarce  frefh  green  Sod,  juft  fo  much  Earth,  to  Earth  ; 
and  then  to  live  the  Life  of  Nature  ;  or  as  fome  do  call 
it,  The  Life  of  the  hardy ;  to  quench  one’s  Third  at  the 
next  Spring,  coffin  up  one’s  felf  each  Night  in  Turff, 
and  thence  come  forth,  like  one  of  Cadmus’ s  Soldiers,  fown 
with  Serpents  Teeth,  and  ftart  forth  arm’d  from  a  Furrow, 
is  a  Courfe  of  Life,  I  fear  will  never  fuit  with  your 
Conflitution. 

Ogle.  ’Tis  fomething  hard,  truly,  but  no  Matter,  Pm 
refolv’d. 

Serj.  Oh !  This  is  nothing,  Sir ;  here  comes  on  a 
Troop,  and  your  Honour  can’t  but  lofe  an  Eye  ;  an  En¬ 
gine  there  goes  off,  and  you  will  fhew  yourfelf  a  Coward, 

unlefs  you  lofe  an  Arm - Here  you  are  furrounded,  and 

then  ’twere  bafe  to  bring  more  than  one  Shoulder  off. 

Ogle.  [ Rubbing  his  Shoulder .]  Ha  !  I  don’t  like  it. 

Serj.  Nay,  Sir,  confider  e’er  you  go. - For  ’tis  a 

damn’d  Discredit  to  have  a  Nofe  after  a  Battle,  or  to 
walk  the  Streets  upon  your  own  Legs. 

Ogle.  Humph? - 1  feel  myfelf  already  partly  com¬ 

pos’d  of  Flefh,  partly  of  Wood.  Methinks  I  hang  be¬ 
tween  two  Crutches,  like  a  Man  in  Chains,  toll  by  the 
Wind,  I  don’t  like  this  dicing  into  Reputation. 

Enter  Bellmein  and  Colonel  Manly. 

Ogle.  But  thefe  Men  that  you  raife,  Serjeant,  are  they 
to  go  againft  the  French  or  Spaniards  ? 

Serj.  Why  do  you  afk,  Sir  ? 

Ogle.  Becaufe  I  cannot  in  Honour  draw  my  Sword 
againft  the  French. 

Serj.  How  fo,  pray?  You’re  no  Jacobite ,  I  hope. 

Ogle.  Oh?  Sir,  my  Scruples  are  not  founded  upon 
Religion ;  but  Pll  tell  you,  the  laft  long  Vacation  I  made 

the 
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the  Tour  of  France  and  Lorrain,  where  I  receiv’d  fuch  ex¬ 
traordinary  Marks  of  Civility,  particularly  from  the  Duke 
of  Berry ,  the  Duke  of  Burgundy ,  and  the  Chevalier  de 
St.  George,  and  from  the  Governor  of  Calais,  fuch  ex¬ 
travagant  Obligations  ;  But  above  all  from  the  Gover¬ 
nor’s  Daughter - that  upon  my  Soul,  I  cannot  de- 

fcend  fo  far  from  the  Punctilio’s  of  Honour,  to  go 

againft  ’em  ;  but  againfl  Spain,  I - Ha,  the  Colonel, 

I’m  refolv’d  to  fight  him  however,  Death,  Hell  and 
Furies  :  Draw,  Sir? 

Col.  Draw,  Sir,  For  what,  Sir? 

Ogle.  Sir,  I  fay  Draw  Sir,  or  elfe  refign  all  Preten- 
fions  to  Clarinda. 

Bell.  Why  what  a  Metamorphofis  is  here?  Is  this 
your  Volunteer,  Serjeant? 

Serj.  Yes,  Sir;  but  if  you  had  not  come  as  you  did, 
he  had  been  gone  ;  for  I  found  his  Courage  began  to 
fink. 

Col.  To  Clarinda  !  How  dares  fuch  a  Coxcomb  as 
you  name  Clarinda  ?  [Draws  and  Difarnis  him. ]  Now 
learn  more  Wit,  or  get  more  Courage. 

Ogle.  Courage,  Sir,  Z’death,  Sir,  I’ll  box  with  you 
[- Pulling  off  his  Neckcloth. ]  you  have  got  my  Sword,  but 
no  Matter  for  that,  I’ll  fight  it  out  at  Fills  ;  lofe  a 
Fortune  for  Want  of  fighting,  No  ! 

Col.  I’ll  Box  you,  you  Dog  ;  give  me  the  Cane.  [To 
the  Serjeant .]  Sirrah,  I’ll  make  Mummy  of  your  Bones  ; 
I’ll  make  you  forfwear  fauntering  after  Fortunes,  nay 
you  fhall  not  dare  to  look  towards  the  Houfe  where 
they  live,  or  fo  much  as  think  of  them.  [Beats  him  all 

this  Time 

Ogle.  O  Lord,  Sir,  for  Heaven’s  Sake  ?  Sir,  I’ll  ob- 
ferve  the  Conditions. 

Bell.  Nay  now,  you  are  too  rigid,  I  dare  promife 
for  Mr.  Ogle. 

Ogle.  I  will  indeed  Sir,  only  let  me  think  of  them  ; 
for  who  can  help  thinking,  Sir  ? 

Col.  No;  here  Serjeant,  take  this  Fellow,  and  let 
him  run  the  Gantelope,  I’ll  think  you,  Sirrah. 

Ogle.  Oh  Lord,  Sir  !  fpare  that,  and  I  will  not  think 
of ’em,  upon  my  Faith,  Sir. 


Col. 
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Col.  Nay,  one  Thing  more  you  muft  promife,  which 
is,  to  refume  your  wonted  Cowardice,  and  betake  you 
to  your  Defk  again.  Go,  take  Money  of  the  Men 
you  mean  to  cozen  ;  talk  little,  except  when  you  are 
paid  for’t,  ’tis  an  Antidote  againft  Beating  ;  keep  your 
Hand  from  your  Sword,  and  your  Laundrefs’s  Petticoats, 
and  you’ll  live  at  Peace. 

Ogle.  I  will,  Colonel - Give  me  Wifdom  that  is 

beaten  into  a  Man  ;  for  that  fticks  to  him,  Egad.  I’m 
wifer  than  a  Juftice  of  Peace  :  your  Precepts  are  very 

learned.  Sir,  I’m  your  humble  Servant - Farewell 

Sword,  and  welcome  Tongue  again.  Now  can’t  I  po- 
fitively  tell,  whether  ’tis  beft  to  be  courageous,  or  to 
have  no  Courage  at  all  ;  Beaten  if  I  Fight,  and  Beaten 

if  I  do  not - Now  I  think  I  know  fomething  of  the 

Law,  and  yet  if  the  Queftion  was  put  to  me  I  cou’d  not 
refolve  it  ? 

But  for  my  own  Part ,  Til  lay  Courage  down , 

As  all  Men  do,  when  they  take  up  the  Gown  ; 

Cloak'd  with  the  Law ,  /  may  fecurely  haul, 

And  who  affronts  me  then,  fhall  pay  for  all.  [Exit. 

Bell.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Enter  Toper,  and  gives  the  Colonel  a  Letter. 

Toper.  Ha  !  Colonel,  opportunely  met  ;  I  bring  an  Ex- 
prefs  from  the  Queen  of  Beauty,  her  Orders  are  in  that 
Paper. 

Col.  Ha  !  ’Tis  Clarindd s  Hand — [Reads. ]  I  hope  by 
this  Time,  you  are  fatisfied  of  my  Innocence,  as  I’m  of 
yours  ;  if  not,  I  beg  you  by  all  the  Tyes  of  Honour,  to 
refcue  me  from  this  foolifh  Knight,  to  whom  I  am  this 
Moment  to  be  married,  by  the  rigid  Command  of  my 
barbarous  Father;  and  if  I  don’t  clear  your  Cenfures, 

ufe  me  as  you  pleafe.  Yours,  Clarinda. - Refcue  thee, 

yes,  the  Fool  fhall  quit  all  Pretenfions  to  thee,  unlefs 
this  Arm  deceive  me. 

Bell.  If  it  does,  Boy,  here’s  another  at  thy  Service. — 

Toper.  You  may  feize  her  at  the  End  of  the  Street  as 
fhe  paffes  ;  be  fure  you  marry  her  as  foon  as  you  have 
got  her  ;  let  me  alone  to  bring  her  Fortune  ;  the  Captain 

muft 


1 1 6  The  Beau’s  Duel:  Or, 

mufl  help  our  Plot  forward,  as  foon  as  he  has  help’d  you 
away  with  her. - 

Bell.  With  all  my  Heart,  I  love  Mifchief ;  I  have  a 
plaguy  hankering  Mind  after  this  Coufin  tho’,  e’er  fince 
Manly  told  me  the  has  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds. 

Toper.  The  Yoke  fhould  be  well  lin’d,  or  ’twill  be 
very  uneafy  at  beft. - 

Bell.  Ay,  there  mufl  be  Gold  proportionable  to  the 
Alloy,  or  t’wou’d  not  be  current  Coin,  Ha,  ha. 

Toper.  Ha,  ha,  Well,  I’m  a  good-natur’d  Fellow  now, 
to  fpend  my  Time  in  your  Bufmefs  when  I  have  an  Af- 
fignation  with  one  of  the  prettiefl  Girls  about  Town, 
Faith. 

Bell.  Some  old  o’erworn  Drab,  I’ll  warrant,  call  off 
by  all  the  Beaus  in  Town,  and  now  is  become  a  new 
Face  to  the  Drunkards. 

Toper.  No  Faith,  fhe’s  a  kept  Miftrefs,  the  coils  me 
not  a  Souce. 

Col.  Thou  art  flill  labouring  between  two  Tides, 
Wine  and  Women  :  Wilt  thou  never  take  up  till  thou 
art  confin’d  by  a  Dodtor  to  dry  Diet? 

Toper.  Dry  Diet?  You  don’t  mean  a  Wife,  I  hope  ; 
catch  me  at  that  Meat  and  choke  me  with  it,  that’s  juft 
as  a  Confinement  to  Sea-Bifquit  at  Land  ;  tho’  I’d  do  you 
all  the  Service  I  can,  Colonel,  in  helping- you  to  your 
Miftrefs,  yet  I  can’t  help  lamenting  the*  Lofs  of  a 
Friend. 

Col.  Why,  will  Matrimony  lofe  me  to  my  Friends  ?  I 
fhall  love  them  as  well  as  ever,  I  affure  you. ' 

Toper.  Ay,  but  your  Friends  won’t  care  that  for  you. 
[• Snapping  his  Fingers  l\  for  e’er  the  fecond  Bottle,  you’ll 
be  calling  What’s  to  pay  ?  Your  Wife  won’t  go  to  Bed 
till  you  come  Home  ;  this  makes  Company  uneafy,  and 
what  makes  us  uneafy  decreafes  our  Value  for’t ;  For 
my  Part,  I  had  rather  be  confin’d  to  Sea-Men  in  a 
Storm,  or  the  malicious  Converfation  of  a  Jacobite 
Club,  than  the  Company  of  a  married  Man  ;  for  at 
every  Moufe  flirring  I  fhould  think  the  Comforts  of 
Matrimony  were  coming,  with  all  their  commanding 
Retinue  :  A  Wife  !  Egad,  I’d  rather  want  Wine,  the 
only  Support  of  the  Body. - 


Col. 
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Col.  Well,  you  declare  for  a  Bottle,  I  for  a  Wife, 
which  I  think  the  greater  Pleafure  far. 

Toper.  Where  fhall  we  find  you? 

Col.  At  the  Rofe.  {Exit. 

Toper.  Adieu  ?  Bellmein  fhall  come  to  you  there. 

Let  Fools  be  fetter'd  to  that  Clog ,  a  Wife , 

Whilfl  free ,  I  reap  the  Pleafure  of  my  Life  ; 

And  Heaven  grant  I  may  no  longer  live , 

Than  L  can  tafle  the  Joys  which  Wine  does  give.  [Exit. 

[A  Clafh  of  Swords,  Sir  William  cries  Murder,  Colonel 
and  Clarinda,  Bellmein,  and  Emilia  crofs  the  Stage. 

Col.  Hafle,  my  Faireft,  and  let  us  tye  that  Knot, 
which  nought  but  Death  can  loofe.  {Exit. 

Enter  Careful. 

Caref.  Certainly,  I  heard  Sir  William's  Voice  cry 
Murder. 

Enter  Sir  William. 

What’s  the  Matter,  Sir  William  ?  Where’s  my  Daughter? 

Sir  Will.  Enfeeble  me,  if  I  know  ;  you  had  belt  fend 
after  her  immediately,  or  fhe’ll  be  married  to  Manly , 
who  drew  upon  me  ;  and  if  I  had  not  quitted  her,  he 
had  run  me  quite  thro’  the  Body,  impair  my  Vigour. 

Caref.  This  was  her  Project  of  going  on  Foot,  fhe 
wou’d  not  have  the  Coach  under  Pretence  of  Notice  be¬ 
ing  taken,  forfooth  ;  and  your  Perfuafion  made  me  go 
before  to  get  the  Parfon  ready.  Ods-flefh,  had  I  been 
there,  this  had  not  happened  ;  old  as  I  am,  they  fhou’d 
not  have  efcap’d  fo  eafily.  Z’death  !  Let  a  Man  take 
your  Miftrefs  from  you  !  In  my  Confcience,  young  Fel¬ 
lows  are  fo  rotten  now-a-days,  they  are  afraid  of  every 
Scuffle,  left  they  drop  in  Pieces.  Zounds,  I  cou’d  curfe 
the  Minute  I  got  this  Baftard,  to  think  what  a  Fortune 
fhe  has  loft.  {Afide. 

Sir  Will.  Do  you  take  my  Breeding  to  have  been  at  a 
Bear-Garden,  Sir,  or  in  Bedlam,  to  endanger  my  Life 
for  your  Daughter?  No,  let  her  go,  I’d  marry  an 
A<5lrefs  fooner,  and  have  more  Hopes  of  her  Virtue. 

9  VOL.  I.  .  Caref 
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Caref.  Say  you  fo,  Mr.  Dirty  Crown  ?  Adod,  I  cou’d 
find  in  my  Heart  to  dafh  the  Powder  out  of  your  Whore’s 
Hair  for  you. 

Sir  Will.  Your  Age  protects  you,  Sir.  {Exit. 

Caref.  Well,  if  I  don’t  fit  the  Baggage,  I’m  miflaken, 
Egad.  I’ll  marry  TopeEs  Niece  immediately. 

Enter  Toper. 

Mr.  Toper ,  you  came  luckily ;  I  am  refolv’d  to  marry 
your  Coufin  this  Moment.  Nay,  I’ll  fettle  all  I  have 
upon  her,  I’ll  hamper  my  Daughter,  I’ll  warrant  her. 

Top.  I  came  to  inform  you,  Sir,  that  I  faw  Colonel 
Manly  and  your  Daughter  enter  the  Church  ;  the  Parfon 
met  them  at  the  Door,  and  I’m  much  afraid  they  will  be 
married  before  you  can  get  to  ’em. 

Caref.  Let  her  marry  and  be  pox’t ;  I’ll  not  give  her 
a  Farthing,  I’m  refolv’d.  Let  her  go  a  Soldiering  with 
her  Hufband,  and  carry  his  Knap-fack,  like  a  Trull  as 
fhe  is.  If  there  be  any  Favour  or  Intereft  to  be  had  in 
an  Englifh  Parliament,  I’ll  have  the  Parfon  turn’d  out 
of  his  Place,  for  a  Jacobite,  that  coupled  them. 

Top.  I  have  a  Friend  of  mine  at  the  Rofe ,  juft  come 
from  Oxford',  if  you  pleafe,  Mr.  Careful ,  I’ll  fetch  him, 
and  you  may  be  marry’d  in  your  own  Houfe. 

[Exit  T oper. 

Caref.  With  all  my  Heart.  Adod,  methinks  I’m  brifk 
and  young  again.  This  audacious  Wench - 

My  Blood  boils  high ,  and  all  my  Spirits  move , 

Revenge  gives  Strength  to  Age  as  much  as  Love.  [Exit. 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 


ACT 
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ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 

S  C  E  N  E ,  Careful^  Houfe. 

Careful  leading  in  Mrs.  Plotwell. 

Caref.  \ 'XT  ELL,  my  deareft  Anne,  I  think  myfelf 
VV  the  happieft  Man  alive  fmce  I  efpous’d 
thee  :  I  have  fettled  my  whole  Eflate  upon  thee,  which, 
with  this  Kifs,  I  do  confirm  to  thee  again. 

[ Offers  to  kifs  her. 

Plot.  Pray  forbear,  Sir - 

Caref.  How  Wife  !  refufe  to  kifs  me  ? 

Plot.  Yes,  except  a  fweeter  Air  come  from  you - 

Faugh,  you’ve  turn’d  my  Stomach  ;  I  wonder  you  can 
afk  me,  knowing  your  Lungs  are  perifh’d. 

Caref.  Mercy  upon  me  !  Why  what  have  I  marry’d  ? — 

Plot.  Here,  Where  are  my  Servants  ? 

Enter  a  Maid. 

Run  to  the  Exchange,  fetch  me  a  French  Night-gown, 
and  French  Head,  fet  my  Dreffmg-Table  in  order,  Do 
you  hear  ?  Let  my  Paint,  Powder  and  Patches  be  ready. 

Caref  Oh  Lord !  Oh  Lord  !  Paint,  Powder  and 
Patches  ;  Why  harkee,  Miftrefs,  are  you  not  a  Quaker  ? 

Plot.  No,  Sir,  I  only  made  ufe  of  that  Difguife  to 
catch  you  in,  but  you  have  Money  enough  to  equip  me 
after  the  Fafhion,  and  that  was  the  only  Motive  of  my 
Sandtity. 

Caref.  Oh  !  undone,  undone  ! 

Plot.  Look  you,  Sir,  I  fhall  never  endure  your  Con- 
verfation,  I  muft  have  two  Beds,  two  Chambers,  and 
two  Tables,  it  was  an  Article  of  our  Agreement,  you 

know,  that  I  fhou’d  live  retir’d — : - That  is,  apart, 

Sir. 

Caref.  A  Curfe  on  that  Agreement - but  harkee 

Wife,  you  are  not  in  earned,  fure  ? 

Plot.  In  earned  ?  Why,  do  you  think  I  jeft  with  Age  ? 

Caref.  And  you  won’t  Bed  with  me  ? 


Plot. 
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Plot.  Did  ever  Man  of  your  Hairs  afk  such  Queftions  ? 
I  vow  I  blufh  at  your  Unreafonablenefs. 

Caref.  O  monftrous  ! 

Plot.  Is  it  fit  I  fhou’d  be  bury’d  ?  For  to  bed  with  you 
were  a  diredt  Emblem  of  my  going  to  my  Grave  ! 

Caref.  Mercy  upon  me  !  Where  is  this  Rogue,  this 
Toper  ?  What  damn’d  Succubus  has  he  topt  upon  me  ? 

Plot.  I’ll  have  your  Picture  fet  in  my  Wedding-Ring  ; 
to  put  me  in  Mind  of  Mortality  ;  Do  you  think  I’ll  come 
within  your  Winding  Sheets  ?  For  what  ? 

Caref.  I  am  married. 

Plot.  Pray  why  did  you  marry?  In  my  Confcience, 
you’re  as  youthful  as  a  Coffin,  and  as  hot  as  the  fultry 
Winter  that  froze  over  the  Thames ;  they  fay,  the  hard 
Time  did  begin  from  you.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Caref.  Oh  Heavens  !  I  am  made  the  Curfe  of  all  Man¬ 
kind  !  O  Patience  !  Patience  ! - Harkee,  Miftrefs, 

you  that  have  a  Fever  and  Dog-Days  in  your  Blood  ;  if 
you  knew  this,  why  did  you  marry  me  ? 

Plot.  That  your  experienc’d  Achs,  that  have  felt 
Springs  and  Falls  thefe  forty  Years,  fhou’d  afk  fuch  a 
Oueflion,  as  if  I  could  not  find  Friends  to  fupply  your 
cold  Defedts  :  Do  you  think  a  young  Woman  high  in 
her  Blood - 

Caref.  And  hot  as  Goats  and  Mormofets.  [A fide. 

Plot.  Apt  to  take  Flame  at  any  Temptation. - 

Caref.  And  kindle  at  the  Pidlure  of  a  Man.  \_Afide. 

Plot.  Wou’d  wed  Dull  and  Afhes  unlefs  fhe  were — 

Caref.  Crack’d,  try’d,  or  broken  up,  ha  ! 

Plot.  Right,  Sir  ;  or  lack’d  a  Cloak. 

Caref.  Mifchief  and  Hell ;  Was  there  none  to  make 
your  Cloak  but  me  ? 

Plot.  Not  fo  well  lin’d,  Sir,  Ha,  ha. 

Caref.  Oh  !  You  ftaid  for  a  wealthy  Cuckold,  did 
you  ? 

Plot.  Your  tame*  Bealls  fhould  have  gilded  Horns  ! — 
Befides,  Sir,  I  thought  your  Age  wou’d  wink  at  flolen 
Helps,  if  I  took  Comfort  from  abroad. 

Caref.  Yes,  yes,  You  fhall  have  Comfort - I’ll  de¬ 
liver  Letters  for  you,  or  hold  the  Door  ! - 

Plot.  No,  Sir,  I’ll  not  give  you  that  Trouble,  I’ll 
have  a  Maid  fhall  do  that -  [ Making  a  Czirtefy. 

Caref. 
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Caref.  Oh  Impudence  !  unheard  of  Impudence  ! 

Plot.  But,  Sir,  I  look  your  Coffers  fhou’d  maintain 
me  at  my  Rate. 

Caref.  How’s  that,  pray  ? 

Plot.  Why,  like  a  Lady  :  I  muft  have  you  knighted 

for  I  don’t  like  Miftrefs - My  Lady,  wou’d  found 

better. 

Caref.  Yes — I  fhall  rife  to  Honour.  \Afde. 

Plot.  I  muft  have  fix  Horfes  in  my  Coach,  four  are 
fit  for  thofe  that  have  a  Charge  of  Children,  you  and  I 
fhall  never  have  any. 

Caref.  If  we  have,  all  Middlefex  will  be  their  Fathers — 

Plot.  I’ll  have  four  Footmen,  and  this  Houfe  clear’d 
of  all  this  old  Lumber,  and  new  wainfcotted,  and  lin’d 
with  Looking-Glafs,  have  Cabinets,  Scrutores,  and 
China. 

Caref  Mercy  upon  me — Harkye,  Miftrefs,  you  told 
me  you  lov’d  Retirement,  hated  Vifits,  and  bargain’d 
for  Hours  of  Devotion. 

Plot.  Right,  Sir,  but  what  Woman  fpeaks  Truth  be¬ 
fore  fhe’s  married  ? 

Caref.  Politickly  anfwer’d,  and  like  one  perfect  in  the 
finning  Trade. 

Plot.  Well,  Sir,  don’t  difcompofe  yourfelf,  ’twill  fig- 
nify  nothing  ;  I’ll  in  and  examine  your  Jewels,  chufe 
fome  for  every  Day,  and  fome  for  Mafks  and  Balls. 

[Exit. 

Caref.  The  Devil  go  with  you  :  Oh  that  I  had  my 
Daughter  again  !  Two  Days  more  of  this,  and  I  fhall 
grow  mad,  or  to  redeem  myfelf,  dafh  out  my  Brains. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  PlotweH’s  Lodgings. 

Enter  on  one  Side ,  the  Colonel,  Clarinda,  and  Emilia  ;  on 
the  other  Bellmein  and  Toper. 

Top.  We  have  done  your  Bufmefs,  Colonel ;  Bellmein 
here  has  tack’d  ’em  together. 

Bell.  I  canted  out  the  Form  of  Matrimony  as  gravely 
as  if  I  had  taken  my  Degree  at  Edinburgh. 
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Col.  And  how  does  it  take  ? 

Top.  Oh  !  admirably  well,  I  lilten’d  awhile,  and  found 
lhe  manag’d  it  rarely. 

Clar.  She’ll  drive  my  Father  out  of  his  Wits. 

Top.  Well,  Captain,  you’ll  obferve  what  I  told  you  ; 
I’ll  follow  you  with  another  Project,  I  warrant  you,  will 
give  the  old  Fellow  enough  of  Matrimony.  Colonel, 
do  you  be  ready  when  I  call  to  come  in,  do  you  hear  ? 
I  fancy  they  are  in  fuch  Confufion  that  it  would  be  no 
hard  Matter  for  all  of  you  to  get  into  the  Houfe  unfeen. 

Clar.  We’ll  endeavour  it. 

Bell.  But  harkye,  Madam,  there’s  fomething  more  to 
be  faid  before  you  and  I  part,  Have  you  the  Confcience 
to  let  your  Friend  launch  into  the  Sea  of  Matrimony 
alone  ? 

Emil.  To  chufe,  Sir  ;  for  if  the  Voyage  prove  dan¬ 
gerous,  one  at  a  Time  is  enough  to  be  loft. 

Clar.  Would  you  have  her  furrender  upon  the  firfl 
Summons,  Captain?  You  mult  expedt  fome  fatigue  in 
Love,  as  well  as  War;  the  little  Difquiet  of  Hopes  and 
Fears  do  but  enhance  the  Value  of  a  Miftrefs,  when 
gain’d  !  Soldiers  and  Knight-Errants  fhou’d  court  Dan¬ 
ger,  and  defpife  an  Enterprize  that  had  no  Difficulty 
in  it. 

Bell.  Ay,  Madam,  if  I  had  but  the  Hopes  of  a  Car- 
naval  after  this  Lent,  ’twould  be  a  fufficient  Recom- 
penfe  ;  but  Expectation  and  Uncertainty  is  the  worft 
Food  in  the  World  for  a  Fellow  of  my  Conftitution. 

Col.  Come,  Madam,  be  generous  ;  you  cannot  have 
an  honefter  Fellow,  I’ll  fay  that  for  him. 

Bell.  Lookye  there,  Madam,  he’ll  vouch  for  me,  if 
you  don’t  think  my  own  Word  fufficient. 

Emil.  I  fhall  trull  no  Body’s  Judgment  but  my  own, 
and  that  tells  me  you  are  too  much  a  Libertine  for  a 
Hufband ;  why,  you  have  not  the  leaft  Refemblance  of 
a  Lover. 

Bell.  No  Refemblance  !  Why  I’m  a  perfedt  Skeleton, 
do  but  fee  how  pale  and  wan  I  look  !  my  Taylor  fhall 
fwear  I  am  fall’n  away  fix  Inches  in  the  Waift,  fince  this 
Day  Sevennight  ;  and  if  thefe  be  no  Signs  of  being  in 
Love,  the  Devil’s  in’t. 
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Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Emil.  Very  violent  Symptoms,  truly. - Have  you 

any  more  of  them,  Sir  ? 

Bell.  A  Thoufand  ;  do  but  feel  here  the  Palpitation 
of  my  Heart,  the  Irregularity  of  my  Pulfe,  the  Emotion 

of  my  Brain - In  fhort,  my  whole  Frame’s  difor- 

der’d  ;  and  without  immediate  Help,  I’m  a  dead  Man — 
I’m  quite  out  of  Breath,  I  hope  fhe  won’t  put  me  to  the 
Expence  of  any  more  Lyes  ;  for  certainly  I  have  told 
enow  to  deferve  any  one  Woman  in  Chrijlendom. 

[Afide. 

Emil.  Poor  Gentleman  ;  Well !  if  your  Didemper  con¬ 
tinues,  I’ll  confult  my  Pillow  for  a  Remedy. 

Bell.  Take  me  with  you  to  that  Study,  Madam,  the 
Sight  of  me  there  will  very  much  improve  your  Under- 
(landing.  [- Embracing  her. 

Col.  Come,  I  hope  to  fee  thee  bled  as  I  am - 

And  now,  my  Faired,  my  whole  dudy  Ihall  be  to  make 
you  happy.  [  To  Clarinda. 

Bell.  Well,  Madam,  you  had  as  good  give  me  my 
Anfwer. 

Emil.  Not  till  I  fee  the  Event  of  your  Plot  upon  my 
Uncle.  [Exit. 

Top.  Come,  come,  fhe’s  thine,  Boy. 

For  tho ’  at  firjt  the  Sex  our  Suit  deny , 

Prefs  ’em  but  Home  and  they  will  all  comply. 


SCENE,  Careful’s  Houfe. 

Careful  folus. 

Caref.  Mercy  upon  me  !  What  fhall  I  do  ? - Well, 

thou’rt  right  enough  ferv’d,  old  Boy - Eh - Pox  of 

thy  old  doating  Head.  [Beats  his  Head.]  Thou  mud 

marry  for  Revenge,  mud  thou - 1  am  reveng’d  with 

a  Witnefs. - 

Enter  Bellmein. 

Bell.  Sir,  your  Servant,  I  come,  Sir,  to  do  you  a 
Piece  of  Service,  if  it  be  not  too  late  ;  I  heard  jud  now, 
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that  one  Toper  had  lodg’d  a  Woman,  under  Pretence  of 
a  Coufin  in  your  Houfe. 

Caref  Oh  Heavens  !  Pm  become  the  Town-Talk  al¬ 
ready - Well,  Sir,  and  what  then  ? 

Bell.  She’s  a  common  Strumpet,  Sir. 

Caref.  How,  Sir  ?  Have  a  Care  what  you  fay. 

Bell.  I’ll  prove  it,  Sir ;  fhe’s  of  known  Practice,  the 

Cloaths  the  wears  are  but  her  Quarters  Sins - She 

has  no  Lining  but  what  fhe  firft  offends  for. 

Caref.  Oh  !  I  fweat,  I  fweat. 

Bell.  Sir,  fhe  has  known  Men  of  all  Nations,  and 
lain  by  two  Parts  of  the  Map,  Africa  and  America. 

Caref  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh. 

Bell.  What  ails  you,  Sir  ;  are  you  not  well  ? 

Caref.  Oh  undone,  undone,  I  am  married,  Sir  ! 

Bell.  Nay  then,  Heaven  help  you — Why  wou’d  you 
trull  Toper ,  the  debauchedeft  Fellow  in  Town;  fhe  was 
once  his  Miltrefs  ;  Money  falling  Ihort,  I  fuppofe,  he 
has  topt  her  upon  you,  and  is  to  be  maintain’d  out  of 
your  Bags. 

Caref  Oh,  I  have  fettled  all  I  have  in  the  World 
upon  her  !  That  damn’d  Rafcal.  Oh,  that  I  could  fee 
him  ftretch  d  upon  a  Rack  now,  I’d  give  a  thoufand 
Pounds  for  every  Stretch  that  fhou’d  but  fhow  him  Hell, 
and  then  lecal  his  fleeting  Soul,  and  give  him  Strength 
to  endure  his  Torment  often.  I’d  have  him  as  long  a 
dying  as  a  chop’d  Eel. 

Enter  two  Footmen  bearing  in  a  Frame  of  a  Picture  with  a 

Curtain  before  it. 

What  have  we  here  ? 

Footm.  My  Lady  has  fent  your  Wife  a  Prefent,  Sir. 
Caref.  Who  is  your  Lady  ? 

Footm.  My  Lady  Manlove. 

Caref.  Pray  what  is  it  ? 

Footm.  A  Pi6lure  for  her  Bed  chamber,  Sir. 

Caref.  For  her  Bed  chamber?  There  are  but  one  Sort 

of  Pictures  will  pleafe  my  Wife  there - Pray  draw 

back  the  Curtain. 

Footm.  My  Lady  charg’d  that  none  fhou’d  fee  it  but 
your  Wife,  Sir. 

Caref. 
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Caref.  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ;  but  I  will  fee  it.  [Draws  the 
Curtain  and  Toper  comes  out  of  the  Frame  l\  Hell  !  and 
Damnation  !  Are  you  there,  Bawd,  Pander,  Sirrah  ? 
HI  cut  your  Ears  off.  [Draws,  Bellmein  holds  him. 

Bell.  Hold,  Sir,  I  mull  prevent  your  running  into  fur¬ 
ther  Mifchief ;  if  you  kill  him  the  Law  purfues  you. 

Caref.  The  Law?  who  wou’d  fcruple  hanging  to  be 
reveng’d  on  fuch  a  Dog - Sirrah,  you  are  a  Villain. — 

Top.  Sir,  you  are  rude,  and  fhou’d  be  beaten  ;  can’t  a 
Man  come  in  private,  on  Bufmefs  to  your  Wife,  but  you 
muft  be  inquifitive - 

Enter  Mrs.  Plotwell. 

Caref.  Why  this  is  beyond  Example  ;  Why  do  you 
hold  me,  Sir  ?  Z’death,  I  fhall  be  cuckolded  before  my 
Face. 

Top.  Ho  !  Are  you  come  !  I  thought  your  Hufband, 
to  keep  you  chafte,  had  fet  a  Guard  of  Eunuchs  over 
you,  or  fhut  you  up  in  a  Room,  where  no  male  Bead  is 
pidluPd  ;  for  I  find  he  is  as  jealous  already  as  an  Italian. 

Plot.  I  wonder,  Sir,  who  licens’d  you  to  pry,  or  fpy 
out  my  Friends  that  come  to  me  in  private  ;  it  wou’d  be 
more  to  your  Reputation  to  truft  to  my  Management, 
than  to  be  peeping  ;  but  it  fhows  your  unbred  Curiofity, 
which  I  fhall  correct. 

Caref  Zounds  !  This  is  beyond  the  Suffering  of  a 

Saint ;  let  me  go  and  I’ll  flit  her  Nofe - Thou  Woman 

double  flampt. 

Plot.  You’ll  dare  to  break  up  Letters  fhortly,  and  ex¬ 
amine  my  Taylor  when  he  brings  home  my  Gown,  left 
there  be  a  Man  in’t.  I’ll  have  you  to  know,  Sir,  I’ll 
have  whom  I  pleafe,  and  in  what  Difguife  I  pleafe,  and 
not  have  your  Eyes,  fo  faucy,  to  peep,  as  if  by  Preven¬ 
tion,  you  meant  to  kill  a  Bafilifk. 

Caref  Mercy  on  me  !  I  fhall  lofe  my  Underftand- 
ing. 

Plot.  Coufm  Toper ,  I’ll  fetch  you  the  hundred  Pound 
immediately.  [Exit. 

Caref.  A  hundred  Pound  !  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

Bell.  I  vow,  Sir,  I  am  very  much  concern’d  at  your 
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Misfortune  ;  if  I  was  in  your  Place,  I’d  take  my  Daugh¬ 
ter  Home  ;  the  Colonel  is  a  Man  of  Honour,  and  will 
at  leaft  fecure  you  from  fuch  Affronts  as  thefe. 

Caref.  Ah  poor  Girl !  But  I  have  not  a  Farthing  to 
give  her - This  damn’d  Woman  has  got  all. 

Bell.  Suppofe,  I  contrive  a  Way  to  null  your  Mar¬ 
riage,  wou’d  you  forgive  your  Daughter  ? 

Caref.  With  all  my  Soul. 

Toper.  What  wou’d  you  give  for  fuch  a  Project,  ha  ? 

Caref.  As  much  as  I’d  give  to  fee  you  hang’d - 

Which  is  all  I  am  worth - 

Toper.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  well,  you  wou’d  forgive  me  too, 
wou’d  you  not  ? 

Caref.  Ay,  tho’  thou  hadft  murder’d  my  Father,  and 
debauch’d  my  Mother. 

Toper.  Say  you  fo,  Sir — Well,  I’ll  be  with  you  in  an 
Inflant.  [Exit. 

Caref.  But  which  Way  will  you  do  it,  Sir  ? 

Bell.  Why  you  have  not  confummated  yet,  have  you  ? 

Caref.  No,  thank  Heaven. 

Bell.  Well  then,  take  you  no  Care  ;  you’ll  give  your 
Daughter  the  fame  Fortune  you  defign’d  for  the  Fop 
Knight  ? 

Caref.  Ay,  that  I  will,  and  50 ol.  more. 

Bell.  Come,  in  Lovers  ;  the  Scene’s  chang’d. 

Enter  Colonel ,  Clarinda,  Emilia  and  Toper. 

Col.  Your  Bleffmg,  Sir.  -  [Kneels. 

Clar.  And  with  it  your  Pardon. 

Caref.  You  have  it,  provided  I  get  unmarried  again. 

Bell.  We’ll  now  call  for  your  Lady ;  Oh,  here  fhe 
comes. 

Enter  Mrs.  Plotwell. 

Caref.  Zounds,  I  tremble  at  the  Sight  of  her. 

Plot.  You  fhan’t  need,  Sir  ;  for  my  Fury  is  over  : 

I  wifhyou  Joy,  Madam,  and  Sir,  I  here  refign  you  up 
your  Settlement  again.  [Gives  him  Papers. 

Caref  How’s  this  ?  Ha,  pray  unfold  this  Myftery. 

Toper.  Why,  Sir,  this  is  Mrs.  Plotwell ,  your  Neigh¬ 
bour,  who  only  put  on  this  Difguife  to  be  ferviceable  to 

your 
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your  Daughter. - This  honeft  Gentleman  here,  was 

the  Parfon  that  coupled  you. 

Bell.  Now,  Sir,  I  think,  I  have  kept  my  Word  with 
you. 

Caref.  Very  well. 

Plot.  Why,  truly,  Sir,  being  loth  to  fee  this  young 
Lady  thrown  away  upon  a  Fool,  when  fhe  had  the 
Profpedt  of  fuch  a  worthy  Match  as  Colonel  Manly ,  I 
undertook  to  reduce  you  to  your  Reafon,  and  I  don’t 
doubt  but  you’ll  own  I  have  done  you  a  Piece  of  Service, 
in  forcing  you  to  exclude  a  Blockhead  out  of  your  Fa¬ 
mily,  and  in  his  Stead  receive  a  Man  of  Senfe  and 
Honour. 

Col.  ’Tis  now,  Madam,  my  Turn  to  pay  my  Acknow¬ 
ledgments  for  this  unexpected  Goodnefs  ;  inftrucft  me, 
pray,  which  Way  I  may  be  grateful. 

Plot.  If  I  have  done  Good,  it  rewards  itfelf ;  and  if 
Mr.  Careful  pleafes  to  pardon  the  Frolic,  I  fhall  be 
over-paid. 

Caref.  With  all  my  Heart,  V  faith,  the  Frolic  was  a 
pretty  Frolic - ; — Now  ’tis  over. 

Enter  Sir  William  Mode. 

Sir  Will.  I  heard  you  was  married,  Mr.  Careful ,  I 
wifh  you  Joy. 

Caref.  You  are  miftaken,  Sir  William ,  ’tis  my  Daugh¬ 
ter  that  is  married. 

Sir  Will.  Ha,  the  Colonel  married  to  my  Miflrefs  ? 

\Afide. 

Clar.  Sir  William  I  defire  all  Quarrels  between  you  and 
I  may  be  cancel’d. 

Col.  Pray  include  me  in  that  Treaty  too,  Sir  William. 

Caref  Here  has  been  ftrange  juggling,  Sir  William, 
I  have  been  trick’d  out  of  my  Confent,  I  hope  you’ll 
pardon  me  too. 

Sir  Will.  I’m  in  fuch  Confufion,  that  I  know  not  what 
to  fay,  but  I  mull  fhew  ’em  that  my  Soul’s  above  an 
Affront,  and  that  nothing  can  diforder  the  Serenity  of 
my  Temper.  [Afde.]  Ay,  we  are  all  Friends,  Gentle¬ 
men,  and  I  forgive  the  Lady  too,  for  fhe  has  done  more 
honeftly  by  me  than  moll  Women  wou’d,  fhe  has  mar- 
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ried  the  Man  fhe  lik’d,  tho’  tis  the  Fafhion  to  take  the 
rich  Hufband  they  don’t  like,  and  make  a  Friend  of 
the  Man  they  do. 

Om.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Will.  One  Thing  I  defire  you’d  make  clear  to  me, 
Madam,  which  is,  Why  did  you  give  me  Encouragement 
by  your  Woman  ? 

Clar.  I  give  you  Encouragement  by  my  Woman  ! 
What  do  you  mean  ? 

Maid.  I  beg  your  Pardon,  Madam,  his  Gold  prevail’d 
upon  me,  and  I  thought  what  I  faid  would  fignify  no¬ 
thing  ;  I  hope  you  will  forgive  me. 

Clar.  Never  :  Out  of  my  Doors,  I  fuppofe  thro’  your 

Management,  Ogle  was  fo  familiar  with  me  too - 

Out  of  my  Sight.  \Exit  Maid. 

Col.  Indeed,  my  Dear,  I  cannot  intercede  in  her  Be¬ 
half,  fmce  thro’  her  Means  my  firft  Sufpicion  came,  that 
made  us  both  uneafy  ;  but  as  to  Ogle ,  I  sufficiently  re¬ 
veng’d  your  Quarrel ;  for  I’ll  engage  he  never  fets  up 
for  a  Beau  again. 

Sir  Will.  Confound  your  whole  Sex,  you’re  all  not 
worth  a  Gentleman’s  Anger  ;  I’ll  to  my  Lodgings,  and 
fend  for  the  Mufic,  and  think  no  more  of  you  nor  Ma¬ 
trimony  ;  if  I  do,  I’ll  give  ’em  leave  to  ram  me  into 
an  Hautboy  and  blow  me  out  at  the  Holes  ;  impair  my 
Vigour.  [Exit. 

Om.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bell.  Well,  Madam,  what  fay  you  ?  Have  you  a  Mind 
to  fee  me  fwing  to  Elizium  in  my  Garters,  and  hear  me 
fung  about  in  a  Ballad  to  a  doleful  new  Tune,  call’d, 

The  Gentleman’s  Farewell  to  his  unkind  Lady - Or 

will  you  take  Pity  on  me  ? 

Emil.  Well,  Sir,  to  prevent  fuch  fad  Difafters,  I  don’t 
care  if  I  give  you  my  Hand ;  and  as  you  deferve,  my 
Heart  ffiall  follow. 

Bell.  Ay,  give  me  but  the  Body,  and  I’ll  warrant  you 
I’ll  get  the  reft. 

Caref.  Hey  Day  !  What  a  Wedding  chopt  up  there 
too  !  Well,  I  never  ffiall  believe  common  Report  again, 
That  all  Women  are  Jacobites ,  fmce  I  find  them  fo  ready 
towards  the  Soldier’s  Service  to  the  Nation  with  their 
Perfons  and  Fortunes. 
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Emil.  I  wifh  every  brave  Man  was  rewarded  according 
to  his  Merit,  I’m  certain  Captain  Bellmein  deferves  more 
than  I  can  give  him. 

Bell.  Don’t- compliment  your  Hufband,  Madam,  you 
don’t  know  half  my  Deferts  yet. 

Caref.  Brave  Boys,  brave  Boys. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here’s  the  Mufic  without  come  to  congra¬ 
tulate  your  Marriage. 

Caref.  Bid  ’em  come  in,  we’ll  have  a  Dance. 

[ Here  a  Dance. 

Toper.  Well,  Gentlemen,  I  wifh  you  Joy,  if  there  can 
be  any  fuch  Thing  in  a  Wife  ;  but  for  my  Part,  it  fhall 
always  be  my  Maxim  not  to  part  with  my  Liberty,  till 
I  can’t  help  it ;  What  Bird  would  be  confin’d  in  a  Cage, 
when  it  can  fkip  from  Tree  to  Tree?  Colonel,  I’ll  come 
and  take  a  Bottle  with  you  by  and  by.  {Exit. 

Clar.  Madam,  you  deferve  our  beft  Thanks  for  this 
exemplary  Piece  of  Juftice  ;  and,  be  affured,  you  have 
laid  an  eternal  Obligation  on  me. 

Plot.  I  am  pleas’d  that  I  have  done  you  Service,  and 
henceforth  fhall  devote  myfelf  to  Virtue,  and  I  hope 
Heaven  will  pardon  the  Follies  of  my  pafl  Life. 

Col.  Blefi  in  my  Love ,  I  envy  no  Man’s  Fate , 

Content  alone  is  the  true  happy  State. 

Plot.  Virtue,  thou  fhining  Jewel  of  my  Sex - 

Thou  precious  Thing,  that  none  knows  how  to  value  as 
they  ought,  while  they  enjoy  it,  but  like  fpendthrift 
Heirs,  when  they  have  wafted  all  their  Store,  wou’d 
give  the  World  they  cou’d  retrieve  their  loft  Eftate  : 
Therefore  beware,  you  happy  Maids,  how  you  liften  to 
the  deluding  Tongues  of  Men,  ’tis  only  they  have 
Power  to  betray  you. 

Oh  happy  fhe ,  that  can  fecurely  fay 

Folly  be  gone ,  I  have  no  Mind  to  Play. 

My  Fame  is  Clear ,  I  have  not  Jhm’d  to-day. 

G  5 


THE 


■» 


THE 

GAMESTER: 

A 

COM  E  D  Y. 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


MEN. 

Sir  Thomas  Valere,  Father  to  Valere 
the  Gamefler. 

Dorante,  his  Brother ,  in  Love  with' 
Angelica. 

Young  Valere,  a  Gentleman  much  in 
Love  with  Angelica. 

Mr.  Lovewell,  in  Love  with  Lady j 
Wealthy.  j 

Marquis  of  Hazard,  a  fuppofed  French  ] 
Marquis.  r 

Hedtor,  Valet  to  Valere. 

Mr.  Galoon,  a  Taylor. 

Count  Cogdie,  } 

J ft  Gentleman ,  l  Three  Gamejlers. 

2 d  Gentleman.  ) 

Box  Keeper. 


■Mr.  Freeman. 
Mr.  Corey. 

Mr.  Verbruggen. 
Mr.  Betterton. 

Mr.  Fieldhoufe. 

Mr.  Pack. 

Mr.  Smeaton. 
Mr.  Dickins. 

Mr.  Weller. 

Mr.  Knap. 

Mr.  Francis  Lee. 


WOMEN. 

Lady  Wealthy,  a  very  vain,  coquettijh  ] 

Widow,  very  rich,  Sifter  to  An-  [  Mrs.  Barry, 
gelica.  .  j 

Angelica,  iyi  Love  with  Valere.  Mrs. Bracegirdle. 

Betty,  Woman  to  the  Lady  Wealthy.  Mrs.  Parfons. 
Favourite,  Woman  to  Angelica.  Mrs.  Hunt. 

Mrs  Security,  one  that  lends  Money\ M  w 
upon  Pawns.  ^  J-yirs .  wains. 

Mrs.  Topknot,  a  Milliner.  Mrs.  Fieldhoufe. 


THE 


THE 


GAMESTER. 


ACT  I. 

The  Curtain  draws  up ,  and  dif covers  Heftor  in  an  Elbow- 
Chair,  juft  waking ,  yawning. 

He  dor. 

LESS  me  !  ’Tis  broad  Day-light  ;  Who  the 
Devil  would  ferve  a  Gamester  !  His  a 
curfed  Life,  this  that  I  lead.  O,  my  dear 
Bed,  how  feldom  do  I  vifit  thee  !  When  fhall 
I  be  lapt  in  the  F old  of  thy  Embraces,  and 
my  Thanks?  I,  that  could  enjoy  thee  Four  and 
Twenty  Hours  together,  am  grown  a  perfect  Stranger  to 
thy  Charms.  O  !  My  precious  Mafter  !  Now,  Ten  to  one, 
will  he  come  Home  with  an  empty  Pocket ;  and  then  will 
he  be  confoundedly  out  of  Humour  ;  Then  fhan’t  I  dare 
afk  him  for  any  Dinner.  Thus  am  I  robb’d  of  the  two 
chiefeft  Pleafures  of  my  Life,  Eating  and  Sleeping. 

Enter  Mrs.  Favourite. 

Fav.  Good-morrow,  Monfieur  Heftor  :  Where  is  your 
fweet  Mafter  ? 

Heft.  Afleep. 

Fav.  I  mull  fee  him. 

vol.  i.  Heft. 
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Heft.  My  Matter  fees  no  body  when  he’s  atteep. 

Fav.  I  mutt  fpeak  with  him. 

Hect.  Indeed,  fweet  Mrs.  Favourite ,  but  you  cannot. 

Fav.  P’fhaw,  I  tell  you  I  mutt,  and  will  fpeak  with 
him. 

Hect.  With  who  Child? 

Fav.  With  who  ?  Why  with  Valere. 

Hect.  Heark’e,  would  you  fpeak  with  my  Matter  in 
propria  Perfona ,  or  with  his  Pidlure  ? 

Fav.  Leave  Fooling,  for  I  come  not  upon  fo  merry 
a  Meffage  as  you  imagine. 

Hect.  Why  then,  to  be  ferious,  my  Matter  is  not  come 
in  ;  He’s  a  Man  of  Buttnefs,  Child,  and  negledls  his 
Eafe  to  follow  that. 

Fav.  Yes,  yes,  I  guefs  the  Buttnefs  ;  he  is  at  fhaking 
his  Elbows  over  a  Table,  faying  his  Prayers  backwards, 
courting  the  Dice  like  a  Miftrefs,  and  curling  them  when 
he  is  difappointed.  Between  you  and  I,  Angelica  knows 
his  Extravagance  ;  and  finding  he  breaks  all  the  Oaths 
he  made  againtt  Play,  refolves  to  fee  him  no  more. 

Hect.  If  he  has  loft  his  Money,  this  News  will  break 
his  Heart. 

Fav.  Tell  him,  that  I  fay  he  has  deceiv’d  more  Wo¬ 
men  than  he  has  played  Games  at  Hazard  ;  and - 

Hect.  You  fay  —  Ay,  I  find  Dor  ante,  my  Matter’s 
Uncle,  has  given  you  a  retaining  Fee  :  What  fhould  fhe 
do  with  that  old  F ellow  ? 

Fav.  Oh  !  He’s  a  Lover  ripe  with  Difcretion. 

Hect.  Ay,  but  Women  generally  love  green  Fruit  beft  : 
befides,  my  Matter’s  handfome. 

Fav.  He  handfome  !  Behold  his  Pitfture  juft  as  he’ll 
appear  this  Morning,  with  Arms  acrofs,  down-caft 
Eyes,  no  Powder  in  his  Perriwig,  a  Steenkirk  tuck’d  in 
to  hide  the  Dirt,  Sword-knot  .untied,  no  Gloves,  and 
Hands  and  Face  as  dirty  as  a  Tinker.  This  is  the  very 
Figure  of  your  beautiful  Matter. 

Hect.  The  Jade  has  hit  it. 

Fav.  And  Pocket  as  empty  as  a  Capuchin ’s. 

Hect.  Hold,  hold,  this  is  Spite,  mere  Spite  and  burn¬ 
ing  Envy. 

Fav.  Ay,  ’tis  no  Matter  for  that  ;  I’ll  take  Care  he 
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fhan’t  deceive  my  Miftrefs  :  For  fhe  that  marries  a 
Gamefter  that  plays  upon  the  Square,  as  the  Fool  your 
Mailer  does,  can  expebt  nothing  but  an  Alms-Houfe  for 
a  Jointure.  Once  more  I  tell  you,  that  Dorante  has  both 
Reafon  and  Favourite  of  his  Side. 

Hect.  And  we  have  Love  on  our  Side ;  and  Love 
never  fails  to  conquer  Reafon:  For  your  Part,  you  are 
like  the  Swi/s,  take  any  fide  for  Pay. 

Fav.  Is  not  Valere  afham’d,  the  only  Son  of  fuch  a 
Family,  to  leave  his  Father’s  Houfe,  and  fneak  up  and 
down  in  Lodgings. 

Hect .  You’re  miftaken,  Mrs.  Favourite ;  he  did  not 
leave  his  Father’s  Houfe  :  But  his  Father,  who  is  as 
obllinate  as  the  Devil,  and  as  ill-natur’d  as  a  Dutchman , 
turn’d  him  out. 

Fav .  He  was  a  dutiful  Child  in  the  mean  Time.  Well, 
you  may  take  my  Word,  he  will  ‘have  fmall  Welcome  at 
our  Houfe  :  I  fhall  let. my  Lady  know  he  is  a  Gaming  ; 
fo  fweet  Mr.  Hector ,  adieu.  {Exit. 

Hect.  Farewell,  Mrs.  Fripery  ;  I  am  glad  I  know  my 
Matter’s  Enemy  however.  Ho  !  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Valere,  in  D  if  order. 

Val.  Sirrah,  what’s  a  Clock  ? 

Hect.  It  is — in  Troth,  Sir,  I  have  been  up  fo  long, 
I  have  forgot. 

Val.  Away,  I  api  weary  of  your  Fooleries.  My 
Night  Gown,  quick,  quick.  The  Devil,  the  Devil. 

Hect.  Ah !  I  find  where  about  he  is,  he  fwears  be¬ 
tween  his  Teeth. 

Val.  So  hey  !  What,  muft  I  wait  all  Day?  My  Gown 
here  !  [Valere  Jlill  walks  about ,  and  Hebtor /till 

following  him  with  the  Gown. ] 

Hect.  ’Tis  ready,  Sir. 

Val.  What  a  Dog  am  I  ?  I  know  I  have  no  luck, 
yet  can’t  forbear  playing.  Oh,  Fortune,  Fortune!  But 
why  do  I  exclaim  againfl  her?  I’ll  be  even  with  her 
I  warrant  her,  fhe  has  made  me  lofe,  but  I  defy  her  to 
make  me  pay,  for  the  Devil  a  Soufe  have  I. 

Hect.  Sir,  Sir,  pleafe  to  put  on  your  Gown,  Sir. 

Val. 
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Val.  Get  you  to  Bed,  you  Dog,  and  don’t  trouble 
me. 

Hect.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir.  [ Exit . 

[V alere  Jits  down  i?i  the  A  rrdd-  Chair. 

Val.  I  think  I  am  fleepy.  Death  !  ’Tis  impoffible  to 
deep  :  \Rifesl\  For  I  can  no  fooner  fhut  my  Eyes,  but 
methinks  my  evil  Genius  flings  Am’s  Ace  before  me. 
Why,  Hector ,  Sirrah  ;  that  Rogue  fleeps  happy  :  Why, 
Hector. 

Hect.  Sir - \_From  the  Bottom  of  the  Stage  unbutton' d. 

Val.  Sir — you  Sot,  are  you  never  tir’d  with  fleeping  ? 

Hect.  Tir’d — Why,  Sir,  I  han’t  had  Time  to  unbutton 
my  Coat  yet. 

Val.  Was  any  Body  here  to  afk  for  me  ? 

Hect.  Yes,  Sir,  Here  was  your  Mufic  Mailer,  and  your 
Dancing-Mailer. 

Val.  Ay,  they  want  their  Quarterage,  I  fuppofe. 

Hect.  They’ll  call  again,  Sir. 

Val.  Then  I’m  not  at  home,  Sir. 

Hect.  Oh  !  I  know  that  Sir.  But,  Sir,  here  was  a 
kind  of  a  —  kind  of  a  lhabby-look’d  Fellow  —  He  faid 
his  Name  was  Cogdie  :  He’ll  call  again  too. 

Val.  I  know  him  not.  None  elfe? 

Hect.  Yes,  Sir,  a  Back-Friend  of  yours.  Sir,  may  I 
be  fo  bold  as  to  alk  you  one  Ouellion  ?  Do  you  love 
the  charming  Angelica? 

Val.  Love  her  !  I  adore  her  ! 

Hect.  Ah  !  That’s  an  ill  Sign.  Now  do  I  know  he 
has  not  a  Penny  in  his  Pocket.  Ah,  Sir,  your  Fob,  like 
a  Barometer,  fhews  the  Temper  of  your  Heart,  as  that 
does  the  Weather. 

Val.  Don’t  you  imagine,'  whatever  Pafflon  I  have  for 
Play,  that- 1  have  Power  to  forget  that  amiable  Creature  ! 

Hect.  Ah,  Sir,  but  if  that  amiable  Creature  fhould 
have  banilh’d  you - 

Val.  Impoffible  ! 

Hect.  Talk  not  of  Impofflbilities,  good  Sir,  for  pert 
Mrs.  Favourite  is  juft  gone  ;  who,  I  find,  hates  you,  and 
fwears  her  Lady  has  declared  for  your  Uncle.  Ah, 
Sir — what  the  fays  is  not  altogether  falfe  ;  [. Shaking  his 
Head ]  for  notwithllanding  you  have  fworn  heartily  to 

Angelica 
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Angelica  never  to  play  again,  you  do  throw  away  a 
merry  Main  ;  or  fee,  Sir - 

Val.  Ceafe  your  Impertinence  ;  I  give  you  Leave  to 
jeft  upon  my  Loffes,  but  my  Miftrefs  touches  my  Heart, 
Sirrah. 

Heft.  [Afidei]  Ah  !  Love’s  Fever  is  always  higheft 
when  the  Cafh  is  at  an  Ebb.  But,  Sir,  be  not  caft  down, 
I  have  heard  them  fay,  a  new  Paffion  is  the  only  Thing 
to  cure  an  old  one.  There’s  the  charming  Widow  of 
my  Lord  Wealthy ,  her  Sifter,  richer  than  Angelica — Ah, 
Sir  !  Had  you  but  made  your  Addreffes  there. 

Val.  There  !  fhe  is  the  only  Woman  I  would  avoid. 
She’s  a  Coquet  of  the  firft  Rate  ;  addreffes  all,  and  cares 
for  none.  How  did  fhe  tyrannize  over  my  Friend  Love- 
well  before  fhe  married  my  Lord,  tho’  he  is  a  Gentle¬ 
man  without  Exception  ?  and  now  (he’s  playing  the 
fame  Game  over  again  ;  for  the  good-natur’d  Fellow  is 
in  Love  ftill. 

Heft.  Truly,  Sir,  I  believe  the  French  Marquis  will 
carry  it. 

Val.  No,  he  is  too  much  of  her  Temper.  Heark ! 
Who’s  there  ? 

Heft.  A  Dun,  I  warrant. 

Val.  I  am  not  within,  Sirrah. 

Heft.  Oh,  Sir!  Your  Father. 

Val.  Ah  !  That’s  worfe  ;  now  will  he  rail  as  heartily 
againft  Gaming ,  as  the  Fanaticks  againft  Plays. 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Valere. 

Sir  Tho.  What,  what  are  you  up  ?  This  is  not  a 
Gamefter’s  Hour ;  or  have  you  not  been  in  Bed  all 
Night  ?  That’s  moft  likely. 

Hefl.  [Ayide.]  He’s  the  Devil  of  a  Gueffer.  Indeed 
my  M after  keeps  as  early  Hours  as  any  Man,  I’ll  fay 
that  for  him. 

Sir  Tho.  Hold  your  Tongue,  Sirrah,  or  I  fhall  break 
your  Head  ;  your  Freedom  will  not  pafs  on  me. 

Hefl.  Your  moft  humble  Servant,  Sir  ;  I’ve  done, 
Sir,  I’ve  done. 

Sir  Tho.  I  am  come  to  make  the  laft  Trial  of  you, 
Sir.  Your  Courfe  of  Life  is  fo  very  fcandalous,  that 

unlefs 
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unlefs  I  fee  a  fpeedy  and  fincere  Reformation,  I  have 
refolv’d  to  difmherit  you  ;  then  try  if  what  has  ruin’d 
you,  will  maintain  you  :  But,  do  you  hear,  quit  the 
Name  of  your  Anceftors,  who  never  yet  produc’d  fuch 
a  Profligate.  The  Eftate  has  not  been  referved  fo  long 
in  the  Family  to  be  thrown  away  at  Hazard. 

Heft.  Short  and  pithy  :  We  are  in  a  hopeful  Way. 

\Afide. 

Val.  Sir,  I  have  been  revolving  in  my  Mind  all  my 
Adis  of  Folly,  and  am  afham’d  that  I  harbour’d  them 
fo  long,  and  now  am  arm’d  with  manly  Refolutions  ; 
forgive  my  pall  Faults,  and  try  my  future  Conduft. 

Sir  Tho.  If  I  could  believe  thee  real,  my  Joys  would 
be  compleat. 

Heft.  Ah  !  I  fmoak  the  Deflgn  ;  a  little  Money  is 
wanting.  {A fide. 

V 2I.  My  cruel  Uncle,  who  never  was  a  Friend  to  you, 
now  endeavours  to  fupplant  me  in  Angelica's  Heart  ; 
you  know  I  live  but  in  her. 

Sir  Tho.  I  know  your  Love,  and  the  only  Thing  I 
like  in  you  :  She’s  a  virtuous  Lady,  and  her  Fortune’s 
large  ;  ’tis  bafe,  and  molt  unfit  my  Brother’s  Years,  to 
become  your  Rival. 

Heft.  Ah,  Sir,  if  mv  M after  lofes  her,  I  dare  fwear  it 
will  break  his  Heart.  In  my  Confcience,  I  believe  it  is 
Love  keeps  him  awake,  and  puts  Gaming  into  his 
Head. 

Sir  Tho.  Well,  Son,  if  you  obtain  her,  I’ll  forgive 
your  Fault,  and  pay  your  Debts  once  more. 

Val.  Sir,  I  don’t  doubt  it ;  but  I’m  a  little  out  of 
Money  at  prefent. 

Heft.  Humph  ! 

Val.  Money,  Sir,  is  an  Ingredient  abfolutely  neceffary 
in  a  Lover :  A  Hundred  Guineas  would  accomplifh  my 
Deflgn. 

Heft.  As  I  guefs’d. 

Sir  Tho.  At  your  old  Trick  again — No,  no;  I  have 
been  too  often  cozen’d  with  your  fair  Promifes. 

Val.  Try  me  this  Time  ;  lend  me  but  Fifty. 

Sir  Tho.  No. 

Val.  Twenty. 


Sir 
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Sir  Tho.  No. 

Val.  Ten. 

Sir  Tho.  No. 

Heft.  Hard-hearted  Jew.  [AJlde. 

Val.  Five,  Sir  ;  for  I  can’t  go  without  fome  Money. 

Sir  Tho.  Not  a  Soufe  from  me. 

Hedl.  One,  Sir  ;  that  we  may  dine  :  for  I  am  fure 
my  Matter  has  not  a  Groat,  by  his  Humility. 

Sir  Tho.  No;  if  you  are  hungry,  go  fling  a  merry 
Main  for  your  Dinner. 

He£l.  Ah,  Sir,  I  never  was  fo  well  bred  :  Befide's,  I 
hate  trufling  to  Chance  for  my  Food. 

Sir  Tho.  I  admire  you  have  liv’d  fo  long  with  your 
Matter  then.  Look  ye,  Valere,  get  you  to  Angelica  ;  out 
with  your  Uncle,  and  you  fhan’t  want  Money.  In  the 
mean  Time,  Sirrah,  do  you  get  me  a  Lift  of  his  Debts. 

Held.  Yes,  Sir — There’s  fome  Hopes  I  may  come  in 
for  my  Wages.  [AJlde. 

Val.  Sir,  I  obey  you  in  every  Thing - and  fly  to 

Angelica.  Hearkye,  Rafcal,  get  me  fome  Money,  or 
I  will  cut  your  Ears  off.  [AJlde  to  Hedtor.]  [Exit. 

Held.  Money  !  Mercy  on  me  ;  where  fhall  I  get  it  ? 
Well,  I  think  I  am  bewitch’d  to  him.  [Exit. 

Sir  Tho.  If  I  can  but  reclaim  my  Child,  and  match 
him  to  Angelica ,  I  fhall  date  the  happieft  Part  of  my 
Life  from  this  Moment. 

Enter  Cogdie. 

Cog.  Sir,  your  mott  humble  Servant  ;  is  not  your 
N  ame  Valere  ? 

Sir  Tho.  It  is,  Sir. 

Cog.  I  come  to  offer  you  my  beft  Service. 

Sir  Tho.  In  what,  pray  Sir  ? 

Cog.  Sir,  I  am  Matler  of  all  Sorts  of  Games,  and 
live  by  that  noble  Art.  My  Name  is  Cogdie ,  call’d  by 
fome  Count  Cogdie. 

Sir  Tho.  He  takes  me  for  my  Son?  I’ll  humour  it, 
and  hear  what  the  Rogue  has  to  fay.  [AJlde.]  Well, 
Sir,  what  then  ? 

Cog.  Hearing  of  your  ill  Fortune  at  Play,  I  came,  out 
of  pure  Generofity,  to  teach  you  the  Management  of 
the  Die. 
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Sir  Tho.  The  Management  of  the  Die ;  Why,  is 
that  to  be  Taught  ? 

Cog.  O  !  Ay,  Sir;  to  learn  to  cog  a  Die  nicely, ‘re¬ 
quires  as  good  a  Genius  as  the  Study  of  the  Mathema¬ 
tics.  Now,  Sir,  here  is  your  true  Dice,  a  Man  feldom 
gets  any  Thing  by  them  :  Here  is  your  falfe,  Sir, 
hey,  how  they  run.  Now,  Sir,  thofe  we  generally 
call  Doctors. 

Sir  Tho.  The  Confumption  rather.  Mercy  upon  me  ! 
What  is  our  World  come  to  !  [Afcde. 

Cog.  Come,  throw  a  Main,  Sir,  then  IT1  inftrudl 
you  how  to  nick  it ;  he  is  very  dull.  I  tell  you,  Sir, 
w/  in  this  Age,  ’tis  neceffary  that  Children  learn  to  play 
before  they  learn  to  read. 

Sir  Tho.  I  tell  you,  Sir,  that  I  am  amaz’d  the  Go¬ 
vernment  never  preferred  you  to  the  Pillory  for  your 
wonderous  Skill. 

Cog.  I  find  his  ill  Fortune  has  put  him  horribly  out  of 
Humour  :  I  fay  again,  that  learning  to  play  is  of  more 
Ufe,  than  Fa,  La,  Mi,  Sol,  or  cutting  a  Caper. 

Sir  1  ho.  1 11  T a,  La,  Caper,  you  Dog  ;  know  I  am 
his  I  ather,  and  hate  Gaming,  and  all  fuch  Rafcals  as 
you  are.  But  day,  I’ll  pay  you  your  Wages  for  the 
Care  you  took  of  my  Son. 

Cog.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant,  Sir,  not  a  Penny,  Sir. 

Sir  Tho.  No,  Sir,  a  Cane. 

Cog.  Not  in  the  lead,  Sir  :  I,  I,  I,  would  not  give 
>  ou  the  Trouble  by  no  Means,  Sir.  What  a  Sot  was  I, 
to  midake  the  Father  for  the  Son.  S^Kxit  running. 

Enter  Hedtor  running. 

Hect.  O,  Sir  !  Undone  !  Undone  !  Undone  ! 

Sir  Tho.  Undone  !  when  wert  thou  otherwife  ? 

Hect.  Ah,  Sir,  bupmy  Mader,  my  Mader — 

Sir  Tho.  What  of  him  ?  Surely  he  was  given  me  for 
a  Curfe. 

Hect.  Ah,  Sir  !  As  my  Mader  was  jud  depping  into 
Angelica’s  Lodging,  fo  nicely  dred  ;  his  Wig,  I  believe, 

X  had  a  Pound  of  Hair,  and  Two  Pound  of  Powder  in  it  ; 
he  look  d  fo  pretty,  that  had  fhe  but  feen  him,  fhe  mud 
have  lov’d  him,  tho’  her  Heart  had  been  made  of  Brafs  : 
But  jud  as  he  was  depping  in - 
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Sir  Tho.  She  ordered  her  Footman  to  fhut  the  Door 
upon  him,  I  fuppofe,  hearing  of  his  continued  Extrava¬ 
gance. 

Hect.  No,  no,  Sir,  worfe  than  that ;  a  flovenly  filthy 
Fellow  whipt  his  Sword  from  his  Side,  whilft  another, 
as  bluff  as  a  Midnight  Conflable,  flapt  him  on  the  Back 
with  an  Adtion  of  Forty  Pounds. 

Sir.  Tho.  Ha  !  And  did  Angelica  fee  it  ? 

Hect.  No,  no,  Sir,  we  being  cunning,  wheedled  ’em 
to  the  Tavern  ;  and  ;tis  but  giving  ’em  a  lufly  Bottle, 
Sir,  and  I  warrant  we  get  it  off  for  ten  Guineas. 

Sir  Tho.  How’s  this,  an  Adtion  of  Forty  Pounds  got 
off  for  Ten  Guineas  ?  I  fufpedt  a  Trick — Come,  fhew 
me  the  Way  to  this  Tavern. 

Hect.  What  fhall  I  do  now?  Sir,  I,  I,  I  came  in  fuch 
Hafte  that  I  never  thought  to  look  up  at  the  Sign. 

Sir  Tho.  Then  you  are  likely  to  carry  the  Money, 
Sirrah  ;  Sirrah,  this  Sham  won’t  take  ;  the  next  Time, 
Rafcal,  lay  your  Lies  clofer,  Rogue.  [Slaps  him.\  [Exit. 

Hect.  Ah  Hector ,  Hector!  Thou  art  no  good  Plotter. 
Well,  I  draw  this  Comfort  from  it,  however,  I  fhall 
never  dread  the  Gallows  for  Plotting. 

Enter  Valere. 

Val.  Well,  I  have  over-heard  all ;  I  thought  what 
your  Projedls  would  come  to. 

Hect.  Why,  Sir,  the  wifeft  Men  fometimes  fail ;  and 
you  muft  own,  that  I  ftudy  as  hard  as  a  ftarving  Poet 
for  your  Intereft  :  But  if  my  Plots,  like  their  Poetry, 
mifcarry,  ’tis  no  Fault  of  mine. 

Val.  You’ll  ftill  be  witty  out  of  Seafon  ;  but  pr’ythee 
what’s  to  be  done  now  ? 

Hect.  Oh,  Sir  !  Yonder  goes  Mrs.  Security ,  who  lent 
you  once  a  Hundred  Guineas  upon  your  Diamond  Ring 
that  you  loft  at  Play. 

Val.  I  remember  I  gave  her  Fifty  for  the  Ufe  of  it  : 
But,  however,  call  her  in  this  Extremity,  and  bring  up  a 
Bottle  of  Sack  with  you.  [Exit  Hedtor.]  Now  for  the 
Art  of  Perfuafion  to  fqueeze  this  old  Spunge  of  fifty 
Guineas,  that  may  make  me  Mafter  of  a  thoufand  before 
Night. 
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Enter  Heiftor  and  Mrs.  Security. 

V  al.  Mrs.  Security ,  good  morrow. 

Mrs.  Sec.  Mr.  V ilere,  your  very  humble  Servant. 

Vat.  A  Chair  there,  quickly.  Mrs.  Security ,  let  us 
renew  our  old  Acquaintance,  and  cement  it  with  a 
Glafs  of  Sack. 

Mrs.  Sec.  Oh,  dear  Mr.  Valere!  I  never  drink  in 
a  Morning. 

c.\Yah not  a  Glafs  of  Sack?  -Come,  Hector, 
nil.  My  Service  to  you. 

Mrs.  Sec.  Pray,  young  Man,  give  me  but  a  little. 

Val.  Fill  it  up,  I  fay. 

Mrs.  Sec.  Oh  !  dear  Sir  !  Your  Health.  [j Drinks  half. 

Val.  What,  my  Health  by  Halves?  Pll  not  bait  you  a 
Drop.  J 

Mrs.  Sec.  Well,  I  profefs  it  will  be  too  ftrong;  for 
me.  & 

l  al.  Hector ,  does  not  Mrs.  Security  look  very  hand- 
fome  ? 

Meet.  Truly  Sir,  I  think  lhe  grows  younger  and 
younger. 

Mrs.  Sec.. Away,  you  make  me  blufh, 

Hect.  Ah  !  She'll  have  another  Hufband,  I  fee  bv 
thofe  Roguifh  Eyes.  y 

Mi  s.  Sec.  Fie,  fie,  Mr.  Hector ;  thefe  Eyes  have  done 
nothing  but  wept  fince  my  good  Hufband,  Zekiel  Security, 
died  ;  and  the  more  becaufe  he  died  fuddenly.  [  Weeps. 

Hect.  Suddenly  !  Good  lack  !  Good  lack !  It  e’en 
makes  me  weep  to  think  on’t. 

Mrs.  Sec.  He  died  in  his  Vocation  juft  fealing-  a 
Bond. 

Val.  Ah  !  Would  thou  wert  with  him,  fo  I  had  a  little 
of  thy  Money.  [Afde.]  Hector,  fill  t’other  Glafs  to  Mrs. 
Security  to  wafh  away  Sorrow. 

Mrs.  Sec.  O,  dear  Sir,  I  thank  you  for  your  Civility  ; 
and  you  fhall  find  me  always  ready  to  ferve  you. 

Val.  I  do  believe  you  Mrs.  Security ,  and  have  Occafion 
to  try  your  Kindnefs. 

H ect.  Ay,  my  Mafter  pitch’d  upon  you. 

Sec. 
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Sec.  He  knows  he  may  command  me. 

Val.  I  would  borrow  fifty  Guineas,  Mrs.  Security , 
which  fhall  be  repaid — 

Sec.  I  don’t  doubt  it,  Sir,  in  the  leafl ;  for  you  know 
my  Way — A  Pledge — If  it  be  not  quite  double  the  Va¬ 
lue,  I  won’t  hand  with  a  Friend  :  and  it  fhall  be  as  fafe 
as  my  Eyes,  that  I  affure  you. 

Val.  Humph ! 

Heel.  Ah,  Duce  on’t,  here’s  the  Sack  loft. 

Sec.  You  had  your  Ring  again,  Mr.  Valere:  And  I 
hope  you  don’t  mihruft  me  now. 

Val.  Mihruft  you  ?  No,  no,  Madam.  Hector ,  fetch 
Mrs.  Security  a  pledge. 

Hect.  A  Pledge,  Sir  ?  Blefs  me  !  What  does  he  mean 
now  ?  A  Pen  and  Ink,  Sir? 

Val.  Ay,  ay,  Mrs.  Security  fhall  have  my  Note. 

Hect.  As  good  as  any  Pledge  in  England. 

Sec.  It  may  be  fo — But  I  promifed  good  Zekiel  to  be 
wary  of  the  Money  he  left  me  :  Yea,  and  I  will  be  very 
wary. 

Hect.  And  very  wicked— 

Val.  Refufe  my  Note  !  I  fcorn  your  Money. 

Hect.  I’d  have  you  to  know,  my  Maher’s  Note  is  as 
good  as  a  Banker’s  —  fometimes,  when  the  Dice  run  * 
well.  \AJide. 

Sec.  Nay,  if  you  are  angry  for  my  fair  Dealing,  good 
morrow  to  you. 

Hect.  O,  Impudence  !  She  calls  Cent,  per  Cent,  fair 
Dealing — Go  thy  Ways,  but  take  my  Curfe  along  with 
thee.  May  fome  Town-Sharper  perfuade  that  fandtify’d 
Face  into  Matrimony,  and  in  one  Night  empty  all  thy 
Bags  at  Hazard. 

Sec.  Your  Wifhes  hurt  not  me,  ill-manner’d  Fellow. 
I’d  have  you  to  know,  if  I  would  marry  again,  I  could 
have  a— 

Val.  Nay,  nay,  Mihrefs,  if  we  muh  have  none  of 
your  Money, ffet’s  have  none  of  your  Impertinence. 

Hect.  Be  gone,  be  gpne,  Woman,  be  gone. 

"J  '  •  \PuJJies  her  off. 

Val.  Oh  !  Deep  Reflection— would  I  could  avoid  thee  : 
To  become  the  Scoff  of  mercenary  Wretches — And  thro’ 

my 
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my  own  Mifmanagement,  reduc’d  to  bafe  Neceffity. 
Oh,  Angelica/  I’ll  call  a  real  Penitent  beneath  thy 
Feet. 

And  if  o?ice  more  thy  Pardon  I  obtain , 

Love  in  my  Heart  Jhall  the  foie  Monarch  reign. 

The  End  of  the  First  Act. 


ACT  II. 

Enter  Angelica  and  Favourite. 

Ang.  A  FTER  all  his  folemn  Promifes  to  quit  that 
fcandalous  Vice,  when  he  can  hold  my  Love 
upon  no  other  Terms,  does  he  Hill  purfue  that  certain 
Ruin  to  his  Fame  and  Fortune  ?  But  I  refolve  to  banifh 
him  my  Heart,  which  he  has  juflly  loll  by  his  perfidious 
Dealing.  I  feel,  I  feel  my  Liberty  return  ;  and  I  charge 
thee,  Favourite ,  fpeak  of  him  no  more. 

Fav.  No,  no,  Madam,  fear  not  me;  I  hate  him  for 
your  Sake,  Madam  :  \Vas  he  like  his  Uncle ;  there’s 
the  Man  for  my  Money. 

Ang.  Becaufe  you  have  a  large  Share  of  his,  I  fup- 
pofe  :  Old  Men  mull  bribe  high.  Name  neither  to  me, 
I  hate  Mankind.  \Exit  Favourite. 

Enter  Lady  Wealthy. 

L.  W eal.  Well  faid,  Sifter  ;  I  hate  Mankind  too,  and 
yet  the  Fellows  will  follow  me  ;  but  who  is  the  man  that 
has  put  you  out  of  Conceit  with  the  whole  Sex  ?  Valere  ? 

Ang.  The  fame ;  no  other  had  ever  Power  to  fhock 

my  Ouiet - Nor  fhall  he;  for  this  Moment  I’ll  ’raze 

him  from  my  Thoughts. 

L.  Weal.  If  fhe  holds  her  Refolution,  I  am  happy. 
[Ajide.]  That  Talk  may  prove  more  difficult  than  you 
imagine,  Siller.  Come,  come,  this  is  a  Flight  of  fudden 
Paffion,  that  would  fall  upon  the  Sight  of  Valere. 
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Aug.  You  miftake,  Sifter,  my  refentment  is  grounded 
upon  Reafon. 

L.  'Weal.  I  know  he  has  given  you  Caufe  enough  : 
But  Love  is  blind  ;  had  a  Man  ufed  me  fo,  I  Ihould  have 
fufpedled  his  Reality  fooner. 

A  fig.  Why,  do  you  think  he  loves  me  not  ? 

L.  Weal.  It  looks  with  fuch  a  Face — 

A ng.  Why  then  did  he  take  pains  to  be  reconcil’d  ? 

L.  Weal.  Gallantry,  mere  Gallantry;  and  fhe  that 
cannot  diftinguifh,  often  miftakes  it  for  a  real  Amour. 
Ah,  Angelica  /  You  are  but  a  Novice  yet,  and  don’t 
underhand  the  Beau-Monde.  A  Woman  fhould  always  ] 
fpeak  more  than  fhe  thinks,  and  think  more  than  fhe 
writes,  or  fhe’ll  ne’er  be  upon  the  Square  with  Men. 

Ang.  I  fhall  neither  write  nor  fpeak  to  any  of  ’em 
for  the  future,  I  affure  you. 

L.  Weal.  And  do  you  pofitively  think  you  could  refill 
Valere ,  if  he  fhould  come  in  this  Minute  ? 

Ang.  I  do,  pofitively. 

L.  Weal.  What,  in  his  moll  moving  Air?  For  you 
know  he  is  Mailer  of  a  falfe  infmuating  Tongue  :  Should 
he,  I  fay,  throw  himfelf  at  your  Feet  in  a  Tone  of 
Tragedy;  cry,  Forgive  me,  Angelica,' or  kill  me  if  you 
pleafe  ;  I’ll  not  oppofe  the  Blow,  nor  ftrive  to  fave  my 
Life  by  one  poor  Word— i I  love  you,  and  only  you  : 
Does  not  your  Soul  tell  you  fo  in  my  Behalf?  Will  you 
not  anfwer  me  ?  Then,  rifing  from  his  Knees,  Will  then, 
fays  he,  Nothing  but  my  Death  wipe  out  my  Faul^' 
Give  it  me  then,  cruel  Fair  ;  for  now  to  live  is  Pain. 
If  I  have  loft  you,  I  have  loft  all  that’s  worth  my 
Care.  .Then  offers  to  draw  his  Sword  ;  at  Sight  of 
which  you  are  melted  into  Pity,  and  once  again  be¬ 
tray’d.  Is  not  this  true,  Angelica  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ang.  I  confefs  I  have  too  often  been  deceiv’d — but  now 
he  fhall  find  I  am  upon  my  Guard — and  were  he  the  only 
one  remaining  of  his  Sex,  I  would  not — if  I  know  my 
Heart — marry  him. 

L.  Weal.  I’m  pleas’d  to  hear  your  Refolution  ;  and 
doubly  pleas’d  to  find  you  Miftrefs  of  your  Paffion —  \ 
’Tis'a  Point  of  Wifdom  to  cafhier  fuch  Follies  as  blind 
our  Senfe,  and  make  our  Judgment  err. 

H  A  ng. 
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Ang.  ’Tis  very  true. 

L.  Weal.  Believe  me  Sifter — I  had  rather  fee  you 
married  to  Age,  Avarice,  or  a  Fool — than  to  Valere , — 
for  can  there  be  a  greater  Misfortune  than  to  marry  a 
Gamefter  ? 

Ang.  I  know  ’tis  the  high  Road  to  Beggary. 

L.  Weal.  And  your  Fortune  being  all  ready  Money 
will  be  thrown  off  with  Expedition — Were  it  as  mine  is 
indeed — But  are  you  fure  your  Heart  is  difengaged  ? 

Ang.  Why,  do  you  doubt  it? 

L.  Weal.  I  have  a  Reafon,  Sifter,  that  when  you 
have  fatisfy’d  me  you  fhall  know. 

Ang.  Then  be  fatisfy’d — I  will  never  fee  him  more 
—Now  the  Secret. 

L.  Weal.  Why,  then  know  I  love  him. 

Ang.  How  !  You  ! 

L.  Weal.  Yes,  I  ;  where’s  the  Wonder? 

Ang.  You  that  advis’d  againft  the  Gamefter. 

L.  Weal.  That  was  for  your  Good,  Sifter - Our 

Circumftances  are  different— My  Eftate’s  intail’d  enough 
to  fupply  his  Riots,  and  why  fhould  I  not  beftow  it 
upon  the  Man  I  like  ? 

Ang.  What  in  that  Mourning  Weed  refolv’d  on  Ma¬ 
trimony,  and  is  your  Lord  forgot  already— Did  I  take 
fuch  Pains  in  rubbing  your  Temples,  whilft  Favourite 
TPPly’d  the  Harts-horn  to  your  Nofe,  when  the  fainting 
Fits  came  thicker  and  thicker,  and  was  it  all  but  Af¬ 
fectation — And  does  your  dead  Hufband’s  Picture,  that 
dangles  at  your  Watch  there,  ferve  only  to  put  you  in 
Mind  of  another  ? 

L.  W eal.  And  where’s  the  Crime — I  lov’d  him  li¬ 
ving  as  much  as  any  Wife,  or  rather  more  ;  and  did 
what  Decency  required  when  he  died — But  being  free, 
I’m  free  to  chufe. 

Ang.  Then  who  fo  fit  as  Lovewell  for  your  Choice, 
whofe  honourable  Love  has  long  purfu’d  you. 

L.  Weal.  You  are  not  to  direCt  my  Inclination. 

Ang.  Nor  you  mine — Favourite ,  \Enter  Favourite,]  if 
Valere  comes,  I  will  fee  him — That  Good  you  have 
done,  Sifter. 
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Exeunt  Ang.  and  F av. 


Fav.  See  him,  Madam  ! 

Ang.  Yes,  Impertinence.  j 

L.  Weal.  Ay,  fee  him  if  thou  wilt,  but  to  little  Pur¬ 
pose—  I  doubt  not  his  Return,  when  once  he  finds  En¬ 
couragement,  ’tis  his  Awe  has  kept  him  filent,  not  that 
I  care  much  for  him  neither  ;  but  it  is  the  greateft  MorA 
tification  in  Nature  to  fee  a  handfome  Fellow  make1 
Love  to  another  before  one’s  Face.  [Enter  Footman. 

Footm.  Madam,  the  Marquis  of  Hazard  to  wait  on 
your  Honour. 

L.  Weal.  Pugh,  that  Fool.  [Enter  Marquis. 

Marq.  Hey,  let  my  three  Footmen  wait  with  my 
Chair  there— the  Rafcals  have  come  fuch  a  high  Trot — 

they’ve  jolted  me  worfe  than  a  Hackney  Coach - 

and  I’m  in  as  much  Diforder — as  if  I  had  not  been 
drefs’d  to  Day — Pardon  me,  Madam,  I  took  the  Liberty 
to  adjuft  myfelf,  e’er  I  approach’d  you. 

L.  Weal.  You  are  the  exadt  Mode  of  Drefs — but 
Monfieur  Marquifs,  methinks  you  are  grown  perfect  in 
our  Tongue. 

Marq.  The  Value  I  have  for  the  Englifh  Ladies,  made 

me  take  particular  Pains  in  the  Study - Duce  on’t,  I 

fhall  ‘be  difcover’d,  if  I  forget  my  French  Tone — Ah, 
Madam ,  Vo  us  parlezFrancois  mieux  queje  parle  I’Anglots. 

L.  Weal.  Ah,  Point  de  tout  Monfieur. 

Marq.  But  there’s  no  Language  like  the  Eyes ,  Ma¬ 
dam — and  Yours  would  fet  the  World  on  Fire. 

L.  Weal.  O,  Gallant. 


Marquis  fmgs  to  the  Widow. 

TN  vain  You  fable  Weeds  put  on, 

-*■  Clouds  ca?mot  long  eclipfe  the  Sun  ; 
Nature  has  plac’d  you  in  a  Sphere, 

To  give  us  Day-light  all  the  Year  ; 

’ Tis  well  for  thofe 
Of  Cupid’s  Foes, 

That  your  Beauties  thus  fhrouded  lie  ; 

For  when  that  Night 
Puts  on  the  Light, 

What  Crouds  of  martyr’d  Slaves  will  die  / 
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Sings  to  the  Gamejler ,  when  he  has  won  Money. 


TfAIR  Celia,  Jhe  is  nice  and  coy, 

.  While  Jhe  hold  the  lucky  Lure  ; 
Her  Repartees  are  Pijh  and  Fie, 
And  you  in  vain  purfue  her. 


Stay  but  till  her  Hand  is  out, 

And  Jhe  become  your  Debtor, 

Addrefs  her  then,  and  without  Doubt, 

Yoiill J 'peed  a  great  deal  better. 

It  is  the  only  Way 
When  Jhe  has  lojl  at  Play , 

To  purchafe  the  courted  Favour , 

Forgive  her  the  Score, 

A  nd  offer  her  more, 

Fll  lay  my  Life  you  have  her. 

Marq.  I  had  like  to  have  fought  laft  Night,  for  Af- 
ferting  your  Prerogative  of  Beauty. 

L.  Weal.  With  whom  pray  ? 

Marq.  With  Valere,  whofe  continual  Toafl  was  your 
Siller  :  I  mull  confefs  it  has  given  me  a  paffionate  Defire 
of  feeing  her,  that  I  may  hereafter  with  greater  Affu- 
rance  maintain  your  Caufe. 

L.  Weal.  What  would  the  Fellow  have  me  introduce 
him — My  Caufe  don’t  want  your  Sword. 

Marq.  She’s  jealous  already  ;  if  my  Footmen  obferve 
my  Orders,  fhe’ll  fecure  me  here  for  Fear  of  lofmg  the 
Prize.  [Afde. 

L.  Weal.  This  Fool’s  doubly  my  Averfion - now 

he  has  nam’d  my  Siller.  Would  I  were  rid  of  him. 

Marq.  Has  your  Ladyfhip  play’d  at  Court  this  Winter  ? 

L.  Weal.  In  my  Weeds  ? 

Marq.  I  alk  your  Pardon,  Madam,  but  that  Beauty 
and  Gaiety  nothing  can  eclipfe.  Who  can  look'  on  you, 
and  mind  your  Drefs  ? 

L.  Weal.  That’s  well  enough  expreft — But  nothing 
that  he  fays  can  pleafe  me  now. 

Enter 
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Enter  Footman,  and  gives  a  Letter. 

Footm.  A  Footman  in  Green,  Monfieur,  waits  for  an 
Anfvver.  [ Exit  Footman. 

Marq.  Is  this  a  Time?  Let  him  wait  at  the  Chocolate- 

Houfe  at  St.  J 'anted s  an  Hour  hence - Oh,  Madam, 

did  you  know  how  I  languifh  for  you  ! 

L.  Weal.  When  did  I  give  you  Leave  to  make  a 

Declaration  of  your  Love - Monfieur - pray,  read 

your  Letter,  and  give  the  Lady  an  Anfwer. 

Marq.  I  confefs  it  comes  from  a  Lady - but  if - 

Enter  another  Footman. 

Footin.  My  Lady  Gamewell  has  fent  three  Times  for 
you,  and  will  not  begin  to  play  till  you  come. 

Marq.  Allez  Vous  en  Coquin - Let  her  day. 

[Exit  Footman. 

L.  Weal.  Infolence  !  what  does  the  Fellow  mean  ? 

^  Marq .  Mis  the  greated  Fatigue  in  Nature  to  hold  a 

Correfpondence  with  Impertinence - but  your  Lady- 

fhip  is  the  Reverfe  of — 

Enter  another  Footman. 

Foot.  Sir,  the  Lady  Amorous  begs  the  Honour  of  your 
Company  this  Minute  ;  Sir  Credulous  is  jud  gone  out  of 
Town. 

•  Marq.  Le  diable  femporte — out  of  my  Sight — Am  I  not 
engag’d ! 

L.  Weal.  Engag’d!  Upon  my  Word  you  are  not — 
What  Houfe  is  the  Place  you  appoint  to  receive  your 
Afdgnations  in - 

Marq.  No,  upon  my  Honour,  Madam - but  I  pre¬ 
fume  they  have  fearched  the  whole  Town - and  fee¬ 

ing  my  Equipage  at  your  Door,  were  fo  audacious  to 

fend  in  their  Meffage - but  I’ll  turn  away  my  Footmen 

for  this  Embarraffment. 

L.  Weal.  Pray,  let  not  my  Houfe  be  didinguifh’d  by 

you,  nor  your  Equipage  for  the  future - 1  am  not  to 

be  us’d  fo,  {anger ly.)  Now  for  a  fet  and  grave  Face  to 
put  me  more  out  of  Humour,  if  podible 
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Enter  Lovewell. 

Love.  You  feem  in  Diforder,  Madam - 

L.  Weal.  Who  can  be  otherwife,  when  People  take 
Liberty  beyond  the  Bounds  of  good  Manners, - 

Love.  Who  dares  in  my  Lady  Wealthy s  Houfe? 

[. Looking  anger ly  at  the  Marquis, 

Marq.  Upon  my  Soul,  Sir,  fhe  takes  it  quite  wrong 
- Or  fhe’s - confoundedly  jealous. 

Love.  Sir,  I  am  pofitive  that  Lady  cannot  be  in  the 
wrong  ;  and  read  it  in  her  Looks,  your  Abfence  wou’d 
pleafe  her - 

Marq.  Sir - 

Love.  No  Words  here,  Sir - if  you  wou’d  difpute 

it,  Pll  meet  you  when  and  where  you  pleafe - 

Marq.  Your  moft  humble  Servant —  {In  a  low  Voice. 

You  lhall  hear  from  me - Hey,  hey,  who’s  there? - 

My  Servants - Madam,  as  your  Ladyfhip  faid,  I’m 

not  to  be  us’d  thus -  {Exit. 

L.  Weal.  Monfieur - He’s  gone,  I  wou’d  not  lofe 

the  Fop  neither - 

Love.  Gone  Madam !  fo  you  would  have  him,  I 
fuppofe. 

L.  Weal.  You  fuppofe !  how  dare  you  fuppofe  my 

Thoughts - and  who  gave  you  this  Privilege  in  my 

Houfe?  Shortly  I  fhall  be  wifh’d  Joy;  for  this  is  a  Pre¬ 
rogative  above  a  depending  Lover. 

Love.  I  plead  no  Merit  ;  and  my  long  fuccefslefs  Love 
affures  me  I  have  no  Power - but  I  underflood - 

L.  Weal.  You  underflood  !  Ay,  you  always  underhand 
wrong,  Mr.  Lovewell. 

Love.  I  do'  confefs  I  wander  in  the  Mazes - and 

hill  purfue  a  Brightnefs  which  I  cannot  fix - To 

pleafe  you  has  been  my  long  and  only  Study ;  witnefs 
the  many  Years  of  awful  Servitude  I  paid  your  Vigin- 
beauty,  and  the  Pains  I  felt  when  I  beheld  you  wedded 
to  another  :  I  could  not  bear  the  Sight,  but  in  a  cruel 
Banifhment  pafs’d  my  unlucky  Hours,  till  Fate  in  pity 
fet  you  free,  but  all  in  vain,  for  hill  my  Portion  is 
Defpair. 

L.  Weal.  Nay,  if  you  are  running  into  that  grave 

Stuff 
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Stuff - 1  muff  leave  you,  tho’  in  my  own  Houfe — for 

I  have  got  the  Spleen  intolerably,  and  cannot  endure  it. 

Love.  No,  Madam,  I’ll  retire - Ij  love  too  much  to 

difobey - Only  when  you  reflect  on  your  admiring 

Slaves,  think  on  my  Fidelity.  {Exit. 

L.  Weal.  Thou  art  a  poor  conflant  Fool,  that’s  the 

Truth  on’t - and  thou  haft  Merit  too,  I’ll  fay  that  for 

thee - but  we  Women  don’t  always  mind  that - 

Here  comes  the  prefent  Afcendant  of  my  Heart - 

Enter  Valere. 

Val.  Ha,  the  Widow  here - now  could  I  make  her 

my  Friend?  Now  for  a  ferious  Face - and  an  He¬ 
roic  Stile - Madam - 

L.  Weal.  - Sir - 

Val.  My  Stars  fhed  their  kindeft  Influence  to  Day, 
and  bleft  me  with  the  Opportunity  of  finding  you  alone 
— Pity  is  effential  to  the  Fair,  and  ought  to  be  extended 
to  thofe  that  fink  beneath  the  Rigour  of  their  Chains — 

L.  Weal.  ’Tis  the  Diverflon  of  your  Sex  to  complain  ; 

I  believe  Mr.  Valere  finds  few  barbarous  in  ours - 

Val.  None  more  unfortunate  in  Love  than  I,  and  tho’ 
my  Heart  is  breaking,  I’m  forbid  to  tell  my  Pain. 

L.  Weal.  I  hope  ’tis  to  my  wifh — It  may  be  me  he 

means,  elfe  why  this  Addrefs - She  muft  be  very  cruel, 

that  lets  you  flgh  without  Return - Is  it  in  my  Power 

to  afflft  you - 

Val.  Oh,  Madam,  All,  All’s  in  your  Power - You 

rule  my  Fate - 

L.  Weal.  Then  you  fhall  be  happy - ’tis  fo - 

Val.  On  my  Knees  let  me  receive  the  Confirmation  of 

your  Promife - and  feal  it  here - 

{Kneels  and  kijjfes  her  Hand. 

Enter  Angelica. 

Ang.  Ha  !  kneeling  to  my  Sifter,  faithlefs  Man - 

Val.  There,  Madam,  there’s  the  angry  Brow,  that 
darts  Diftradtion  to  my  Peace  :  Your  Aid  to  clear  that 

Storm  is  what  I  fu’d  for - 

L.  Weal.  Infufferable  ill  Breeding - 

Val.  Oh,  Angelica!  I  caft  me  at  your  Feet. 

H  4  Ang. 
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Ang.  No,  back  to  my  Sifter’s,  there  I  found  you. 

Val.  Only  to  intercede  to  you - 

L.  Weal.  Falfe,  by  my  Honour,  he  was  making  vio¬ 
lent  Love - I’ll  teaze  her  however. 

Val.  Making  Love  ;  what  does  fhe  mean  ? 

Ang.  And  you  receiv’d  it,  I  fuppofe. 

L.  Weal.  You  interrupted  me,  e’er  I  could  give  my 
Anfwer - 

Val.  Why,  Madam,  my  Defign  you  know. 

L.  Weal.  Yes,  yes,  Mr.  Val  ere,  I  know  your  Defign — 

I  have  not  had  fo  many  fighing,  Dying  Lovers,  but  I  can 
guefs  the  Defign - 

Val.  But  mine  was - 

L.  Weal.  Oh,  fie,  don’t  declare  it  here — You  know 
my  Sifter  has  a  Paffion  for  you - and  I  wou’d  not  ty¬ 

rannize — 

Ang.  ’Tis  not  in  your  Power - 

Val.  Oh,  the  Devil - Madam,  I  own  ’tis  an  Offence 

to  a  Lady  of  your  Beauty  and  Merit,  to  make  a  Decla¬ 
ration  of  Love. 

L.  Weal.  Not  at  all,  Sir, - when  one  likes  the 

Perfon - I’ll - confider  on’t - but,  hark’ee, 

do  not  deceive  my  Sifter  too  far,  it  may  be  dangerous. 

Ang.  ’Tis  not  in  your  Power - or  his,  to  deceive 

me  ;  I  fee  thro’  your  fhallow  Artifices,  and  defpife  it. 

L.  Weal.  Thofe  that  rely  upon  their  own  Judgment 

are  fooneft  caught.  Sifter - Remember,  I  have  given 

you  fair  Warning -  {Exit. 

Val.  I’m  in  amaze - 

Ang.  You  need  not - 1  know  my  Sifter’s  De¬ 
fign - but  that’s  not  my  Quarrel  to  you - - 

Quarrel  did  I  fay?  No,  I  am  grown  to  a  perfect 

State  of  Indifference - Quarrels  may  be  reconciled 

- but  a  Man  that  bafely  breaks  his  Word,  and  for¬ 
feits  Faith  ahd  Honour,  is  not  worth  our  Anger,  but 
deferves  to  be  defpis’d. 

Val.  I  do  confefs  I  am  a  Wretch  below  your  Scorn  : 

I  own  my  Faults  and  have  no  refuge  but  your  Mercy. 

Fav.  In  the  old  Strain  again -  {Afide.  . 

Val.  If  you  abandon  me,  I’m  loft  for  ever - for 

you,  and  only  you,  are  Miftrefs  of  my  Fate. 

Ang. 
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Ang.  Your  daily  ACtions  contradict  your  Words - 

and  fhews  I  have  no  fuch  Power  in  your  Heart - Did 

you  not  promife,  nay,  fwear  you’d  never  game  again — 

Val.  I  did,  and  for  the  perjur’d  Crime  merit  your 

endlefs  Hate,  but  you,  in  pity,  may  forgive  me - 

Oh,  Angelica ,  fee  at  your  Feet  an  humble  Penitent 

kneel,  who,  if  not  by  your  Goodnefs  rais’d - will 

grow  for  ever  to  his  native  Soil. 

Ang .  You  wou’d  be  pardon’d  only  to  offend  again. 

Val.  Never,  never - Here  on  this  beauteous  Hand 

I  fwear,  whofe  Touch  runs  thrilling  thro’  my  Heart - 

and  by  thofe  lovely  Eyes  that  dart  their  Fire  into  my 
Soul,  never  to  difoblige  you  more. 

Fav.  That  Oath  hath  done  the  Bufmefs,  I  fee  by 
her  Looks.  \AJide. 

Ang.  Rife,  Valere - 1  differ  from  my  Sex  in  this, 

I  wou’d  not  change  where  once  I’ve  given  my  Heart,  if  \ 

poffible - therefore  refolve  to  make  this  laft  Trial —  I 

banilh  your  Play  for  Love,  and  reft  fecur’d  of  mine. 

Val.  Oh,  Tranfport  !  let  me  kifs  thofe  foft  forgiving 
Lips,  the  Memory  of  whofe  Sweetnefs  fhall  arm  me 
againft  Temptation. 

Fav.  So - now  my  old  Man  may  go  hang  him-  f 

felf.  '  _  [Afcde. 

Val.  Could  you  but  know  the  anxious  Pains  I  felt,  the 

jealous  racking  Cares  that  prey’d  upon  my  Soul - 

when  I  heard  my  Uncle  was  allow’d  to  tell  his  Suit - 

you’d  then  have  found  how  dear  Valere  had  priz’d  you. 

Ang.  What  I  did  was  to  revenge  your  Falfhood - 

though  Love’s  my  Witnefs,  Dor  ante' s  my  Averfion — and 
let  this  Prefent  fhew  who  ’tis  that  reigns  triumphant  in 
my  Heart. 

Val.  Your  Picture  !  Oh,  give  it  me,  that  in  the  Ab- 

fence  of  the  dear  Original - I  may  feaft  my  Eyes  on 

that. 

Ang.  But  mark,  Valere ,  the  Injunction  I  fhall  lay  ; 

whilft  you  keep  fafe  this  Picture,  my  Heart  is  yours - 

but  if  thro’  Avarice,  Careleffnefs,  or  Falfhood,  you  ever 
part  with  it,  you  lofe  me  from  that  Moment. 

[ Gives  him  the  Picture. 

Val.  I  agree  ;  and  when  I  do,  \KiJJing  it.]  except  to 

H  5  yourfelf, 
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yourfelf,  may  all  the  Curfes  ranked  with  your  Difdain, 
purfue  me  This,  when  I  look  on’t,  will  correct 

my  Folly,  and  ftrike  a  facred  Awe  upon  my  Actions — 

Fav.  His  worth  two  hundred  Pounds,  a  good  Move- 
able  when  Cafh  runs  low.  [AJide. 

Aug..  Well,  I  am  convinc’d,  let  a  Woman  make  what 

Resolutions  fhe  will,  when  alone - the  Sight  of  her 

Lover  will  break  ’em. 

Fav.  Madam,  Mr.  Dorante  is  coming  up. 

Ang.  I’ll  not  be  feen,  Adieu.  {Exit. 

Val.  My  charming  Love,  adieu - Take  Care  to 

welcome  your  Benefadtor,  Mrs.  Favourite  ;  he’s  a  Lover 
ripe  with  Difcretion,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 


Enter  Dorante. 

Your  Servant,  Uncle,  Ha,  ha,  ha - 

\Hoids  up  the  Picture  to  his  Nofei\  Exit. 

Dor.  This  young  Rake’s  Prefence  bodes  me  no  Good, 

I  fear.  Mrs.  Favourite ,  your  Servant - Is  your  Ladv 

to  be  fpoke  with  ? 

Fav.  I  doubt  not,  Sir. - 1  don’t  know  what  fhe 

*s  S  m  fure  I’m  almoft  wild  ;  our  Bufmefs  is  all 
fpoil’d - Valere  is  reconcil’d  again. 

Dor.  Ah,  that  infmuating  young  Dog. 

Fav.  She  has  juft  now  given  him  her  Pidture  fet 
round  with  Diamonds. 

Dor.  I  thought,  indeed,  fomething  fparkled  in  my 
Eyes - But  what’s  to  be  done  ? 

Fav.  I  know  not - He  has  promis’d  her  to  play 

no  more;  if  he  keeps  his  Word  we  have  no  Hopes; 
but  if  he  breaks  it,  as  I  doubt  not  but  he  will,  Pride  and 

Revenge  may  work  her  to  our  Ends - You  may  be 

certain,  Sir,  I’ll  let  flip  no  Opportunity  to  ferve  you. 

Dor.  I  do  believe  it - and  to  encourage  you  to 

believe  me  grateful- - accept  of  this  Ring. 

Fav.  Oh,  dear  Sir,  you  are  too  generous - 1  don’t 

merit  it - Pray  excufe  me - 

Dor.  Nay,  I  will  not  be  deny’d. 

Fav.  Well,  Sir,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo - I’ll  not 

Trn^  move  your  Suit - I’ll  do  my  bell  Endeavours, 

1 11  affure  you  :  Write,  Sir,  write,  and  I’ll  deliver  the 
Letter - then  let  me  alone  to  back  it. 
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Dor.  You  mud  urge  the  Largenefs  of  my  Fortune - 

the  Steadinefs  of  my  Temper  ;  and  withal  tell  her  I  am 
not  above  Two  and  Forty - 1  was  grey  at  Thirty. 

Fav.  I  warrant  you,  Sir - —Be  fure  you  exclaim 

againft  your  Nephew’s  Gaming. 

Dor.  Ay,  ay,  I’ll  go  write  it  this  Moment - and 

fend  it  presently. 

Fav.  I’ll  be  in  the  Way  to  receive  it.  [ Exeunt  feverally. 

SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Thomas  Valere  V 

Houfe . 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  and  Hedtor,  with  Papers. 

Hect.  Sir,  I  have  brought  you  a  compleat  Account 
of  the  Debts  of  my  Mafter — I  think  I  have  not  forgot 
one  Farthing  ;  for,  if  I  miftake  not,  you  defired  to 
know  ’em  all,  Sir - 

Sir  Tho.  Ay,  ay,  come  read  ’em  over. 

Hect.  That  I  will,  Sir,  in  two  Words - A  true  Lift 

of  the  Debts  of  Mr.  James  Valere ,  which  was  by  him 
contracted  within  the  City  of  London ,  and  Liberty  of 
Wejimhijter ,  which  his  Father,  Sir  Thomas  Valere ,  has 
promifed  to  difcharge. 

Sir  Tho.  If  I  difcharge  them  or  not,  is  not  your  Bu- 
finefs - Go  on - 

Hect.  ’Tis  my  Defign,  Sir.  In  the  firft  Place  then — 
Item,  Due  to  Richard  Scrape,  Fifty-five  Pounds,  Nine 

Shillings  and  Ten-pence  Half-penny - for  Five  Years 

Wages - and  Money  difburfed  for  Neceffaries. 

Sir  Tho.  Richard  Scrape,  who’s  he  ? 

Hect.  Your  molt  humble  Servant,  Sir.  [Bows. 

Sir  Tho.  You,  why  is  not  your  name  Hector  f 

Hect.  Ay,  Sir,  that  is  my  Name  de  Novo - My 

Mafter  thought  Richard  founded  too  clumfy  for  a  Gentle¬ 
man’s  Valet,  and  a  Gamefler - So,  Sir,  he  gave  me  the 

N  ame  of  Hector  from  the  Knave  of  Diamonds. 

Sir  Tho.  A  very  pretty  Name - 1  admire  he  don’t 

call  his  Miflrefs  Pallas  from  the  Oueen  of  Spades - 

But  how  came  you  fo  rich,  Sirrah,  to  be  able  to  lend 
your  Mailer  Money  ? 

Hect.  Why  when  the  Dice  has  run  well,  my  Mafter 
would  now  and  then  tip  me  a  Guinea,  Sir. 

H  6 
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Sir  Tho.  And  fo  you  fupply’d  him  when  he  wanted, 
with  his  own  Money  :  Oh,  Extravagance  ! 

Hect.  Mis  what  many  an  honeft  Gentleman  is  drove 
to  fometimes,  Sir. 

Sir  Tho.  More  Shame  for  ’em — Go  on - 

Hect.  Secondly ,  Sir,  here  is  due  to  Jeremy  Aaron,  Ufu- 
rer  by  Profeffion,  and  Jew  by  Religion. 

Sir  Tho.  Never  trouble  yourfelf  about  that,  I  fhall  pay 
no  Uferer’s  Debts,  I  affure  you. 

Hect.  Then,  Sir,  here’s  two  hundred  Guineas  loft  to 
my  Lord  Lovegame ,  upon  Honour. 

Sir  Tho.  That’s  another  Debt  I  fhall  not  pay. 

Hect.  How,  not  pay  it,  Sir,— Why;  Sir,  among  Gen¬ 
tlemen,  that  Debt  is  looked  upon  the  molt  juft  of  any : 
You  may  cheat  Widows,  Orphans,  Tradefmen,  without 
a  Blufh  but  a  Debt  of  Honour,  Sir,  muft  be  paid — 

I  could  name  you  fome  Noblemen  that  pay  no  Body - 

yet  a  Debt  of  Honour,  Sir,  is  as  fure  as  their  ready 
Money. 

Sir  Tho.  He  that  makes  no  Confcience  of  wronging 
the  Man  Whofe  Goods  have  been  delivered  for 
his  Ufe,  can  have  no  Pretence  to  Honour - what¬ 

ever  Title  he  may  Wear — But  to  the  next. 

Hect.  Here  is  the  Taylor’s  Bill - the  Milliner’s, 

Hofier’s,  Shoemaker’s,  Tavern,  and  Eating-houfe,  in 
all  300/. 

Sir  Tho.  A  fine  Sum,  truly. 

Hect.  Ah,  Sir,  I  have  not  named  the  Barber,  Perriwig- 

maker  and  Perfumer,  which  is  a  100/.  more - Be- 

iides,  he  is  in  Arrears  to  Mademoifelle  Margaret  de  la 
Plant ,  lately  arrived  from  France ,  with  whom  he  cove¬ 
nanted  for  four  Guineas  a  Week. 

Sir  Tho.  For  four  Guineas  a  Week,  for  what? 

Hect.  Oh,  Sir,  pardon  me  there,  I  never  betray  the 
Secrets  of  my  Mailer. 

Sir  Tho.  Four  Guineas  a  Week  ! 

Hect.  Ay,  Sir,  and  very  cheap,  confidering  he  made 

his  Bargain  in  the  Winter - and  truly  I  don’t  know  but 

the  Woman  loft  by  it. 

Sir  Tho.  You  don’t - Take  that,  Sirrah - 

You  fhan  t  lofe  by  it,  however — Go,  Rafcal,  pay  your 
Whores  and  Debts  of  Honour  out  of  that. 


Hect. 
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Hect.  Ay,  Sir,  they’ll  never  take  this  Money  of  me  ; 
if  you  pleafe,  Sir,  I’ll  fend  ’em  to  your  Levee,  and  you 
may  pay  ’em  yourfelf. 

Sir  Tho.  Sirrah,  I  fhall  break  your  Head - Go 

get  you  to  the  Rake  your  Mailer;  play,  hang,  or-ftarve 

together,  I  care  not - Debts,  with  a  Pox  ;  Gaming , 

Drinking ,  Wenching ,  rare  Debts  to  bring  into  a  Court  of 

Chancery - You,  O  Lud,  O  Lud,  O  Lud - 

Bring  me  fuch  a  Bill  of  Debts,  Rogue  :  Mercy  on  me, 

that  there  can  be  fuch  Impudence  in  the  World - O, 

I  have  much  ado  to  forbear  thee - Me  fuch  a  Bill 

of  Debts -  \Exit. 

Hect.  So,  our  Affairs  go  backwards,  I  find.  Honeft 

Richard ,  Patience,  I  fay  ;  go  feek  thy  Mailer  out. 

' 

Fortune  may  change ,  and  give  a  lucky  Main  ; 

And  what  undid  us,fet  us  up  again. 


ACT  III. 


Hedlor  ,folus. 

Hect.  T  7Here  can  my  Mailer  be  now - 1  fhould 

V  V  fufpedl  he  were  at  Play - but  that  I  know 

he  has  no  Money - Sure  this  old  Dad  of  his  will  open 

his  Purfe-Strings  once  more,  if  he’s  reconciled  to  Ange¬ 
lica  :  I  long  to  know  what  Succefs  '  he  meets  with. - 

O  here  he  comes - 

\_Enter  Valere  with  his  Hat  under  his  Arm, 

full  of  Money,  he  counting  it - 

I  waited  on  your  Father,  according  to  Order,  Sir,  with  a 
Lift  of  your  Debts - and  the  generous  old  Gentle¬ 

man-  -I  thank  him,  gave  me  more  than  I  expedled — 

Hey-day,  he  minds  me  not - Ah,  I  doubt  we  are  all 

untwifled - No  hopes  of  Angelica - 

Val.  Five  hundred  fifty-feven  Guineas  and  a  half. 

Hect.  Ha!  What  do  I  fee!  The  Plate  Fleet’s  ar¬ 
riv’d - By  what  Miracle  fell  thefe  Galleons  into  our 

Power — I  hope,  Sir,  fince  Fortune  has  been  fo  kind — 

Val. 
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V il.  A  Curfe  of  ill  Luck — [Stamps]  Had  I  but 
held  in  the  laft  Hand,  I  fhould  have  had  300  Guineas 
more  of  my  Lord  Duke’s— befides  what  I  betted. 

[  Walks  aboiit. 

Hect.  I  am  overjoy’d,  Sir,  at  your  good  Fortune — 
But  as  I  was  faying,  Sir - 

Val.  But  hold,  my  Lord  Lovegame  owes  me  200 

upon  Honour :  ’Tis  pretty  well - 1  have  not  made 

an  ill  Morning’s  Work  on’t. 

Hect.  There’s  no  fpeaking  to  him - - 

Val.  There’s  no  Mufic  like  the  Chink  of  Gold  ! — - 
By  Jove  this  Sound  is  tweeter,  in  my  Ear— than  all  the 

Marg arettals  in  Europe - Ha!  Hector,  where  come 

you  from  Sirrah  ? 

Hect.  Came,  Sir — Why  I  was  here  before  you — But 
Fortune’s  golden  Mift  conceal’d  me  from  your  Sight — 
Sir,  I  congratulate  your  good  Succefs — but  how! 

Val.  Ay,  ’tis  Succefs,  indeed,  if  thou  knew’ft  all — 
Honed  Jack  Sharper  lent  me  Five  Guineas,  to  pay  him 
T en  if  Luck  run  on  my  Side.  I  have  difcharg’d  my 
Promife  and  brought  off  a  Thozifajtd  clear. 

Hect.  HuzZa — Why  you’re  a  made  Man  ! 

Val.  And  we  meet  again  at  Five,  where  I  defign  to 
win  a  Thoufand  more,  Boy. 

Hect.  Ay,  but  if  you  fhould  lofe  all  back,  Sir. 

Val.  Impofflble.  This  is  a  lucky  Day — Angelica  and 

I  are  reconcil’d - my  Faults  forgiven,  and  all  my 

Wifhes  crown’d,  Hector.  [Shewing  the  Picture. 

Hect.  Blefs  my  Eye-fight — A  Picture  fet  with  Dia¬ 
monds — Nay  then,  Hector ,  chear  up — for  now  the 
bad  Times  will  mend.  [Sings.]  Why  now  a  Fig  for 
your  Father’s  Kindnefs  ;  you  are  able  to  pay  your  Debts 
yourfelf,  Sir - 

Val.  A  Pox  on  thee  for  naming  ’em - Thou  haft 

given  me  the  Spleen—  Pay  my  Debts,  quotha  —  The 
bare  Word  is  enough  to  turn  all  my  Luck. 

Hect.  Say  you  fo,  Sir  !  Is  paying  Debts  unlucky  then  ? 

Val.  Ay,  certainly;  the  moft  unlucky  Thing  in  the 
World. 

Hect.  Humph — I  now  find  the  Reafon  why  Quality 
hate  to  pay  their  Debts — A  duce  on’t,  I  wifh~I  had 

known 
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known  as  much  this  morning,  I  would  not  have  paid 

the  Cobler  for  heel-piecing  my  Shoes - For  aught 

I  know  it  may  be  a  Guinea  out  of  my  Way  ;  for  my 

Mafter  does  not  ufe  to  be  fo  flow - Sir,  now  you 

are  in  Stock,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  put  Wages  into  my 

Hands - it  fhall  be  very  fafe  in  Bank  againft  you 

want  it. 

Val.  The  Devil’s  in  the  Fellow — Speak  one  Word 

more  of  paying  Debts,  Sirrah - and  I’lb  cut  your  Ears 

off - 1  fhall  have  no  occafion  to  borrow — and  my 

Father  will  pay  your  Debt  among  the  reft —  • 

Hect.  He  won’t  pay  a  Soufe,  Sir - He  broke  my 

Head  at  the  very  Sight  of  the  Lift - 

Val.  Ay  that  was  in  his  Paftion — There’s  a  Plaifter 
for  that  Wound — •  [Gives  him  a  Guinea. 

Hect.  Sir,  your  moft  humble  Servant - 1  find  we 

middling  People  are  out  of  the  Quality’s  Latitude - - 

Paying  Debts  are  only  unlucky  to  Gentlemen - Sir, 

pray,  Sir,  give  me  Leave  to  offer  one  Thing  to  your  fe- 
rious  Conftderation. 

Val.  I  bar  Debts. - 

Hect.  Not  a  Word  of  that,  Sir. 

Val.  Out  with  it  then. 

Hect.  That  you’d  lay  by  500/.  of  that  Money  againft 
a  Rainy  Day, 

Val.  But  fuppofe  I  fhould  have  more  fet  me  than  I 
can  anfwer. 

Hect.  ’Tis  but  fending  for  it  at  worft,  Sir. 

Val.  So  baulk  my  Hand  in  the  mean  Time — and 

lofe  the  winning  of  a  Thoufand - No,  no;  there’s 

nothing  like  ready  Money  to  nick  Fortune. 

Hect.  Ah,  Sir,  but  you  know  fhe  has  often  jilted 
you  ;  and  would  it  not  be  better  to  have  a  little  Pocket- 
money  fecure — Put' by  200  Sir. 

Val.  Well  Fll  confider  on’t - Ha  !  fee  who 

knocks. 

Hect.  A  Dun,  I  warrant. 

Val.  I  have  not  a  Farthing  of  Money,  remember  that, 
Sirrah —  [Puts  up  his  Money  hajlily. 

Hect.  Lying  is  a  thriving  Vocation. 


Enter 
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Enter  Galloon,  a  Taylor ,  and  Mrs.  Topknot,  a  Milliner. 

Val.  Ha  !  Good-morrow  to  you - Good-morrow 

to  you  Mrs.  Topknot:  Mrs.  Topknot ,  you  are  a  great 
Stranger ;  why  don’t  you  call  and  fee  me  fometimes  ? 

Mrs.  Topk.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  call  very  often — tho’  I  have 
not  had  the  good  Fortune  to  fee  you — for  you  was  hill 
aheep,  or  gone  abroad. 

Val.  I  am  forry  it  fell  out  fo.  Well,  have  you  brought 
your  Bill  ? 

Mrs.  Topk.  Yes,  Sir.  [Gives  him  her  Bill.\  I  hope 
you  lik’d  your  lah  Linen,  Sir. 

Val.  Very  well. 

Gal.  Sir,  I  beg  the  Favour  of  you — 

Hect.  I  muh  not  let  two  fallen  upon  him  at  once — 
Mr.  Galloon ,  a  Word  with  you — You  always  make  my 
Cloaths,  too  little  for  me. 

Gal.  I  am  forry  for  that. 

Hect.  My  Breeches  are  Seam-rent  in  three  or  four 
Places. 

Gal.  I’ll  take  care - 

Hect.  You  few  moh  abominably  flight. 

Mrs.  Topk.  We  are  about  marrying  our  Daughter. 

Val.  I  hope  you  have  provided  a  good  Match ;  for 
fhe  is  very  handfome,  Faith. 

Mrs.  Topk.  The  Girl  is  not  defpifeable — The  Man  is 
very  well  to  pafs  in  the  World  ;  but  the  fmall  Fortune 
we  defign  for  her,  muh  be  paid  down  upon  the  Nail — 
Therefore,  Sir,  I  entreat  you  to  help  me  to  my  Money, 
if  pohible. 

Val.  If  it  was  pohible,  I  would,  Mrs.  Topknot ;  and  am 
heartily  forry  that  it  is  not  in  my  Power. 

Mrs.  Topk.  It  is  a  Debt  of  a  long  handing,  Mr.  Valere ; 
and  I  muh  not  be  faid  nay. 

Val.  I  know  it  is  ;  but  upon  Honour,  I  can’t  pay  you 
now. 

Mrs.  Topk.  Let  me  have  fome,  if  you  can’t  pay  me 

all - Ten  Guineas  at  prefent  would  do  me  lingular 

Service. 

Val.  May  I  fink  if  I  have  feen  Five  thefe  Six  Months. 

Hect.  That  he  has  not,  to  my  Knowledge. 


Gal. 
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Gal.  Pray,  Sir,  confider  me,  if  it  be  never  fo  fmall  ; 
my  Wife  is  ready  to  lie  in,  and  Coals  are  very  dear,  and 
Journeymen’s  Wages  muft  be  paid. 

Hect.  Why,  the  Devil’s  in  the  Fellow  !  Would  you 
have  a  Man  pay  what  he  has  not  ? — What  Bufmefs  had 
you  to  get  Children,  without  you  had  Cabbage  enough 
to  maintain  ’em  ? 

Val.  Hector — No  Invention?  [Afiide  to  Hertor. 

Gal.  When  will  you  be  pleas’d  that  I  lhall  call  again, 
Sir. 

Val.  When  you  pleafe. 

Gal.  I’ll  call  To-morrow,  Sir. 

Val.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Gal.  Do  you  think,  Sir,  you  can  let  me  have  fome,  if 
I  come  ? 

Val.  Not  that  I  know  of. 

Hect.  No,  nor  I  neither — Hark  ye,  when  he  has 
Money,  I’ll  bring  you  Word. 

Mrs.  Tofik.  Don’t  tell  me;  I  won’t  go  out  of  the 
Houfe  without  Money. 

Val.  With  all  my  Heart— Hector  !  No  Stratagem  to 
fave  me  from  thefe  Leaches  ?  \Afide  to  Hertor. 

Hect.  Then  you  muft  e’en  lie  with  my  Maher  or  me ; 
for  here  are  no  fpare  Beds — Let  me  advife  you  to  make 
no  Noife  ;  you’ll  have  your  Money  fooner  than  you  think 
for— Your  Ear—  [  Whifpers. 

Mrs.  Tofik.  To  be  married  fay  you  ? 

Gal.  And  to  Madam  Angelica ,  the  great  Fortune? 

Hect.  The  fame. 

Mrs.  Tofik.  I  wifh  you  Joy,  Sir - Pray  recommend 

me  to  your  Lady,  for  Gloves,  Fans,  and  Ribbons. 

Gal.  I  hope,  Sir,  I  fhall  have  the  Honour  to  make 
your  Wedding  Suit. 

Val.  That  you  fhall,  I  promife  you— The  Rogue 
has  hit  on’t.  [Afiide. 

Mrs.  Tofik.  But  will  this  Match  be  fpeedy,  Sir  ? 

Val.  I  hope  so. 

Gal.  To-morrow,.  Sir  ? 

Hect.  Or  next  Day— but  we  muft  intreat  your  Abfence 

at  prefent - for  my  Maher  experts  his  Father  with 

the  Lady’s  Truhees,  in  order  to  fettle  the  Affair- 
and  if  you  are  feen  it  may  fpoil  the  Bufmefs. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Topk.  Well,  well,  well,  I  go,  I  go -  [ Runs  a 

little  W ay  and  turns .]  You’ll  put  your  Matter  in  mind 
of  me? 

Hect.  Ay,  ay. 

Gal.  And  me  too  pray. 

Hect.  I’ll  do  your  Bufmefs,  I’ll  warrant  you  :  Go,  go, 
g°> - begone,  begone,  begone,  —  \PuJhes  ’em  out.] 

There  Sir,  I  have  brought  you  off  once  more  :  Here’s 
two  or  three  Days  Refpite  however. 

V jI.  Why  then  there’s  two  or  three  Days  of  Peace 
■  f°r  thefe  are  the  moft  difagreeable  Companions  a 
Gentleman  can  meet  with— -I  dine  at  the  Rummer , 
where  you’ll  find  me  if  you  want  rhe.  I  promis’d  to 
vifit  Angelica  again  to  Night,  but  fear  I  fhall  break 
my  Word. 

Hect.  And  will  you  prefer  Play  before  that  charming 
Lady  ?  5 

Val.  Not  before  her — but  I  have  given  my  Parole  to 
fome  Men  of  Quality,  and  I  can’t  in  Honour  difap- 
point  ’em. 


j  Hect.  Ah,  What  a  Juggler’s  Box  is  this  Word  Ho¬ 
nour  !  It  is  a  Kind  of  Knight  of  the  Poll— That  will 
fwear  on  either  Side  for  Interefl  I  find— But,  Sir,  had 
you  not  better  make  fure  Work  on’t  ;  marry  the  Lady 
whilft  fhe’s  in  the  Mind,  left  Fortune  wheel  about  and 
throw  you  back  again. 

Val.  Marry  her,  fay’ft  thou— I  am  not  refolved  if  I 
fhall  marry  or  not. 

Hect.  High-day  !  Why  I  thought  it  had  been  what 
you  defired  above  all  Things— But  I  find  your  Pocket 
and  your  Heart  runs  counter. 

Val.  No,  Sirrah  ;  I  love  the  charming  Maid  as  much 
as  ever  :  Love  her  from  my  Soul— But  then  I  love 
Liberty. 

Hect.  And  what  fhould  hinder  you  from  enjoying  it  ? 

Val.  Ah,  Hector,  if  I  marry  her,  I  muft  forfake  my 
clear  IfivmdiLQiiaJ"  Pull  ing  out  a  Box  and  Dice.]  whicliTo 

me  is  the  very  Soul  of  Living:- - Tis  the  genteeleft 

yt&Y  °f  palling  one  s  Time,  every  Day  produces  lomel 
thhifiuieJSfe — Whojs  hap^rnTtfiln aUa*T^ 
more  refpefted,  I  mean  tKoIe  TKaF  make  any  Figure  in 

the 
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the  World  ?  Who  more  carefs’d  by  Lords  and  Dukes  ? 

Or  whofe  Converfation  more  agreeable - Whofe 

Coach  finer  in  the  Ring - Or  Finger  in  the  Side  Box 

produces  more  Luftre — Who  has  more  Attendance  from 

the  Drawers — or  better  Wine  from  the  Mafier, - or 

nicer  ferv’d  by  the  Cook  ? - In  lhort,  there  is  an 

Air  of  Magnificence  in’t, — a  Gamefter’s  Hand  is  the 
Philofopher’s  Stone,  that  turns  all  it  touches  into  Gold. 

Hect.  And  Gold  into  Nothing.  ( 

Val.  A  Gentleman  .that  plays  is  admitted  every  where 

- Women  of  the  ftricfleft  Virtue  will  converfe  with 

him, - for  Gaming  is  as  much  in  Fafhion  here  as  ’tis  v 

in  France ,  and  our  Ladies  look  upon’t  as  the  Height  of 
ill  Breeding,  not  to  have  a  Paffion  for  Play J  Oh  !  The 
charming  Company  of  half  a  Dozen  Ladies,  with  each  a 

Dilh  of  Tea, - to  behold  their  languifhing  Ogles 

with  their  Eyes,  their  ravifhing  white  Hands,  to  hear 
their  delicious  Scandal  which  they  vent  between  each  Sip 
juft  piping  hot  from  Invention’s  Mint,  wherein  they  fpar 
none,  from  the  Statefman  to  the  Cit — and  damn  Plays 
before  they  are  adted,  efpecially  if  the  Author  be  un¬ 
known — This  ended,  the  Cards  are  call’d  for. 

Hect.  And  open  War  proclaim’d - and  every 

Cock-boat  proves  a  Privateer. 

Val.  Our  Engagements  are  not  fo  terrible, - with 

us  Revenge  reaches  no  further  than  the  Pocket. 

Hect.  No  more  don’t  a  Highwayman - and  yet 

the  World  thinks  both  lives  equally  immoral. 

Val.  None  of  your  Similes,  Sirrah,  do  you  hear? - 

Where  is  the  Immorality  of  Gaming - Now  I  think 

there  can  be  nothing  more  moral - It  unites  Men  of 

all  Ranks,  the  Lord  and  the  Peafant - the  haughty 

Dutchefs,  and  the  City  Dame - the  Marquis  and 


the  Footman,  all  without  Diftindlion  play  together. 

And Jure  that  Life  can  ne’er  offenfive  prove 
That  teacheth  Men  fuch  peaceful  Ways  of  I^ove, 

Hect.  The  Marquis  of  Hazard ’  Sir. — 

Val.  The  Marquis  of  Hazard ,  what  wants  he  ! 


k- 
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Enter  the  Marquis  of  Hazard. 

Marq.  Do  you  hear ;  do  you  wait  with  my  Chair  at 
the  Corner  of  the  Street,  for  I  would  be  incognito. 

Hect.  What  does  he  pretend  to  ? 

Marq.  I  prefume,  Sir,  your  name  is  Valere. 

Val.  I  don’t  remember  I  ever  had  any  other,  Sir. 

Marq.  Sir  I  fhould  take  it  as  an  extraordinary  Fa¬ 
vour,  if  you’ll  be  pleas’d  to  command  the  Abfence  of 
your  Valet  de  Chambre. 

Val.  Be  gone.  [Exit  Heftor. 

Marq.  Now,  Sir,  do  you  know  who  I  am? 

Val.  I  think,  Sir,  I  never  had  the  Honour  of  your 
Acquaintance. 

Marq.  A  lions  Courage,  pufh  him  home,  he  feems 
daunted  already  ;  [Afdei]  Sir,  I  have  made  the  Tour  of 
Europe,  and  have  had  the  Refpedl  paid  to  me  in  all  Courts 
that  became  my  Quality  ; - In  Spain  I  kept  Com¬ 

pany  with  none  but  Arch-Dukes,  in  France  with  Princes 

of  the  Blood, - and  fince  I  have  been  here,  I  have 

had  the  Honour  to  fup  or  dine  with  moll  of  the  great 
People  at  Court. 

Val.  Why  fo  hot,  Sir  ? 

Marq.  And,  Sir,  my  Perfon  is  not  more  known  than 

my  Valour - 1  have  fought  a  Hundred  Duels,  and 

never  fail’d  to  kill  or  wound, - without  receiving 

the  leaft  Hurt  myfelf. 

Val.  You  had  very  good  Luck,  truly  Sir, - What 

does  the  Blockhead  aim  at  ?  [Afide. 

Marq.  Sir,  Fortune  owes  my  Life  Protection,  for 

Sake  of  the  noble  Race  from  which  I  fprung - my 

Father’s  Grandfather’s  great  Grandfather  was  Viceroy 
of  Naples. 

Val.  Oh  !  One  may  fee  that  in  your  Air,  Sir. 

Marq.  Now,  Sir,  there  is  a  certain  Lady  that  has  a 
Paffion  for  my  Perfon,  not  that  I  am  in  Love  with  her  : 
Only  Gratitude, - and  I  am  inform’d  by  her  Wo¬ 

man,  that  you  make  your  Addreffes  there  ;  now,  Sir,  I 
fuffer  no  Man  beneath  my  Quality,  to  mix  his  Preten- 
fions  with  mine. 

Val.  The  Lady’s  Name,  Sir? 

Marq.  The  Lady  Wealthy. 

Val. 
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Val.  You  are  mifinform’d  upon  my  Word,  Sir ;  that 
Lady  is  at  your  Service  for  me. 

Marq.  That  Declaration  comes  not  from  your  Heart 

- your  Encomiums  on  Angelica  laft  Night,  ferv’d 

only  to  conceal  your  Love  from  me. 

Val.  So  far  from  that,  I  did  not  know  you  till  you  had 
left  the  Room. 

Marq.  Sir,  I  fay  you  muft  not  pretend  to  vie  with 
Quality. 

Val.  I  know  the  Diflance  Fortune  has  put  between 
us,  Sir. 

Marq.  Then  pray  obferve  it,  Sir ; - don’t  think 

every  Fellow  we  condefcend  to  play  with,  fit  Compa¬ 
nions  for  us  Men  of  Quality. 

Val.  \Co eking  his  Hat.]  Fellow,  Sir - 

[. Laying  his  Hand  on  his  Sword. 

Marq.  Yes,  Fellow,  Sir. - He  has  a  Heart,  I 

find,  I’ll  moderate  my  Paffion.  [Afide. 

Val.  You  will  have  it  then,  I  fee.  [. Draws . 

Marq.  No,  upon  my  Word,  Sir,  I  was  in  Jeft  all  the 
while. 

Val.  But  I  am  in  earned,  Sir, — and  therefore  draw 
— -• — What,  does  the  Courage  of  your  royal  Anceftors, 
Vice-Roys  of  Naples ,  fail  you  ? 

Marq.  Sir,  I  made  a  Vow  never  to  kill  another  Man, 

- and  therefore  pray  put  up,  you  have  given  me 

as  much  Satisfaction  as  I  defired, - 1  third  for  no  Re¬ 

venge. 

Val.  Sir,  I  am  not  to  be  trided  with,  the  Wine  is 
drawn,  and  you  fhall  drink.  [ Slaps  him. 

Enter  HeCtor. 

Hect.  Hey  !  what’s  the  Matter  ? 

[Lays  hold  of  the  Marquis ,  who  draws. 

Marq.  Ha  !  Company  !  Nay,  then — Sir,  this  is  too 
much  to  bear. 

Hect.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  hold,  what  do  you  do  ? 

Val.  Ay,  ay,  pr’ythee  let  him  go,  he’s  not  fo  dan¬ 
gerous  as  thou  imagin’d,  Hector , - Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Hect.  Why  then  let  him  go, - there,  Sir,  I  have 

done. 

Marq.  I  fhall  find  a  Time,  Sir. 

12  VOL.  I.  Val. 
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Val.  To  be  kick’d - you  have  been  ufed  too 

I  civilly  here. 

Hect.  A  Time  !  For  what,  what  the  Devil  do  you 

come  into  our  Nation,  to  crow  over  us - 1  believe  we 

fhall  find  a  Time  in  this  Campaign  to  teach  you  better 
1  Manners — your  capering  Country  is  fitter  for  Dancing 
Maflers  than  Soldiers - Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Marq.  It  fuits  not  with  my  Quality  to  anfwer  the  Im¬ 
pertinence  of  a  Valet - Monfieur,  adieu; - - ftrenez 

garde  une  autre  fois.  [Exit. 

Val.  Coxcomb  below  Refentment - [Looking  on  his 

Watch.]  I  have  out-ftaid  my  Time. 

Now  Fortune  be  my  Friend ,  Pll  aJJc  no  more , 

One  lucky  Hour  may  double  all  my  Store. 

Hedft.  Or  make  you  Bankrupt  as  you  was  before.  [Exit. 

SCENE  Changes .  A  Table ,  with  Pen}  Ink , 

and  Paper  on  it . 

E?iter  Lady  Wealthy,  fola. 

L.  Weal.  Which  Way  fhall  I  contrive  to  difappoint 
my  Sifter’s  Wifhes  !  Now  would  I  give  Half  my  Eftate 
to  feed  my  Vanity.  Oh,  that  I  could  once  bring  Valere. 
within  my  Power,  I’d  ufe  him  as  his  ill  Breeding  de- 
ferves  ;  I’d  teach  him  to  be  particular.  He  has  promis’d 
Angelica  to  play  no  more  :  I  fancy  that  proceeds  from  his 
*  Want  of  Money,  rather  than  Inclination. — If  I  could 
be  fure  of  that — I’ll  try  however.  If  my  Projedt  takes, 

I  fhall  again  break  their  Union - — and  if  I  can’t 

ferve  my  Pride,  I  fhall  at  leaft  difturb  their  Peace ;  and 
either  brings  me  Pleafure.  [Sits  down  and  writes.]  Now 

how  fhall  I  convey  this  to  his  Hands - It  is  not 

proper  to  fend  any  of  my  own  Servants - Who’s  there  ? 

Enter  Mrs.  Betty. 

Betty.  Did  your  Ladyfhip  call,  Madam  ? 

L.  Weal.  Ay,  get  me  a  Porter. 

Betty.  A  Porter  !  Madam  :  Robin ,  John ,  and  Nicholas 
are  all  within. 

L.  Weal,  and  what  then?  Do  as  I  bid  you. 

Betty.  What  can  fhe  want  with  a  Porter  ! — I  am  re- 
folv’d  to  watch.  [Exit. 

L.  Weal. 


The  GAMESTER.  167 

L.  Weal.  ’Tis  better  being  confin’d  to  a  Defart,  where 
one  never  fees  the  Face  of  Man - than  not  to  be  ad¬ 

mir’d  by  all.  \_Enter  Porter .]  Here,  carry  this  to  Mr. 
Valere:  Do  you  know  him  ? 

Port.  Yes,  an’t  pleafe  your  Honour,  very  well. 

L.  Weal.  Go,  bring  me  an  Anfwer  then.  [Exit  Porter. 

» 

Enter  Lovewell. 

Ha  !  Lovewell:  I  mud  avoid  his  Prefence,  left  he  dif- 

cover  this  Intrigue - He’ll  be  alarm’d  at  the  Sight 

of  a  Porter  in  my  Lodgings - Befides,  my  Soul 

refents  the  ill  Treatment  I  have  given  him - —He 

indeed  merits  better  Ufage - But  I  know  not  how, 

I  cannot  refolve  on  Matrimony.  [Exit. 

Love.  "Gone !  Am  I  then  fhun’d  like  peftilential  Air — 

yet  doom’d  to  doat  upon  her  cold  Indifference - 

Oh !  Give  me  Patience,  or  I  burft  with  Rage - There 

mufl  be  more  than  her  bare  Temper  in’t — She  loves — 

Ay,  there’s  the  Caufe— — Oh !  the  racking  Thought : 
By  all  the  Powers,  it  fires  each  vital  Part  and  with  a 
double  Warmth  ftrikes  every  adlive  Senfe. 

Hear  me,  ye  Powers - And  if  you  ne'er  defign 

To  make  this  dear,  this fcornful  Beauty  mine , 

Grant  in  the  Lieu —  1  may  my  Rival  meet, 

A?id  throw  him  gaffing  at  his  Lady's  Feet.  [Exit. 

Enter  Angelica  and  F avourite,  with  a  Letter  in  her 

Hand. 

Ang.  I  fhall  not  open  it,  indeed - If  you  venture 

to  receive  Letters  again,  without  my  Leave,  I  fhall  dil- 
charge  you  from  your  Attendance,  Mrs.  Favourite. 

Fav.  I  do  it  for  your  Good,  Madam. 

Ang.  For  my  Good !  Impertinence — Am  I  to  be  go¬ 
vern’d  by  thofe  I  may  command  ? 

Fav.  In  fpite  of  all  that  I  can  do,  I  fhall  lofe  my 
Salary  :  For  when  he  finds  the  Caufe  go  backwards,  he’ll 
fee  no  more.  [A fide. 

Enter  Dorante. 

Ang.  So,  he’s  here  too,  by  your  Appointment,  I 
fuppofe. 


Dor. 
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Dor.  May  I  venture  to  approach  the  Rays  of  that  Di¬ 
vinity,  which  dart  into  my  Soul  an  impetuous  Flame  ? 

Ang.  O  dear  Sir,  there’s  a  Fire  in  the  next  Room, 
whofe  Flames  will  warm  you  better  than  my  Beauty,  I 
believe. 

Fav.  Well,  really,  Madam,  I  think  Valere  could  not 
have  exprefs’d  himfelf  finer. 

Ang.-  Ceafe  your  odious  Comparifons — Mr.  Dor  ante 
might  I  advife  you,  make  your  Addreffes  to  my  Woman 
— I ’m  fure  you’ll  meet  a  kind  Reception  ;  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Dor.  Your  Woman,  Madam!  I  thought  a  Perfon  of 
your  Rank  knew  how  to  treat  a  Gentleman  better. 

Ang.  And  I  thought  a  Perfon  of  your  Years  might 
have  underflood  better,  than  to  make  Love  to  one  of 
mine. 

Dor.  My  Years,  Madam  !  Pm  not  fo  old - Can  I 

help  my  being  in  Love  with  you  ? 

Ang.  No  more  can  Favourite  being  in  Love  with  you. 

Fav.  You  are  always  witty  upon  me,  Madam — I’d 
have  her  to  know  I  love  a  young  Fellow  as  well  as 
herfelf.  [A fide. 

Dor.  ’Tis  for  my  extravagant  Nephew  that  I  am  de- 
fpis'd ;  that  complicated  Piece  of  Vice  whofe  head- 
flrong  Courfes,  and  luxurious  Life,  will  ruin  both  your 
Peace  and  Fortune.  I  faw  him  a  little  while  ago  enter 
one  of  thofe  Schools  of  Poverty,  a  Gaming-Houfe  in 
St.  Martin's  Lane. 

Ang.  ’Tis  falfe. 

Fav  Nay,  Madam,  I  dare  fay  ’tis  true — Yonder  goes 
his  Mam  ;  I’ll  call  him  and  convince  you. 

\Lxit,  and'  Re-enters  with  Hedtor. 

Ang.  He  cannot  be  fo  ungrateful,  after  my  lafl  Fa¬ 
vours - Hector ,  where’s  your  Matter? 

Hect.  Where’er  his  Perfon  is — his  Heart  is  with  your 
Ladylhip,  Madam  ;  I  dare  anfwer  for  him. 

Ang.  That’s  foreign  to  my  Queftion  ;  where  is  he? 

Dor.  Yes,  yes,  he’s  a  fit  perfon  to  enquire  of,  truly. 

Hect.  So  I  am,  Sir  :  For  nobody  knows  my  Mailer’s 
Out-goings  and  his  In-comings  better  than  myfelf. 

Ang.  Come,  you  fhall  tell  me - Dor  ante  fays,  he 

faw  him  go  into  a  Gaming-Houfe. 

Hect.  Difcover’d — Nay  then  I  mult  bring  him  off - 

Why,  that  is  true,  Madam.  An?. 
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Ang.  Perfidious  ! 

Hect.  But,  Madam,  it  is  to  take  his  Leave,  upon  my 

Word - He’s  gone  to  play,  with  a  Defign  to  play 

no  more. 

Fav.  Now,  Madam,  who  was  in  the  right  ? 

Ang.  Is  it  poffible  a  Man  can  be  fo  Bafe  1 

Dor.  There  are  Men,  Madam,  that  ne’er  were  guilty 
of  fuch  Crimes. 

Hect.  But,  Madam,  you  won’t  hear  me - my 

Mafter  is  making  all  th^  Speed  he  can  to  put  himfelf  in 
a  Condition  to  keep  his  Word  with  you  :  He  is  fhaking 
his  Elbows,  rattling  the  Box,  and  breaking  his  Knuckles 

for  Halle - He  has  fent  me  Poll  for  his  laft  auxiliary 

Guineas,  which,  when  he  has  thrown  off,  he’ll  lay  him¬ 
felf  at  your  Feet,  with  full  Refolution  never  to  touch  Box 
or  Dice  more. 

Ang.  A  likely  Matter,  truly. 

Hect.  So  it  is,  Madam - For  he’ll  put  it  out  of  his 

Power  to  offend  again. 

Dor.  Till  he  has  a  new  Recruit. 

Hect.  Madam,  your  Ladyfhip’s  mofi  humble  Servant, 
I  muff  fly  ;  for  my  Mafter  will  think  every  Hour  Seven 
till  I  am  there.  [Exit. 

Dor.  Now,  Madam,  are  you  convinc’d - Will  you 

yet  accept  a  Heart  devoted  only  to  your  Charms  ? 

Ang.  No  more  of  your  Fuftian — ’tis  unfeafonable ; 
don’t  provoke  me  to  ufe  you  worfe  than  good  Manners 
will  allow  :  I  refpedl  your  Age,  but  hate  your - 

Dor.  Well,  fcornful  Maid,  take  up  with  your  Game- 
fter,  do  :  You’ll  be  the  firft  that  repents  it.  And  fo 
farewel.  [Exit. 

Ang.  O,  my  too  conftant  Heart  !  canft  thou  ftill  hold 

the  Image  of  this  faithlefs  Man - And  yet  methinks 

I’d  fain  reclaim  him - I’ll  try  the  laft  Extremity. 

For  when  from  III  a  Profelyte  we  gain, 

The  goodnefs  of  the  Act  rewards  the  Pain  : 

But  if  my  honefl  Arts  fuccefslefs  prove , 

To  make  the  Vices  of  his  Soul  remove , 

Til  die — or  rid  me  from  this  Tyrant  Love. 
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ACT  IV. 

Enter  Valere,  with  a  Box  and  Dice  in  his  Hand,  as  from 

Play  to  a  Porter - Betty  lifiening. 

Betty.  C*  0  ;  thus  far  I  have  followed  this  Porter  :  Here 

O  I’ll  obferve  who  he  wants - Pm  fure  ’tis 

againfl  the  Intereft  of  Mr.  Lovewell. 

Val.  F rom  a  Lady,  fay’ll  thou  ?  and  mull  be  deliver’d 
into  my  own  Hand - 

Betty.  As  I  imagin’d. 

Val.  Pr’ythee,  Fellow,  doll  know  what  ’tis  to  inter¬ 
rupt  a  Gamefter,  when  his  Fortune’s  at  Stake - Seven 

or  Eleven  have  more  Charms  now  than  the  brightell 

Lady  in  the  Kingdom.- — [ Opens  the  Letter .]  Reads - 

Humph — Purfuant  to  what  I  told  you  before  Angelica, 
that  a  Declaration  of  Love  would  not  be  dif agreeable,  I 

confirm  my  Words  in  a  golden  Shower - -Tis  what 

1  believe  mofi  acceptable  to  a  Man  of  your  Cir cum/lances. 
(Well  guefs’d,  ’e  Faith.)  A  Bill  for  One  Hundred 
Pounds,  payable  at  Sight  —  Monfieur  le  Porter,  your 

very  humble  Servant - Tell  the  Lady,  I  am  hers 

moll  obediently - It  requires  no  other  Anfwer,  till  I 

fly  myfelf  to  return  my  Thanks. 

Po?'t.  Yes,  Sir.  [ Exit  Porter. 

Val.  What  mull  I  do  now  ?  prove  a  Rogue,  and  be¬ 
tray  my  Friend  Lovewell — If  I  accept  this  Prefent,  I 
mull  make  my  Returns  in  Love  ;  for  when  a  Widow 
parts  with  Money,  ’tis  eafy  to  read  the  valuable  Confl- 

deration  the  expedls  : - But  then  Angelica,  the  dear, 

the  faithful  Maid— - But  then  a  Hundred  Guineas, 

the  dear  tempting  Sight!  Ha ,  Lovewell!  thou  corn’ll 
in  good  Time  ;  for  my  Virtue’s  daggering. 

Enter  Lovewell. 

Lov.  I  have  been  feeking  you  all  the  Town  over. 

Val.  And  what  News?  Thou  had  a  very  love-lick 
Countenance :  The  Widow  has  us’d  thee  fcurvily,  I 
know. 

Lov.  Beyond  all  bearing - Valere,  thou  ever  wert 

my 
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my  Friend;  pr’ythee  inftrudt  me - Help  to  find  the 

curfed  Rafcal  out - ’Tis  not  the  Fool  Marquis,  I’m 

convinc’d  ;  but  fome  lurking  Villain,  fome  Wretch  un¬ 
worthy  of  her  Charms - elfe  her  Vanity  would  ne’er 

conceal  him. 

Val.  Hold,  hold,  Friend  :  you  run  on  a  little  too  fall 

- What  would  your  Mightinefs  do  now,  fuppofmg 

you  difcover’d  this  detefted  Rival  ? 

Lov.  I’d  force  him  to  renounce  her  ;  or  lofe  my  Life, 
and  leave  her  free. 

Val.  Why  then  I  have  fuch  a  Refpedt  for  this  Gentle¬ 
man,  that  I  muft  preferve  him  from  your  Lion-like  Fury. 

Lov.  Ha  !  Do’ll  thou  know  him  then — Oh  !  I  charge 
thee  by  our  pafi  Years  of  Friendfhip,  and  by  my  Peace 
of  Mind,  which  this  cruel  Woman  takes  eternally  away, 
tell  me  but  who  he  is,  defcribe  him  to  me  :  Is  he  a 
Gentleman  ? 

Val.  Yes,  Faith. 

Lov.  And  handfome  ? 

Val.  The  Ladies  think  fo. 

Lov.  Tell  but  his  Name,  that  my  Revenge  may  reach 
him.  Haft  thou  a  Friend  more  dear  than  I — No,  no  ; 
thy  Companions  are  no  Friends  ;  Gamefters  and  Profli¬ 
gates- - whom  in  thy  reflecting  Hours  I  know  thou 

Tiateft — She  is  not  fit  for  one  of  thefe. 

~Vaf.  The  Spark  is  a  little  given  to  Gaming,  I  con- 
fefs — yet  holds  his  Nofe  as  high  as  your  Widow,  I  can 
tell  you  that. 

Lov.  Pr’ythee  trifle  no  longer  with  me — nor  do  not 
jeft  with  Pains  like  mine. 

Val.  Do  you  know  her  Hand? 

Lov.  Death  !  Does  fhe  write  to  him? 

Val.  Thefe  Credentials  will  confirm  fhe  does. 

[Gives  him  her  Letter  with  the  Bill. 

Lov.  Confuflon  to  thee — And  a  Bill  for  Money - - 

Away,  it  cannot  be - By  Hell,  the  Company  thou 

keep’ft  has  taught  thee  to  be  a  Villain  :  Thou  haft  abus’d 
her  Honour,  which  I  will  juftify.  Draw. 

Val.  Here’s  a  Rogue  now — When  I  have  withftood  a 
Temptation  would  have  fhook  a  Hermit — he’d  cut  my 
Throat  for  not  taking  his  Miftrefs  from  him — Well, 

I  2  thefe 
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thefe  romantic  Lovers  are  whimfical  Things— Harkye, 
Charles ,  I  believe  you  know  I  am  no  Coward,  and  if 
your  fighting  Fit  remains  on  you  till  To-morrow  Morn- 
mg  I  11  meet  you  when  and  where  you  pleafe  ;  but'  I’m 
engag  d  now  as  you  may  fee,  Farewel - 

[Exit,  Jhewing  him  the  Box,  &c. 

Eov.  What  Man  but  would  for  ever  fcorn,  defpife  this 
lalfe  Ingrate  But  I’m  a  Slave  to  Love,  and  bound  with 
mch  a  Chain,  no  Injuries  can  break — Something  mull 
be  done  ;  but  what  I  know  not.  [Exit. 


Mrs.  Betty  comes  forwards. 

Betty.  So,  my  Lady  has  brought  herfelf  into  a  fine 
Praemunire.  Well,  I’m  glad  I  heard  this  ;  and  hope  to 
make  it  turn  to  Mr,  LovewelV^  Advantage — who  is  a 
generous  Man,  and  deferves  a  Countefs.  [Exit. 


SCENE  changes  to  Lady  Wealthy  j- 

Lodgings. 

Lady  Wealthy,  fola. 

L.  Weal.  So,  thus  far  I’m  fuccefsful  :  The  Porter  fays 
he  was  tranfported  with  the  Letter,  and  will  infiantly  be 
here - Who’s  there  ?  [Enter  Footman .]  Bid  my  Wo¬ 

man  come  hither. 

Footm.  She’s  not  within,  Madam. 

L.  Weal.  How,  not  within  ! 

Footm.  Here  fhe  comes. 


Enter  Betty. 

.  L -Weal.  Hey!  where  have  you  been  to  put  yourfelf 
m  this  Heat  ? 

Betty.  Speaking  to  a  Relation,  Madam. 

A  Relation  ;  fure ’twas  a  warm  Conference 
has  left  fuch  Signs  on’t  in  your  Cheeks— Set  my  Toilet 
— -  1 11  throw  thefe  mournful  Blacks  away — adorn’d  in 

chearful  White,  receive  and  charm  my  Hero. 

Betty.  Mr.  Lovewell,  Madam. 

L.  Weal.  No,  Fool ;  When  did  you  ever  fee  me  drefs 
at  an  old  Lover  ?  He’s  mine  ;  fecurely  mine  :  But  Vo¬ 
ter  e,  the  Gay,  the  Rover,  the  unconquer’d  Rambler ;  he, 
he  alone  deferves  my  Care. 


Betty. 
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Betty.  Madame,  might  I  prefume  to  fpeak - 

L.  Weal.  Your  Nonfenfe  freely;  I  am  in  a  good  Hu¬ 
mour,  and  can  bear  it  all. 

Betty.  Then  Valere  is  the  molt  ungrateful — and  Mr. 
Lovewell  the  mofl  accomplifhed  of  any  Man  breathing. 

L.  Weal.  Ha,  ha,  ha  :  And  is  this  your  Speech - - 

Lovewell  is  beholden  to  you  truly  ;  and  Mr.  Valere  fhall 
know  his  Friend. 

Betty.  I  hate  him,  Madam  :  and  you  have  Reafon. 

L.  Weal.  Peace.  I  find  Pgave  you  too  much  Liberty. 

Enter  a  Footman. 

Footm.  Madam,  a  Letter  for  your  Ladyfhip. 

L.  Weal.  Humph  !  from  Lovewell :  I  know  the  Hand  ; 
fome  Compliment,  fome  difmal  Madrigal,  or  tedious 
Ditty,  in  worfe  Profe,  I  am  fure.  [ Opens  it .]  Ha,  my 
own  Bill  !  What  means  this — Madam — You  have  befiow’ d 
your  Favours  unworthily  :  Notwithjlanding  this  Proof  \  I 
would  have  fought ,  defended  you  beyond  Demo?ifiration  ; 

but  your  new  Choice  declin’d  the  Sword - and  that 

Love  I fa  long  languifh’d for. 

Your  negledted,  injur’d,  but  ftill  faithful 

Lovewell. 

Bafe  Traytor  !  Is  this  a  Man  of  Honour?  this  the  Re¬ 
turn  to  my  Advances — It  is  impoffible — He  has  way¬ 
laid  the  Porter,  brib’d  him,  and  deceiv’d  me. 

Betty.  Indeed  he  has  not,  Madam. 

L.  Weal.  Why,  know  you  ought  of  this  ? 

Betty.  Yesx  I  can  tell  you  all — if  you  will  promife  to 
interpret  for  the  Good  of  him  who  loves  you  truly. 

L.  Weal.  Come  in,  and  let  me  hear  the  Story — If 
Valere  has  triumph’d  o’er  my  Weaknefs,  and  expos’d 
my  unrequefted  Bounty - 

Such  a  Repulfe  may  fix  this  wand’ ring  Heart : 

A  nd  confiant  Love  may  meet  its  due  Defert.  [Going. 

Enter  the  Marquis. 

Marq.  Turn  back,  bright  Fair,  and  liften  to  an  Adtion 
glorious  as  Conde,  Luxembourg ,  or  Hefs ,  or  any  He  that 
ever  grac’d  the  Field. 
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L.  Wt eal.  More  Plagues? - 1  begin  to  grow  weary  of 

this  Train  of  Fools — Pray  make  your  Story  fhort,  Sir. 

Marq .  I’ll  be  as  concife  as  the  Heroic  Deed —  Veni, 
Vidi,  Vici ,  as  Ccefar  faid. 

L.  Weal.  Over  whom  was  this  Conqued?  your  Foot¬ 
man  and  your  T aylor  ? 

Marq.  No,  Madam,  over  my  Rival,  Valere. 

L.  Weal.  Ha  !  where  met  you  that  Report  ? 

Marq.  Every  where - The  World  fays  you  are  in 

Love  with  him — ’Tis  all  the  Difcourfe  at  the  Chocolate- 
Honfe. 

t  L.  Weal.  Confufion  !  Am  I  become  fo  wretched — I 
v  fhall  be  fung  in  Ballads  fhortly. 

Marq.  Having  a  profound  Refpedl  for  your  Ladyfhip 
— away  flew  I  to  his  Lodgings — where  I  had  no  fooner 

enter’d,  but  the  Memory  of  your  Wrongs - fet  the 

ftormy  Marks  of  Anger  on  my  Brow - Sir,  faid  I— 

Sir,  faid  he,  your  moll  humble  Servant — Sir,  faid  I— 
here  is  a  Rumour  fpread  abroad,  prejudicial  to  the  Re¬ 
putation  of  a  Lady  whom  I  have  honour’d  with  my 
Efteem. 

L.  Weal,  Honour’d  !  Oh,  audacious  ! 

Marq.  And  Report  fays  you  are  the  Author - Who 

I  ?  faid  he,  in  the  meekeft,  humbled  Tone  that  ever 

Lover  begg’d  in— frightned  out  of  his  Wits - Her 

Name,  I  pray - which  when  I  had  told  him,  and  bid 

him  draw  ;  he  poorly  difclaim’d  his  Paffion,  and  faid,  I 
might  take  you  with  all  his  Heart,  for  he  would  not  fight 

- At  which  I  flept  up  to  him,  faying,  Savez  vous, 

Monfieur,  du  Lanfquenet - that  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  in 

Englijh ,  a  Flip  of  the  Nofe,.  Madam — at  which  the  good 
( gentleman  pull’d  off  his  Hat,  and  made  me  the  lowed 

Bow;  and  I,  in  Triumph,  left - Now,  my  Reward 

— my  Reward,  Madam. 

L.  Weal.  Your  Reward  ;  never  to  fee  me  more  :  For 
though  I  love  Valour,  I  know  this  Story  falfe — and  you 
made  up  of  Cowardice.  Do’e  hear — if  ever  my  Doors 
are  open  [Enter  three  Footmen. ]  to  this  bold  Intruder  more, 
I’ll  have  your  Liveries  pull’d  over  your  Ears.  [Exit. 

Marq.  Gone  !  I  durd  have  fworn  the  would  have 
married  me  for  the  News - Now  here’s  a  good  In¬ 

vention 
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vention  loft - Ah  poor  Monfieur  Markee ,  thoul’t  never 

thrive  with  thefe  Women  of  Quality - 1  muft  to  fome 

rich  toothlefs  City  Dame — 

On  them  my  Courage  and  my  Shame  may  pa/s  : 

Thefe  Court-end  Wits  di/cover  me  an  A/s.  [Exit. 

SCENE  the  Street . 

Hedtor  folus. 

Hect.  Well,  I  have  not  Patience  any  longer  to  fee  this 

M after  of  mine  play - 1  find  which  Way  he’s  going 

- Odfo,  here’s  his  Father - how  fhall  I  fend  him 

away - For  if  he  fhould  fee  his  Son  come  out  of  this 

Gaming- Houfe,  we  fhall  be  undone  again - [ Enter 

Sir  Thomas  Valere.]  Oh,  Sir,  I  have  been  all  over  the 
Town  to  look  you - 

Sir  Tho.  For  what,  pray?  Did  my  laft  Greeting  pleafe 
you  fo  well,  that  you’ve  a  Mind  to  more  on’t — Where’s 
the  Rake  your  M  after  ? 

Hect.  Oh,  Sir,  happy,  happy  beyond  Expreftion - 

He’s  with  Angelica ,  who  has  prefented  him  with  her 
Pidture,  fet  round  with  Gems  of  ineftimable  Value. 

Sir  Tho.  Ha  !  Say’ft  thou  fo,  Boy  ?  And  is  he  likely 
to  carry  A  ngelica  ? 

Hect.  Carry  her,  Sir ;  why  the  Bufinefs  is  done,  and 
nothing  wanting  but  your  Prefence,  with  a  Lawyer,  to 
fit  ’em  for  the  Prieft — Good  Sir,  make  hafte - 

Sir  Tho.  I’ll  be  there  in  an  Inftant - And  fhall  I 

be  a  Grandfather  adad— I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to 

give  thee  Six-pence  for  thy  News— And  I  will  too - - 

there  Hector ,  drink  your  young  Master’s  and  Lady’s 

Health,  Sirrah - Ah  my  dear  Boy  Jemmy ,  I  forgive 

thee  all - I’m  fo  tranfported,  I  think  it  an  Age 

till  I  embrace  thee.  {Exit. 

Hect.  ’Fore  George  if  this  old  Fellow  finds  me  in  a 
Lie,  as  he  moft  certainly  will ;  for  if  Angelica  hears  my 
M after  is  at  play  again,  fhe’ll  never  have  him  that’s  fure 

too - - - 1  muft  let  him  know  what  I  have  done,  and 

get  him  in  the  Mind  to  go  this  Hour  to  Angelica - -or 

Hector ’s  Bones  will  pay  for’t. 

To  ferve  my  Ma/ler ,  I  a  Lie  may  tell , 

But  would  not  fuffer .  when  I  ?nean  it  well.  [Exit. 

I 4  SCENE 
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SCENE  dif covers  a  Gaming-Table ,  with 
Valeie,  Count  Cog’die,  and  other  Gentlemen  at 
Hazard ,  with  feveral  Rakes  and  Sharpers , 
waiting  round  the  Table  ;  a  Box-Keeper,  and 
Attendants. 


Cogd.  Come - Seven -  What  do  you  fet 

Gentlemen  ? 

Box-K.  Seven’s  the  Main. 
lji  Gent.  That 
2 d  Gent.  Ten  pieces. 

Vat.  The  Devil’s  in  the  Dice— There,  Sir,  a  Hundred 
Guineas.  [Angrily.] 

[Cogdie  7  citthng  the  Box ,  and  conjidermg  where  to 
throw. 

Box-K.  Knock  where  you  are,  Sir. 

Cogd.  I  am  at  the  fairefl  only  •  [Throws  out  the  Dice . 
Come,  and  that  little  Silver  too. 

Box-K.  Four  to  Seven. 

i. ft  Rake.  Mr.  Cogdie ,  to  three  a  Crown,  fhall  I  ? 

2 d  Rtike.  To  three  and  eleven  Guineas,  if  you  pleafe. 
i. ft  Sharp.  Here’s  three  Crowns  to  eleven,  and  if  I  lofe, 
by  all  that’s  good  I  know  not  where  to  eat. 

Rake. 2  You  go  to  three  a  Crown  [To 
J d  Rake. ]  you  to  three,  and  eleven  Guineas.  [To  Sharper.  1 
You  (hall  go  yours  to  eleven  Jack. 

Box-K.  Pray,  Sir,  throw  away,  don’t  hold  the  Box  all 
Night. 

.  Gogd.  There,  [Shakes  the  Box  and  throws  threeiX  you’re 
in  once,  Gentlemen. 

Both  Rakes.  We  go  again. 

Cogd.  With  all  my  Heart.  [Shakes  the  Box  again  and 


„  __  _  _  throws  tour. 

Box-K.  Four,  Trey- Ace. 

Cogd.  There,  Gentlemen,  I  have  brought  you  off 
again.  [To  the  Rakes. ]  y 

Val.  You  did  not  throw  out  your  Dice  fair,  and  I’ll 
not  yield  it. 

Cogd.  Judgment,  Gentlemen. 


\ ’ft 
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I ft  Gent .  I  think  ’twas  fair  enough. 

2 d  Gent.  Ay,  ay,  a  Man  may  throw  his  Dice  how 
he  pleafes. 

Val.  Sir,  I  fay  this  Hat’s  white.  [In  a  Pafioni] 

Cogd.  I  fay  fo  too. 

Val.  ’Tis  falfe,  ’tis  black. 

Cogd.  As  you  fay,  I  think  it  is  black. 

Val.  No  Sir,  ’tis  neither  black  nor  white. 

Cogd.  Nay,  very  likely,  Sir - He  has  lofl  his 

Money  and  now  he  grows  mutinous. 

Box-K.  Come,  pray  Gentlemen  don’t  quarrel,  and 
I’ll  afk  it  round. 

Cogd.  Afk  what,  you  Blockhead  ?  whether  his  Hat’s 
black  or  white  ?  [Tojfes  a  Pair  of  Dice  in  his  Face. 

Box-K.  No,  Matter,  whether  you  won  the  Money 
or  not. 

2 d  Gent.  He  won  it  fairly.  Come  Valere ,  I’ll  lend 
thee  ten  Pieces,  fet  boldly,  fet  boldly,  I  warrant  thee 
Luck,  Boy. 

i ft  Gent.  Ay,  ay,  come  whofe  is  the  Box? 

Cogd.  ’Tis  mine - 

2 d  Gent.  Throw  a  Main  then. 

Cogd.  Five. 

Box-K.  Five’s  the  Main. 

Val.  There - take  all. 

I ft  Gent.  That - 

“id  Gent.  That - 

Cogd.  Where  I  was  laft.  Now  little  Dice. 

Val.  Shake  your  Dice. 

Cogd.  There,  Sir,  [Shakes  the  Dice  and  throws  Dnce 
Ace.]  Oh,  burn  ’em. 

Box-K.  Duce  Ace. 

Val.  Out - Give  me  the  Box - Six. 

Box-K.  Six  is  the  main. 

Cogd.  There,  Sir,  if  you  dare  throw  at  it. 

I ft  Gent.  That - 

zd  Gent.  That - 

Val.  At  you  all -  [Shakes  the  Box  and  throws 

Qiiatre  Duce. 

Box-K.  Six.  Quatre  Duce,  you’ve  won  it,  Sir. 

Cogd.  Um  !  [Seems  dif order3 d. ] 

I  5  Val. 
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Val.  Come,  Seven.  [Throws.'] 

Box-K.  Seven’s  the  Main. 

Cogd.  A  hundred  Guineas. 

Val.  Now  little  Dice - 

Cogd.  N  ot  another  Nick  fure.  [Speaks  as  Valere  is  going 

to  throw  the  Dice . 

Val.  N  ick  by  Juno - 

Box-K.  Cinque  Duce. 

Cogd.  Oh  !  Blood  !  and  death  and  Fire  !  [Rifes  and 

walks  about  in  a  Baffion. 

Val.  Nine.  [Throws.] 

Box-K.  Nine’s  the  Main. 

Cogd.  There,  Sir,  I’ll  fet  you  two  hundred  Guineas 
upon  that  Note. 

Val.  Note,  Sir  !  Whofe  Note  is  it  pray? 

Cogd.  Why  ’tis  very  good,  Sir,  ’tis  upon  Sir  F—s 
Ch - d. 

Val.  At  it  Egad.  [Throws.] 

Box-K.  Nine,  Cinque  and  Ouatre,  the  Box  is  due. 

Cogd.  U m  [  Throws  away  the  Dice ,  Breaks  the  Box.] 
Sir,  I  bar  that  Throw. 

Val.  Sir,  I  did  not  fee  you, — and  I  won  it  fairly. 

Cogd.  The  Devil,  I  that  underhand  Play  fo  well,  to 
be  bubbled  of  my  money — Sir,  I  fay  this  Hat’s  white 
— Who  dare  fay  the  contrary  ? 

Val.  Not  I,  indeed,  Sir. 

Cogd.  I  fay  ’tis  black. 

Val.  Why,  as  you  fay,  I  think  ’tis  black. 

Cogd.  I  fay,  Sir,  ’tis  neither  black  nor  white. 

Val.  Then  it  lhall  be  green,  blue  red,  or  yellow,  or 
what  you  pleafe,  Sir.  I  have  more  Manners  than  to 
quarrel  now  I’m  on  the  winning  Side,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

ijl  Gent.  Prithee  don’t  quarrel  with  him,  you’ll  get 
nothing  by  it.  Valere  will  fight,  you  know. 

Cogd.  And  fo  will  I,  Sir.  You  are  all  a  Parcel  of — 

If  ever  I  play  upon  the  Square  again - I’ll  give  ’em 

Leave  to  make  Dice  of  my  Bones. 

Val.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  hold,  let  me  pay  my  Debts.  There 
Sir — [to  2 d  Gent.] 

Box-K.  You  owe  a  Box,  Sir,  an’t  pleafe  you. 

Val.  There —  [Gives  a  Shilling .] 


Box- 
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Box-K.  You  owe  me  a  Teafter  for  a  back-hand  Tip, 
a  little  while  ago,  Mafter. 

Val.  There  you  Dog.  [ Gives  him  Six-pence.] 

Box-K.  Thank  you  Mafter — Til  thank  any  Gentleman 
that  will  put  that  Shilling  in  the  Box. 

Enter  Angelica  in  Marts  Cloaths. 

Ang.  Ay,  here  he  is. 

Val.  Come  Seven. 

Box-K.  Seven’s  the  Main. 

] Jl  Gent.  That - - 

2 d  Gent.  That - 

Val.  ’Tis  mine. 

Box-K.  Eleven. 

2 d  Gent.  I  never  faw  fuch  Fortune, 
i ft  Gent.  Here’s  the  laft  of  a  Hundred,  if  Luck  turn 
not  I’m  broke, 

Ang.  Save  you  Gentlemen - may  one  fling  off  a 

Guinea  or  two  with  you?  [ This  while  Cogdie  Jits  dif- 
ordered  and  plays  by  himj elf  at  another  Table. 
Val.  Ay,  a  hundred  if  you  pleafe,  a  pert  young  Bub¬ 
ble  this,  flung  Six. 

Box-K.  Six  is  the  Main. 

Ang.  Fifty  Pieces,  Sir. 

Val.  Well  faid  Stripling — Down  with  ’em — Six  or  a 

Dozen  Dice — Duce  Ace — Ah  fplit  it - 

[ Throws  down  the  Box. 

Box-K.  Duce  Ace. 

Ang.  Out,  Sir,  give  me  Fifty  Guineas,  Sir. 

Val.  There  ’tis,  Sir. 

[Cogdie  rifes  and  comes  to  Angelica, 
Cogd.  [To  Angelica.]  Sir,  will  you  do  me  the  Favour 
to  let  me  go  two  Pieces  with  you  ;  I  am  juft  ftript. 

Ang.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir.  Come  Gentlemen 
[Throws.]  fet  boldly. 

Box-K.  Five’s  the  Main. 

Val.  A  hundred  Guineas. 

Ang.  Along  [Throws.]  ’tis  mine.  [Sweeps  the  Money i] 
Box-K.  Five,  Trey,  Duce. 

Ang.  [To  Cogdie.]  There’s  you  two  Pieces,  Sir. 

Cogd.  I  go  the  four,  Sir,  if  youf  pleafe. 

16  A  ng. 
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Ang.  By  and  by,  Sir,  you  fhall. 
i ft  Gent.  I’m  broke  ;  but  I'll  be  here  again  inftantly. 

'' .  [Exit. 

2 d  Gent.  I’ll  throw  off  this  Stake — If  Luck  turn  not  I 
muff  home  for  Recruits  too. 

Ang.  Come  on  then,  Sir,  fix.  [Throws. 

Box-K.  Six  is  the  Main. 

Val.  In  my  Confcience,  I  believe  this  young  Dog 
will  drip  us  all.  There,  Sir. 

Ang.  And  there,  Sir.  [Sweeps  the  Money. 

Box-K.  A  Dozen. 

2 d  Gent.  I  hope  you’ll  ftay  till  my  Return  ?  [Exit. 
Ang.  If  thefe  Gentlemen  can  hold  me  play. 

Box-K.  I  hope,  Gentlemen,  you  won’t  ftay  late,  for 
Fear  of  the  Prefs-mafters,  here  was  two  Gangs  laft  Night 
before  twelve  o’Clock. 

[All  the  Sharpers  fneak  op]  a7id  leave  Angelica  and 
Valere  together. 

Ang.  Pfhaw,  hang  the  Prefs-mafters,  come,  Sir,  Five. 
Box-K.  Five’s  the  Main. 

Val.  That  upon  Five. 

Ang.  Nick - 

Box-K.  Five,  Quarter  Ace,  you  owe  me  a  Box,  Sir. 
Val.  Confufion  !  Did  ever  Man  fee  the  like  !  That 
Watch  at  twenty  Guineas.  a  Gold  Watch. 

Ang.  Done,  Sir,  Nine.  [Throws. 

Box-K.  Nine’s  the  Main. 

Ang.  Tis  mine.  [Throws. 

Box^K.  Nine,  Six,  and  Three,  a  Main  above  a  Box. 
Val.  Furies  and  Hell — That  Ring  at  ten  Guineas. 

Ang.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  with  all  my  Heart,  Sir,  Six  again. 

[Throws. 

Box-K.  Six  is  the  Main. 

Ang.  Nick  again,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Box-K.  Six,  Cinque  Ace,  two  Mains  above  a  Box. 

Val.  The  Devil - I’ll  fet  you  a  hundred  Guineas 

upon  Honour,  Sir. 

Ang.  I  beg  your  Pardon,  Sir,  I  never  play  upon  Ho¬ 
nour  with  Strangers — If  you  have  nothing  elfe  to  fet, 
your  humble  Servant. 

Val.  Death— ihall  he  carry  off  my  Money  thus - 
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Hold,  Sir,  Friends  will  be  here  prefently,  I’ll  borrow 
fame  of  them. 

Ang.  That’s  baulking  my  Hand - 1  can’t  flay,  Sir, 

have  you  nothing  elfe  ? 

Veil.  Yes,  one  Thing,  but  that  is  dearer  to  me  than 
my  Life.  [  Takes  out  the  Picture. 

Ang.  What  can  that  be  pray? 

Vat.  ’Tis  a  Picture,  the  Original  of  which  is  neareft 
to  my  Soul -  [Kifses  it. 

Ang.  Pifh — a  Trifle - Oh  my  Heart - Yet  you 

fhan’t  fay  Pm  ungenerous — whate’er  you  value  it  at,  I’ll 
anfwer  it. 

Val.  Value  it  at — It  is  not  to  be  valued. 

Ang-.  Then  you’ll  not  fet  it ;  Sir,  your  Servant. 

Val.  Stay,  Sir — Luck  may  turn — I’ll  fet  the  Dia¬ 
monds  at  two  hundred  Guineas. 

A  Jig.  Oh  Villain — Well,  Sir,  Seven - 

Box-K  Seven’s  the  Main, 

[Angelica  throws  at  the  Picture. 

Box-K.  Four  or  Seven. 

Val.  I  bar  the  firft  Throw. 

Box-K.  Bar. 

[Angelica  throws  two  or  three  Times,  and  then  wins  it. 

Ang.  ’Tis  mine,  Sir. 

Box-K.  Four, Trey,  Ace ;  you  owe  me  Three  Boxes,  Sir. 

Val.  Eternal  Furies  — —  loft - He  shall  reflore  it, 

or  I’ll  cut  his  Throat - Well,  Sir,  take  the  Dia¬ 

monds,  but  I  muft  have  the  Picture. 

Ang.  The  Picture,  Sir. 

Val.  Ay,  the  Pidlure,  Sir. 

Ang.  I  won  it,  Sir,  and  I  fhan’t  reflore  it,  I  affure  you. 

Val.  But  you  (hall  reflore  it,  Sir,  e’er  you  and  I  part. 

Ang.  If  I  fhould  draw  a  Duel  upon  my  Hands  here 

- I’m  in  a  fine  Condition — [Afidei\  Nay,  Sir,  if 

you  are  angry,  good  by - 

Val.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  [Runs  between  her  and  the  Door. ] 
you  fhan’t  carry  off  the  Picture,  by  Hercules — Look’e 
Sir,  either  take  my  Bond,  or  fight  me  for’t.  [Draws. 

Ang.  Sir — [Trembling.\  What  fhall  I  do  ?  I  muft  be 
obliged  to  difeover  myfelf -  [Afide. 

Enter  \Jl  and  2 d  Gentlemen. 

\Jl  Gent.  Hold,  Valere. 
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2d  Gent.  What’s'  the  Meaning  of  this  ? 

[ Lays  hold  of  V alere. 

An.  Ha  !  A  lucky  Efcape - \Runs  off. 

Val.  Away  ;  Hand  off ;  or  I  fhall  make  my  Paffage 
through  you,  Tray  tor,  Dog — Oh  I  could  tear  my  Flefh 
— Cut  off  thefe  Hands  that  laid  the  Jewel  down,  and 

ftab  my  Heart  for  having  once  confented - 

[  Walks  about  raving. 

ifi  Gent.  What  can  be  the  Caufe  of  this  Paffion  ? 

2 d  Gent.  Ho,  he  has  loft  his  Money — PPythee  don’t 
let  that  trouble  thee,  I’ll  lend  thee  more — Come  let’s 
throw  for  the  Box. 

Val.  Throw  for  the  Devil — No,  henceforth  a  Game- 
fter  is  my  Foe;  nor  fhould  the  Indies  bribe  me  even  to 
touch  a  Die;  nor,  after  this  Moment,  will  I  e’er  fet 
Foot  in  fuch  a  Houfe  again. 

i ft  Gent.  The  Man  is  mad. 

2d  Gent.  Pr’ythee  let’s  go  feek  out  better  Company. 

[ Exeunt . 

Val.  Now  I  behold  what  a  Monfter  this  darling  Sin  has 
made  me,  and  loath  myfelf  for  my  long  Race  of  Folly. 

Now  I  repent ,  but  oh  it  comes  too  late , 

And  Us  but  fuftice  now  that  Jhe  fhould  hate  : 

He  that  flies  Virtue  ftill  to  follow  Vice , 

’Tis  fit ,  like  me  he  lofe  his  Paradife. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE,  Valere’.s  Lodgings. 


Valere  folus. 


Fiz/.\17HAT  fhall  I  do  ?  There’s  no  going  near 
VV  A?igelica.  The  ACtion  I  have  done  carries 
fuch  a  Face  that  fhe  can  ne’er  forgive  me.  v 


Enter 
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Enter  Hedtor. 

Hect.  Another  ’fcape,  Sir,  another  ’fcape.  Your  Fa¬ 
ther  was  juft  at  the  Gaming-Houfe  Door  upon  the  Hunt 
for  you, — but  Thanks  to  my  Wit,  I  found  a  Way  to  fend 
him  packing.  He’s  gone  to  Angelica's  with  a  Lawyer. 
Follow  him,  follow  him,  Sir, — If  he  get’s  there  before 
you,  the  old  Gentleman  will  believe  me  no  more — for  I 

told  him  you  ftaid  for  him  there - Ha  ;  he  minds 

me  not.  Sir,  Sir  ;  don’t  you  hear  me  ? 

Val.  No  :  I’ll  neither  hear,  nor  fee,  nor  eat,  nor  drink, 
nor  ever  reft  again. 

Hect.  Ah,  the  Devil  !  I  fhall  be  as  flender  as  a  Hazel- 
Switch  in  a  little  Time  then  ;  for  I  fuppofe  I  muft  keep 

you  Company  in  that  thin  Diet - Ah  !  what  I  dreaded 

is  come  to  pafs — What  then  is  all  the  Money  loft  ? 

Val.  Money  !  My  Life,  my  Soul  is  loft. 

Hect.  Heyday!  What’s  the  matter  now  ? 

Val.  The  Picture. 

Hect.  The  Picture,  Sir -  [  With  a  frightful  Look. ] 

Mercy  on  us  ;  fhake  your  Pockets,  fhake  your  Pockets, 
Sir.  [ Runs  to  Valere,  and fhakes  his  Coat  Pockets. 

Val.  Hold  -off :  I  tell  thee  I’ve  loft  it  at  Play. 

Hect.  Why  then  you  have  play’d  fair — Why  what  will 
you  do  now,  Sir  ? 

Val.  Cut  your  Throat,  Sirrah,  and  then  my  own. 

[ Clapping  hold  of  Hector. 

Hect.  ’Twas  none  of  my  Fault,  Sir.  [Half  weeping. 

Val.  O  no  !  it  was  my  own  :  For  had  I  taken  thy 
Counfel,  this  Curfe  had  been  prevented. 

Hect.  Ay,  Sir,  but  a  Gamefter’s  Life  was  the  moft  gen¬ 
teel  of  any - their  Fob  was  a  Fund,  and  their 

Hands  Philofopher’s  Stones.  Ay,  Sir. 

.  Val.  No  more — go  fetch  me  a  Book —  [Sits  down. 

Hect.  What  Book,  Sir? 

Val.  The  firft  that  comes  to  your  Hand,  no  Matter 
which.  [Exit  Hector,  returns  with  a  Book. 

Hect.  Here’s  Seneca ,  Sir? 

Val.  Well,  read — Was  ever  Man  fo  unfortunate  ! 

[  Walking  about  in  a  thinking  Pofture. 

Hect .  Who,  I  read  Seneca,  Sir  ? 

Val. 
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Val.  Why  not  ? 

Meet .  I  feldom  read  any  Thing,  Sir,  but  Almanacks, 

Val.  Oh,  read,  read  at  a  Venture - To  lofe  upon 

Seven  when  the  Chance  was  Four  !  Confufion  !  [Stamps. 

Hect.  [. Reads. 1  ■ —  Be  not  taken  with  the  glittering 
Dreams  of  Riches,  their  Poffeffion  brings  Trouble  :  Tran¬ 
quility  is  a  certain  Equality  of  Mind,  which  no  Condition 
of  Fortune  can  either  exalt  or  deprefs.  If  his  Fortune  be 
good,  he  tempers  it ;  if  bad,  he  matters  it. 

Val.  The  Devil  was  in  me,  that  I  could  not  leave  off 
when  I  was  a  Winner. 

Hect.  What  is  the  End  of  Ambition  and  Avarice? 
We  are  but  Stewards  of  what  we  falfely  call  our  own. 
All  thofe  Things  which  we  purfue  with  fo  much  Hazard, 
for  which  we  break  Faith  and  Friendfhip,  what  are  they 
but  the  mere  Depofitor  of  Fortune,  and  not  ours,  but  al¬ 
ready  inclining  towards  a  new  Matter. — Now  will  I  be 

hang’d,  if  Seneca  himfelf  was  not  given  to  Gaming. - 

/  Sir,  don’t  you  think  this  looks  like  a  moral  Reflection 
after  a  Lofs. — In  my  Confcience,  I’m  half  in  the  Mind 
/  that  he  play’d  away  a  Miftrefs’s  Picture  too - 

Val.  Ha  !  Name  it  not,  for  if  thou  dolt,  I’ll  fhake  thee 
into  Atoms. —  [Shaking  hint. 

Hect.  Ah,  Sir,  I’ve  done,  I’ve  done. - But,  Sir, 

this  Seneca  was  a  wonderous  Man — Was  he  ever  in  Lon- 
don ,  Sir? 

Val.  No,  he  lived  at  Rome. - Not  one  in  ten,  Oh, 

wretched  Luck. 

Hect.  That’s  a  long  way  off — I  thought  indeed  ’twas 

fomething  made  his  Morals  fo  little  minded - Come, 

Sir,  Courage. 

Val.  Yes,  I’ll  to  the  Camp,  there,  in  the  Service  of  my 
Country,  expiate  my  Follies. 

Hect.  To  the  Camp,  Sir,  what  do  you  mean?  Odfbud, 
Sir,  go  to  Atigelica,  this  Minute,  and  marry  her  out  of 
Hand,  fhe  does  not  know  you  have  loft  the  Picture,  and 
when  once  Ihe’s  fecure,  if  fhe  afks  for  it,  flop  her  Mouth 
with  Kiffes,  Sir. 

Val.  Well,  I  will  go,  if  but  to  take  my  Leave  of  her 
— F or  I  much  fear  fhe’ll  read  Guilt  in  my  Face— 

This  I  refolve ,  whatever  Fate’s  in  Store , 

To  touch  the  curjl  infectious  Dice  no  more. 


Hect. 
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Hect.  Ay,  flick  you  but  there,  and  I  warrant  we 
profper. 

SCENE,  The  Lady  Wealthy’^  Houfe. 

Enter  Lady  Wealthy,  Mrs .  Betty  to  her. 

Betty.  Madam,  Mr.  Lovewell  to  wait  on  your  Lady- 
fhip. 

L.  Weal.  How  fhall  I  fee  him  !  Shame  and  Confufion 
rifes  in  my  Face,  yet  it  is  not  in  my  Temper  to  own  my- 
felf  in  the  wrong,  if  he  upbraids  me,  this  is  his  laft  Vifit, 
bring  him  up - 

Enter  Mr.  Lovewell. 

I  fuppofe  you  come  triumphant,  but  know,  I  give  Ac¬ 
count  of  my  Atflions  to  no  Man.  Am  free,  and  will  fo 
remain. 

Love.  ’Tis  my  hard  Fortune  ftill  to  be  miflaken,  my 
Love’s  too  blind  to  think  you  do  amifs — I  have  fmce 
been  with  Valere ,  fworn  to  him  the  Letter  was  a  Plot  of 
mine,  the  Hand  and  Bill  all  counterfeit,  to  fatisfy  my 
jealous  Scruple,  if  there  were  Affairs  between  ye,  he  be¬ 
lieved  it,  and  your  Honour’s  free  from  all  ill  Tongues — 
And  the  Wretch  doom’d  to  be  hated  ftill, — Am  come  to 
take  my  everlafling  Leave. 

L.  Weal.  This  Generofity  fhocks  me — [AJlde.]  Fare- 
wel,  you  have  clear’d  me  to  your  Rival,  but  to  yourfelf 
can  fay  fhe  was  ungrateful  and  defpifed  me  :  Love  with¬ 
out  Efteem  is  a  forc’d  Plant  and  wants  its  Root,  therefore 
my  .ill  Conduct  parts  us,  and  thank  your  generous  Car¬ 
riage  for  this  Confeffion, — Great  Spirits  hardly  yield  ( 
themfelves  to  blame. 

Lov.  N  or  are  you  ;  I  have  not  watch’d  fo  many  Y ears  1 
your  Temper,  each  Turn  and  Sally  of  your  Mind,  but  I 
can  judge  it  right,  Honour  is  center’d  in  your  Soul,  nor 
would  you  wrong  it  in  an  effential  Part.  All  your  little 
Affe(Tation^_Jare^,buJLJLh.ft  Effects  .your  Glafs  produces,... 
'Which  "tellsve.  Beauty  like  ynnrsr.may  take  ten  thoufand — l 
LibeTfies. ... 

— TMWeal.  You  have  chofe  a  cunning  Way  to  move  my 

Heart, 
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Heart,  when  I  was  arm’d  with  Accufations  to  extenuate 
my  Faults.  And  if  I  could  perfuade  myfelf  to  truft  a 
Man,  I  think  it  would  be  you. 

Lov.  Oh  cherifh  that  kind  Opinion,  and  if  ever  you 
do  repent  it,  proclaim  me  to  the  World  a  Villain. 

L.  Weal.  This  I  refolve  in  favour  of  your  noble  Ufage, 
to  banifh  from  my  Houfe  that  fenfelefs  /Dam-of  Fop 
Admirers  which  I  always  mu^Ti  'a:,  and  cmy’ku.:  to" 
feed  my  Vanity. 

^~~~Tov7 TJTHny  Knees  I  thank  you  ;  but  do  not,  do  not 
dafh  my  Tranfports  by  Delay. - Your  Year  of  Widow¬ 
hood  is  juft  expir’d - reward  my  conftant  Love, 

and  make  me  happy.  A  Hulband  will  fright  the  Fool 
Pretenders  from  approaching,  and  thefe  fond  Arms  fe- 
cure  you  ever  mine. 

L.  Weal.  Blefs  me,  is  the  Man  mad  ?  Here  would  be 
a  ftrange  Leap  indeed,  from  Mortal  Odds  into  Matri¬ 
mony.  No,  no  ;  a  little  longer  Time  muft  try  you  firft. 

Love.  If  Time  be  now  required,  you  may  defer  my 
Joys  till  Age  has  ftrew’d  my  Head  with  hoary  Hairs; 
for  from  my  very  Infancy  I  have  ador’d  you — ’Tis  but  a 
TVTontTi  ago  when  my  aufpicious  Stars  Tnclinfd  you  to  a 

Fit  of  Mercy. - ; - 1  flew,  got  a  Licence,  came  with 

eager  Hopes,  and  you  deny’d  to  fee  me.  The  fame  Au¬ 
thority  will  do  now. - Nor  will  I  leave  you,  till 

your  Hand  is  mine. 

Enter  Betty. 

L.  Weal.  Betty ,  come  to  my  Aid  ;  here’s  an  audacious 
Man  will  marry  me,  in  fpite  of  my  Teeth,  this  very 
I  nftant. 

Betty.  O  Madam,  the  luckieft  Moment  in  the  World. 

I  have  been  juft  looking  on  Err  a  Pater ,  and  there’s  the 

happieft  Conjunction - And  the  Chaplain  fauntering 

about  the  Gardens  ready  for  Employment. 

Lov.  Nay,  look  not  back,  your  Eyes  confent,  and 
I’ll  have  no  Denial. 

L.  Weal.  Well,  this  is  the  maddeft  Thing. 

Lov.  The  happieft  Thing - Thus - 

The  vj and1  ring  Fair  are  by  long  C our tjhips  kind, 

A  nd  conjlant  Love  does  luckiejt  Minutes  hnd.  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Angelica. 

Ang.  Lovewell  and  my  Sifter  ;  happy  Pair  ! - 1  am 

only  curft  in  a  loofe  Reprobate,  whom  no  Chance,  no 
Obligations  can  fix.  I  muft  refolve  to  blot  him  from  my 
Soul — but  how  hard  ’tis  to  efface  the  firft  Impreffion.— 
Valere  if  I  can  part  with  thee,  Mankind  will  be  upon 
the  Square.  Thy  Uncle  may  fucceed ;  Old  or  Young: 
For  I  fhall  never  look  with  loving  Eyes  again— Let  me 
think— To  lofe  my  Picture— O  unpardonable  Fault. 

Enter  Dorante  and  Mrs.  Favourite  at  a  Dijtance. 

Fav.  Now,  Sir,  is  your  Time  ;  fhe  is  horridly  out  of 
Humour.  I  know  ’tis  with  Valere ,  for  nothing  elfe  makes 

Dor.  Madam,  I  hope  you  will  pardon  my  Intrufion, 
when  ’tis  to  warn  you  of  approaching  Danger.  I  can 
prove  to  you  my  Nephew  has  broke  all  his  Oaths,  and 
played  with  the  verieft  Rakes  the  Town  affords,  in  a 

public  Gaming-Houfe. 

Ang.  Malace,  Malice  all. 

Dor .  As  this  is  true  or  falfe,  may  I  your  Love  enjoy.. 
Ang.  Suppofe  it  true,  am  I  confin’d  to  make  my  Choice 
in  your  Family — or  indeed  to  choofe  at  all  -Pei haps 

,  I’ll  never  marry -  ,  r  . 

Dor.  O  fay  not  fo  ;  let  not  fo  much  Beauty  lole  the 

End  of  its  Creation — You  fhould  blefs  the  World  with 

your  Increafe. 

Ana-  Methinks  you  are  toq  much  m  the  Warn  to  think 

of  Increafe— However,  I  am  yet  refolv’d  on  nothing 
—and  defire  to  be  freed  from  Importunity— ’Tis  well 

Enter  Valere  and  Hedtor. 

are  come  ;  Your  Uncle  has  been  ufing  all  his  Rhetoric 
to  fupplant  you. 

Hect  The  Day’s  our  own  :  She’s  in  a  pure  Humour. 

[ A  fide . 

Val.  No  clandeftine  Dealings,  Uncle,  I  befeech  you  ; 

Give  me  fair  Play  and  let  the  Lady  choofe - 

Ang.  With  what  Affurance  he  approaches.  [. Afide . 

Dor.  However  her  Choice  may  go,  I  know  who  de¬ 
fer  ves 
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ferves  her  moft  I’m  no  Gamefter,  Sir — her  peaceful 
Hours  of  Reft  fhall  ne’er  be  broke  by  me. 

Hect.  That  I  dare  fwear,  [Afide. 

Val.  No  Reflexions,  Sir,  on  former  Follies.  You  in 
your  Youth  doubtlefs  had  your  Share — though  now  you 

are  paft  ’em,  and  only  rail  at  what  you  can’t  enjoy— - 

But  I  in  my  full  Strength  and  Vigour  give  ’em  over,  re- 
folving  never  to  indulge  the  tempting  Vice  again. 

Dor .  This  you  have  often  fvvore,  and  as  often  broke 
your  Vows. 

Val.  I  have  ;  but  ’tis  not  in  the  Power  of  Fate  to  make 
me  do  t  again  ;  and  what’s  paft  this  Lady  has  forgiven. 

Ang.  To  end  your  difputes,  Mr.  Dor  ante,  I’ll  now 
own  to  you,  that  my  Heart  has  been  long  fince  given  to 
Val  ere  and  this  Morning  I  renew’d  my  Vows, 

.  Ya^'  O  Tranfport  I  Now,  Uncle,  I  hope  you  are  fa- 
tisfied. 

Do> .  No,  Sir,  I  am  not  fatisfied — Nor  can  I  believe 
what  file  fays  real,  without  condemning  her  Judgment. 

Ang.  A  ftrange  pofttive  old  Man  this - Valere,  pray 

clear  his  Undemanding— Shew  him  the  Prefent  I  made 

you  to  Day  ;  then  let  him  judge  who  I  deflgn  my  Heart 
for. 

Val .  Ha  !  What  fhall  I  fay?  \Afcde . 

Hect .  O,  I’m  thunder-ftruck !  [Afide. 

Val.  O  fpare  his  Age,  Madam,  I  forgive  him.  He  is 

my  Uncle,  and  I  would  not  triumph - ’Twould  make 

him  mad,  fhould  I  produce  the  PiXure. 

Ang .  No,  no,  fear  not  :  ’tis  rather  Charity  :  For  fince 
he  refufes  to  believe  my  Words,  ’tis  but  Reafon  he  Ihould 
have  ocular  Demonftration. 

Val.  He  that  doubts  what’s  utter’d  by  that  Tongue,  is 

unworthy  of  your  farther  Care - * — Therefore  pardon 

me,  Madam  ;  a  Thing  fo  facred  as  your  Image,  never 
mail  convince  him. 

Hect .  Well  hinted,  I’faith.  [Afide 

Ang.  But  when  I  defire  it,  methinks  you  fhould  not 
refufe.  Obedience  becomes  a  Lover. 

Hect.  Loft  again.  [Afde. 

Val.  You  ever  fhall  command  me - 

7T  ,  [Feeling fir f  in  one  Pocket,  then  in  f  other. 

Ha  !  Where  did  I  put  it? 
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Hect.  Humph.  {Lifting .up  his  Eyes. 

Ang.  Pm  amaz’d  at  his  Impudence.  {A fide. 

Val.  Blefs  me  !  fure  I  did  not  leave  it  in  the  Bed. — 
Which  Way  fhall  I  come  off? — [Afde.\ — HeBor. 

Hect.  Sir -  {Looking  very  /empty. 

Val.  Did  you  not  fee  a  Picture  any  where  to  Day  ? 

Hect.  A  Picture,  Sir -  {In  a  Kind  of  Fright. 

Val.  Ay,  a  Picture,  What  makes  you  look  fo,  Sirrah  ? 
Ha  !  I  fufpeeft  your  Roguefhip  has  done  fomething  with  it. 

Hect.  O  dear  Sir.  {Trembling. 

Val.  Where  is  it  ?  Speak,  Rafcal,  or  I’ll  cut  your 
Ears  off.  {Draws. 

Hect.  Oh  Sir,  forgive  me,  and  I’ll  tell  you  the  whole 
T ruth.  {Falls  on  his  Knees. 

Ang.  What  means  the  Fellow?  {A/de. 

Val.  What  will  you  tell  me,  Sirrah  ? 

Hect.  Why,  Sir,  fearing  that  your  Pocket  might  be 
pick’d,  or  your  Lodgings  robb’d,  and  you  might  lofe  the 
Pidlure,  and  that  I  thought  would  break  your  Heart, 
knowing  how  much  you  did  efteem  the  Piece,  I  took  it, 
Sir,  to  a  famous  Painter  of  my  Acquaintance  to  have  it 
copied,  Sir,  that’s  all. 

Ang.  A  well  invented  Tale.  {A/de. 

Val.  Fly,  Sirrah,  and  fetch  it.  {Slaps  him  on  the  Back. 

Hect.  Yes,  Sir.  {Going. 

•  Ang.  Oh  you  may  fpare  your  Pains,  Sir — the  Pidlure 
is  already  here — {Pulls  it  out. ]  now,  Sir,  do  you  blufh. 

Val.  I  am  amaz’d  to  think  how  fhe  came  by  it.  {Afide. 

Hect.  Ruin’d  paft  Redemption - Oh,  oh,  oh, - that 

fuch  a  compleat  Lye  fhould  turn  to  no  Account.  {A/de. 

Ang.  Ungrateful  Man. 

Dor.  How,  how’s  this  ? 

Ang.  Is  this  the  Price  you  fet  upon  my  Favours - 

the  Sight  of  this  would  mind  you  of  your  Duty — if  I 
remember,  thofe  were  your  Words— But  I  prefume  you 
meant  it  fhould  remind  you  of  a  laft  Stake — How  have 

I  been  deceiv’d. - Is  it  poffible  thou  couldft  be  fo 

bafe  to  expofe  my  Pidlure  at  a  common  Board,  amongft 
a  Crew  of  Revellers. 

Val.  Madam - 

Ang.  Be  dumb,  and  make  no  impudent  Excufes. 


Dor. 
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Dor.  Dol,  dol,  dery  dol,  dery  dol.  [Sings. 

Val.  No,  Madam,  I  fhall  not  diidy  to  excufe  myfelf, 
only  this,  I  am  not  Guilty  of  all  your  Charge,  for  there 
was  none  in  Prefence  when  I  loll  it,  but  the  Youth  that 
won  it.  Who  had  not  liv’d  to  have  brought  it  you,  had 
not  an  unlucky  Chance  prevented  me. 

Ang.  Then  to  conceal  your  Treachery,  you  would 

have  committed  Murder, — excellent  Moralift - But, 

Sir,  the  Privacy  of  the  Adi  you  boaft  of — Does  not  in 
the  lead  extenuate  your  Crime ;  I  told  you  whild  you 
kept  that  Pidture,  my  Heart  was  yours,  but  you  grew 
weary  of  the  Trifle,  and  reftored  it  back,  and  now  I 
have  Liberty  to  give  it  to  whom  I  pleafe. 

Dor.  I  hope  you  are  fatisfied  now,  Nephew,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Val.  I  am  with  every  Thing  this  Lady  is  pleafed  to 
inflidl,  I  know  fhe  can  ufe  me  no  worfe  than  I  deferve, — 
I  own  the  Foulnefs  of  my  Guilt,  and  will  not  hope  for 
Pardon. 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Valere,  with  a  Lawyer. 

Hect.  Nay,  then  we  are  friendlefs,  indeed,— Sir,  Sir, 
fhall  I  fee  what  Seneca  fays  upon  this  Head  ? 

[A fide  to  Valere. 

Val.  Away,  and  plague  me  not — Ha,  my  Father. — 

Sir  Tho.  I’m  bled,  beyond  Exprefflon  bled. — Madam, 
I  wifh  you  Joy  :  My  Son,  I  have  brought  Mr.  Demnrr 

the  Lawyer - I’ll  referve  but  Five  Hundred  a  Year 

for  myfelf - the  red  is  Thine,  Boy, - full  Two 

Thoufand  Pounds  per  Annum. 

Ang.  Sir  Thomas ,  your  Words  carry  a  Meaning  in 
’em — which  I  am  a  Stranger  to. 

Sir  Tho.  Meaning,  Madam, — I  hope  my  Son  and  you 
underhand  one  another’s  Meaning, - and  I  under¬ 
hand  it  too,  Madam. - Come,  Mr.  Demurr ,  where 

are  the  Writings  of  my  Edate  ? - He  fhall  make  thee 

a  fwinging  Jointure,  my  Girl. - 

Ang.  You  mud  pardon  me,  Sir  Thomas , — my  Mind’s 
alter’d.- - 

Sir  Tho.  How  !  Did  you  not  promife  ? 

Ang.  Suppofe  I  did.  When  a  Man  breaks  all  his 
Oaths  to  me,  I  know  no  Reafon  I  fhould  keep  my  Word 
with  him. 
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Hect.  Ah  Hector ,  Hector ,  what  will  become  of  thee  ? 

{A fide. 

Sir  Tho.  Why  I  underftood  thefe  Quarrels  were  made 

up - and  as  a  Token  of  your  being  reconcil’d,  you 

made  him  a  Prefent  of  your  Picture. - 

A?ig.  True, — And  that’s  the  Thing  that  parts  us. 

Sir  Tho.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Dor.  He  gam’d  it  away,  Brother ;  now  do  you  under- 
ftand  her  ? 

Sir  Tho.  Malice  and  Marriage,  Brother,  ill  becomes 
your  Years. — She  does  not  mean  it  fo. 

Ang.  Indeed  but  I  do. — 

Sir  Tho.  Say  you  fo,  Madam, — then  I’ll  do  you  Juftice 
immediately.  [ Draws. ]  Sirrah,  I’ll  fave  the  Hangman 
a  Labour, — I  will  you  Ballard. 

Val.  Do,  kill  me,  Sir  ;  you  fhall  find  I  will  not  vent 
one  Groan, — for  my  Soul  has  ta’en  its  Flight  already, —  i / 

My  bafe  Ingratitude  has  deeper  flabb’d  my  Heart,  than  ^ 
now  your  Sword  can  do - 

Sir  Tho.  Say  you  fo,  Sirrah, — then  I  hope  you’ll  live 
to  want  Nothing,  for  I’ll  take  Care  you  fhall  have  No¬ 
thing  to  fupport  your  Extravagance. - Mr.  Demurr ,  I 

defire  you  to  make  my  Will  this  Minute, — and  put  the 

i  ungracious  Rogue  down  a  Shilling — Sirrah,  I  charge 
you  never  to  come  in  Sight  of  me  or  my  Habitation 
more  ;  nor,  do  you  hear,  dare  to  own  me  for  your  Fa- 

Ither. — Go,  Troop,  Sirrah,  I  fhall  hear  of  your  going 
up  Holbourji-Hill  in  a  little  Time. — 

Hect.  So,  there’s  all  my  Wages  loft. —  [Afde. 

Ang .  Ha  !  this  Ufage  fhocks  me.  [Afde. 

Val.  Sir,  I  promife  you  to  obey  you  to  a  Tittle, - 

and  this  undutiful  Child  fhall  ne’er  offend  you  with  his 
Prefence  more. — You  but  enjoin,  but  I  before  had  chofe, 
for  England  now  would  be  the  worfl  of  Fates. 

Ang.  My  Heart  beats  as  if  the  Strings  were  breaking,  f  <<Lj 

[Afde. 

Val.  Madam,  there  is  but  one  Requeft  that  I  will 
make — then  take  my  Leave  for  ever,  and  if  you  grant 

it  not,  I  fhall  be  fo  much  more  unhappy. - My  being 

difinherited  weighs  not  a  Hair,  compar’d  with  what  I’ve 
loft  in  lofing  you,  whom  my  Soul  prefers  before  all 

Wealth, 
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Wealth,  Friends,  or  Family. - Then,  where  fhould  I 

alk  Pardon  but  where  I  moll  have  injur’d  ? - Thus  on 

my  Knees,  I  beg  you  not  to  hate  my  Memory,  nor 
fuffer  the  Follies  which  I  have  now  calhiered  for  ever 
from  my  Breaft  ; — (but  oh  too  late)  to  drive  my  Name 
as  diftant  as  my  Body  from  you,  fometimes  vouchfafe  to 
think  on  loft  Valere. 

Ang.  1  here  is  Nothing  fo  indifferent  but  we  think  of 
it  fometimes - 

Sir  Tho.  Sirrah— begone  I  fay.  {Pufhes  him. 

Val.  I  have  done. — Now  Madam,  eternally  adieu. 

Ang.  Shall  I  fee  him  ruin’d — no — that  would  be  bar¬ 
barous  beyond  Example - Valere,  come  back,  fhould 

I  forgive  you  all — Would  my  Generofity  oblige  you  to 
a  fober  Life. — Can  you  upon  Honour  (for  you  fhall  fwear 
no  more)  forfake  that  Vice  that  brought  you  to  this  low 
Ebb  of  Fortune? 

Val.  Ha  !  Oh  let  me  fold  thee  in  my  repenting  Arms 
—and  whifper  to  thyJSoul,  that  I  am  intirely  chang’d— 
[LpnTracesfterl]  Yes',  my  Love,  I  fwear  the  Courfe  of 
Life  that  I’ve  run  hitherto — is  grown  more  hateful  to  me 
than  Toads  or  Adders  ;  and  I  would  as  foon  keep  thofe 
Animals  in  my  Bofom,  whofe  Sting  I  know  would  kill 
me,  as  once  indulge  my  former  Follies. 

Ang.  Then  I  am  happy. — Know  I  was  the  Youth  that 
won  the  Picture,  and  you  parted  with  it  to  myfelf. 

Hect.  I  fhall  die  with  Joy,  that’s  certain—  [A/ide. 

Val.  Then  I  did  not  break  my  Oath  entirely,  you 
were  excepted,  Madam. 

Sir  Tho.  How  lucky  a  Turn  is  this  !  Madam,  your 
Example  is  too  good  not  to  be  followed. —  Valere,  I  for¬ 
give  thee,  and  confirm  my  firft  Defign  : — Blefs  you  both 
-Now  Brother,  I  hope  you’ll  believe  you  can’t  get 
my  Boy’s  Miflrefs  from  him.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Dor.  Nor  he  fhan’t  get  a  Penny  of  my  Eflate,  Bro¬ 
ther,  remember  that. - 

Sir  Tho.  He  wants  it  not. - Ha  !  Who  have  we 

here - my  Lady  Wealthy  and  her  old  Lover. 

Enter  Love  well  and  Lady  Wealthy. 

Love.  Wifh  me  Joy,  Friends,  wifh  me  Joy. 

Sir  . 
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Sir  Tlio.  With  all  my  Heart,  for  in  my  Confcience 
thou  deferv’ft  her. - 

Ang.  I  wifh  you  Joy,  Sifter;  here  let  all  Quarrels 
ceafe.  [Salutes  her. 

L.  Weal.  I  overheard  your  Reconciliation, - and  I 

wifti  you  the  fame. 

Love.  Oh  my  Friend  !  Sure  never  Man  was  bleft  like 
me.  [To  Valere. 

Val.  Yes,  I  can  boaft  a  Happinefs  beyond  thee, — I 
that  merited  her  endlefs  Scorn,  am,  by  her  fweet  forgiv¬ 
ing  Temper,  rais’d  to  lading  Joy. - 

Enter  Marquis  0/ Hazard. 

Marq.  I  underftand  you  are  married,  Madam  ;  and 

come  to  wifti  you  J  oy. - 1  do  it  with  a  bon  cceiir,  le 

Diable  Men  porte - 

L.  Weal.  O  Monfieur  Marque ,  I  am  infinitely  oblig’d 
to  you"  e’er  ftnce  your  Knight-Errantry  with  Valere  in 
Defence  of  my  Honour. 

Marq.  A  Duce  of  that  unlucky  Story. - No  Words 

on’t  now,  Madam,  I  befeech  you. 

Val.  How’s  that? 

Marq.  By  the  Honour  of  France  I  {hall  be  difcover’d. 

Enter  Betty. 

Betty.  Madam,  Mrs.  Security  has  brought  a  Pair  of 
very  fine  Diamond  Ear-rings  to  {hew  you,  they  were  loft 

•  in  Pawn,  fhe  fays, - and  therefore  fhe  can  afford  them 

an  extraordinary  good  Pennyworth. 

L.  Weal.  Bring  her  in. - 

Enter  Mrs.  Security. 

Well,  Mrs.  Security ,  are  they  very  fine  ones. 

Mrs.  Sec.  As  fine  a  Pair  as  ever  your  Ladyfhip  faw  in 

all  your  Life,  Madam. - [Gives  her  the  Ear-rings .] 

Blefs  me, — What  do  I  fee,  my  Couftn  Robin  Skip ?  I’m 
glad  to  fee  thee  with  all  my  Heart.  [To  the  Marquis. 

L.  Weal.  Do  you  know  what  you  fay,  Mrs.  Security  ? 
- That  is  a  French  Nobleman. 

Mrs.  Sec.  A  Nobleman, - What  do  you  think  I 

don’t  know  my  Brother’s  Son  ? - 

K  Marq. 
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Marq.  A  Pox  of  fuch  Kindred — Now  all  will  out — 


Mrs.  Sec.  Why  how  long  haft  thou  been  in  England , 

Robert? - 1  heard  thou  wert  Footman  to  the  Prince  of 

Conti. - Thy  old  Mafter,  Sir  William ,  afks  mightily 

how  thou  doft. 

O nines.  Ha,  ha,  ha, 

Val.  How’s  this,  the  Marquis  of  Hazard  a  Footman? 
Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Hect.  Brother,  give  me  thy  Hand- 


think  on’t  keep  your  Diftance,  Friend, - 
‘  de  Chambre  is  above  a  Footman.- 

L.  Weal.  My  Footman,  Sir,  will  fhew  you  into  the 


-Hold,  now  I 
— for  a  Valet 
[Struts. 


Buttery  ;  a  Horn  of  fmall  Beer  may  quench  your  Thirft 
of  Honour.  Ha,  ha. 

Val.  This  Morning  he  boafted  of  his  Royal  Blood  at  my 
Lodgings, — but  his  Cowardife  confirm’d  me  what  he  is. — 


L.  W eal.  He  told  me  he  was  at  your  Lodgings,  and 

prefented  you  with  a  Tweague  by  the  Nofe - 

Val.  How,  Scoundrel,  beneath  my  Sword,  and  there¬ 
fore  take  this.  [Kicks  him. 

Marq.  Very  fine,  very  fine  Breeding,  Gentlemen, 
truly. — Well  this  is  my  Maxim  ftill - 

Who  once  by  Policy  a  Title  gains, 

Merits  above  the  Fool  that’s  born  to  Means.  [Exit. 


Mrs.  Sec.  ’Tis  dirtily  done  of  you,  Mr.  Valere ,  fo  it 
is,  to  kick  a  Man  for  nothing;  His  Father,  though  I 
fay  it,  was  as  honeft  a  Man  as  ever  broke  Bread,  and  I 

could  find  in  my  Heart  to - 

L.  Weal.  No  more  of  your  Noife, - Wait  without 

there. -  [ Exit  Mrs.  Security. 

Sir  Tho.  Come,  come,  enough  of  this  Nonfenfe, - 

Let’s  have  a  Dance. 


A  Country  Dance. 

Val.  Now  Virtue’s  pleafmg  Profpedt’s  in  my  View, 
With  double  Care  I’ll  all  her  Paths  purfue  ; 

And  proud  to  think  I  owe  this  Change  to  you  [To  Ang. 
Virtue  that  gives  more  folid  Peace  of  Mind, 

Than  Men  in  all  their  vicious  Pleafures  find  ; 

Then  each  with  me  the  Libertine  reclaim, 

And  fhun  what  finks  his  Fortune,  and  his  Fame. 
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Written  by  N.  ROWE,  Efq. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  BETTERTON. 

IF  humble  Wives  that  drag  the  Marriage  Chain 
With  curfed  dogged  Husbands. ,  may  complain  ; 

If  turd d  at  large  to  ft arve,  as  we  by  you, 

They  may ,  at  leaf,  for  Alimony  fue. 

Know ,  we  refolve  to  make  the  Cafe  our  own , 

Between  the  Plaintiff  Stage,  and  the  Defendant-Town. 
When  firf  you  took  us  from  our  Fatherly  Houfe , 

And  lovingly  our  Interef  did  efpojfe  ; 

You  kept  us  fine ,  carefs’d  and  lodg’d  us  here , 

And  Honey- Moon  held  out  above  Three  Year  ; 

At  length,  for  Pleafures  known  do  feldom  lafi , 

Frequent  Enjoyments  pall’d  your  fprightly  Tafie  ; 

And  though  at  firfi you  did  not  quite  neglett, 

We  found  your  Love  was  dwindled  to  Ref  pell ; 
Sometimes,  indeed,  as  in  your  Way  it  fell, 

You  flop' d,  and  call’d  to  fee  if  we  were  well. 

Now,  quite  efirang’d,  this  wretched  Place  you  fhun, 

Like  bad  Wine ,  Bufinefs,  Duels ,  or  a  Dun. 

Have  we  for  this  increas’d  Apolloh  Race  ? 

Been  often  pregnant  with  your  Wit’s  Embrace  ? 

And  born  yoit  many  chopping  Babes  of  Grace  ? 

Some  ugly  Toads  we  had,  and  that’s  the  Curfe, 

They  were  fo  like  you  that  they  far’d  the  worfe  ; 

For  this  to-night  we  are  not  much  in  Pain , 

Look  on’t,  and  if  you  dike  it,  Entertain  ; 

If  all  the  Midwife  fays  of  it  be  true, 

There  are  fome  Features  too  like  fome  of  you  ; 

For  us,  if  you  think  fitting  to  forfake  it, 

We  7tiean  to  run  away,  and  let  the  Parilh  take  it. 

K  2 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  SANTLOW, 


A *5’  one  condemn'd,  and  ready  to  become 
For  his  Offences  ft  aft,  a  Pendulum, 

Does  e'er  he  dies,  befpeak  the  learned  Throng. 
Then,  like  the  Swan,  expires  in  a  Song. 

So  I,  though  doubtful  long  which  Knot  to  choofe , 
( Whether  the  Hangman's  or  the  Marriage  Noofe) 
Condemn'd  good  People ,  as  you  fee,  for  Life, 

To  play  that  tedious,  juggling  Game,  a  Wife, 
Have  biit  one  Word  of  good  Advice  to  fay, 

Before  the  doleful  Cart  draws  quite  away. 


/ 


' —  You  roaring  Boys,  who  know  the  Midnight  Cares 
Of  rattling  Tatts,  ye  Sons  of  Hopes  and  Fears  : 

Who  labour  hard  to  bring  your  Ruin  on, 

And  diligently  toil  to  be  undone  ; 

You're  Fortune's  f porting  Footballs  at  the  beft, 

Few  are  his  Joys,  and fmall  the  GameftePs  Reft  : 
Suppofe  then  Fortune  only  rules  the  Dice, 

And  on  the  Square  you  play  ;  yet,  who  that's  wi/e, 
Would  to  the  Credit  of  a  faithlefs  Main , 

Truft  his  good  Dad's  hard-gotten  hoarded  Gain  ? 

But  then  fuch  Vultures  round  a  Table  wait, 

And  hov'ring  watch  the  Bubble’s  ftckly  State  ; 

The  young  fond  Gambler  covetous  of  more, 

Like  yEfop’j  Dog ,  lofes  his  certain  Store. 

Then  the  Sftunge  fqueedd  by  all,  grows  dry,—  And  now 
Comftleatly  wretched  turns  a  Sharper  too  ; 

Thefe  Fools, for  Want  of  Bubbles  too,  play  fair, 

And  Infe  to  one  another  on  the  Square  ; 

So  Whores  the  Wealth  from  numerous  Culls  they  glean, 
Still  fpend  on  Bullies,  and  grow  poor  again. 
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This  Itch  for  Play  has  likewife  fatal  been, 

A nd  more  than  Cupid,  drawn  the  Ladies  in, 

A  Thoufand  Guineas  for  Baffet  prevails , 

A  Bait ,  when  Cafh  runs  low ,  that  feldom  fails  ; 
And  when  the  Fair  One  can't  the  Debt  defray 
In  Sterling  Coin  does  Sterling  Beauty  pay. 

In  vain  we  labour  to  divert  your  Care , 

Nor  Song ,  nor  Dance  can  bribe  your  Prefence  here , 
You  fly  this  Place  like  an  infectious  A  ir. 

To  yonder  happy  Quarter  of  the  Town , 

You  croud ;  and  your  own  fail  rite  Stage  difown  ; 
We’re  like  old  Miflreffes ,  you  love  the  Vice , 

And  hate  us  only  ’ caufe  we  once  did pleafe. 

Nor  can  we  find  how  elfe  ’ tis  we  deferve , 

Like  Tantalus ,’midfi  Plenty  thus  to  fiarve. 
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THE 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken  by  Mr.  Penkethman. 

IN  all  the  Faces  that  to  Plays  refort , 

Whether  of  Country ,  City ,  Mob ,  or  Court , 

Pve  always  found  that  none  fuch  Hopes  infpire , 
As  you — dear  Brethren  of  the  Upper  Tire. 

Poets ,  in  Prologues ,  may  both  preach  and  rail , 

Yet  all  their  Wifdom  nothing  will  avail , 


Who  writes  not  up  to  you  'tis  Ten  to  One  will  fail.  j 
Your  thundering  Plaudit  is  that  deals  out  Fame  ; 

You  make  Plays  run ,  tho '  of  tliemf elves  but  Lame  : 

How  often  have  we  known  your  Noife  commanding, 
Impofe  on  your  inferior  M afters  Underflanding  ; 
Therefore ,  dear  Brethren ,  {fence  I  am  one  of  you) 
Whether  adorn'd  in  Grey ,  Green ,  Brown,  or  Blue , 

This  Day  fiand  all  by  me,  as  I  will  fall  by  you. 

And  now  to  let - 

The  poor  Pit  fee  how  PinkyU  Voice  commands, 

Silence — Now  rattle  all  your  Sticks,  and  clap  your  grimy 
Ha?ids. 

I  greet  your  Love — and  let  the  vai?ieft  Author  fhew,  \ 

Half  this  Command  on  cleafier  Hands  below, 

Nay,  more  to  prove  your  Interefl,  let  this  Play  live  by  you.  j 
So  may  you  fhare  good  Claret  with  your  M after s, 

Still  free  in  your  Amours  from  their  Difafters  ; 

Free  from  poor  Houfekeeping ;  where  Peck  is  under  Locks, 
Free  from  Cold  Kitchens,  and  710  Chriftmas-Box  : 

So  may  no  long  Debates  V  tli  Houfe  of  Commons , 

Make  you  in  the  Lobby  flarve,  when  Hunger  fummons  ; 
But  may  your  plenteous  Vails  come  flowing  in, 

Give  you  a  lucky  Hit,  and  make  you  Gentlemen  ; 

And  thus  P  ref  err'd,  ne'er  fear  the  World's  Reproaches, 
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Spoken  by  Mr.  Estcourt. 


THIS  goodly  Fabrick ,  to  a  gazing  Tar , 

Seems  Fore  and  A ft ,  a  Three  Deckt  Man  of  War : 
Abaft ,  the  Hold’s  the  Pit,  from  thence  look  up  ; 

Aloft !  that’s  Swabber’s  Nefl,  that’s  the  Main-Top. 

Side  Boxes  maim’d  with  Beau ,  and  modifh  Rake , 

Are  like  the  Fore-Caftle  and  Quarter-Deck. 

Thofe  dark-difguifed,  advent’ rous \  black-nos’ d few, 

May  pafs  for  Gunners,  or  a  Fire-Ship’s  Crew. 

Some  come  like  Privateers  a  Prize  to  feize , 

A  nd  catch  the  F rench  within  the  Narrow  Seas. 

The  Orange  Ladies,  Virgins  of  Renown, 

A  re  P owder- Monkies  running  up  and  down. 

We’ve  here  our  Calms,  our  Storms,  and  prof p’ rous  Gales, 
A  ud  fhift  our  Scenes  as  Seamen  fhift  their  Sails. 

The  Ship’s  well  maim’d,  and  not  ill  woman’d  neither, 

So  ballafted  and flow’d,  my  Lads,  fhdll  bear  the  Weather. 
But  greater  Dangers  vent’ ring  Players  alarm  ; 

This  Night’s  Engagement’ s  worfe  than  any  Storm. 

The  Poet’s  Captain,  but  half  dead  with  Fright, 

She  leaves  her  Officers  to  maintain  the  Fight ; 

Yond  middle  Teer  with  Eighteen  Pounders  maul  us, 
That  Upper-Deck  with  Great  and  Small  Shot  gaul  its. 
But  from  this  Lower-  Teer  moft  Harm  befals, 

There’s  no  oppoffng  their  prevailing  Balls. 

At  either  Foe  or  Friend  their  Chain- Shot  flies, 

We  fink  or  fwim,  we  conquer,  fall  or  rife. 

To  ft  and  rig  our  Ships  much  Pains  we  take  ; 

Grant  we  may  now  a  Saving-  Voyage  make. 

Here  we’re  embark’d,  and  as  you  f mile  or  frown, 

You  are  our  Stars,  by  you  we  live  or  drown. 


K  5 


Drama- 


Dramatis  Perfonae. 


Mr.  Bullock. 


MEN. 

Lord  Worthy,  in  Love  with  Lady  Re-)  M  m;iic 
veller,  a  Hater  of  Laming , 

Sir  James  Courtly,  an  airy  Gentleman , 
given  to  Gaming , 

Lovely,  an  Enfign,  in  Love  withSf  aleria,  Mr.  Bickerftaff. 

Sir  Richard  Plainman,  formerly  a  CD 
tizen ,  but  now  lives  in  Covent- 
Garden,  a  great  Lover  of  a  Soldier , 
and  an  mveterate  Enemy  to  the 
French,  : 

Captain  Hearty  a  Sea  Officer  deffigrtd\Mr  Eftcourt. 
by  Sir  Richard,  to  marry  Valeria,  ) 

Sago,  a  Drugder  in  the  City,  very  fond)  Mr_  ,ohnfon 
of  his  Wife ,  ) 

Buckle,  footman  to  Lord  W orthy,  M r. Penkethmar 

WOMEN. 

Lady  Reveller  a  Coquetiffi  Widow,  1  ^  0ldfield. 
that  keeps  a  Balfet-Table,  J 

Lady  Lucy,  her  Coufin ,  a  religious  fob er\ ^  R 
Lady ,  )  •  s  • 

Valeria,  a  flulofophical  Girl,  Daughter),  TVTnntford 
to  Sir  Richard,  in  Love  with  Lovely,  )Mr5'  MontIora 

Mrs.  Sago,  the  Drug  fiefs  Wife,  a\ 

gaming  prof  ufe  Woman ,  great  with  I  M  r  f 
my  Lady  Reveller,  in  Love  with  Sir  | 

James,  j 

Alpiew,  Woman  to  Lady  Reveller,  Mrs.  Lucas. 

Ladies ,  and  Gentlemen,  for  the  Baffet-Table. 

Chairmen ,  Footmen ,  &c. 


SCENE,  Lady  Reveller’.?  Lodgings,  in 
Covent-Garden  ;  the  Time,  Four  d  Clock  in 
the  Morning. 
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THE 


BASSET-TABLE. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE,  A  large  Hall,  a  Porter  with 
a  Staff ,  fever al  Chairs  waiting,  and  Foot¬ 
men  ajleep,  with  Torches  and  Flambeaux 
Jlanding  about  the  Room. 

Footman. 

E  R  T  A  I  N  L  Y  they’ll  play  all  Night,  this 
is  a  curfed  Life. 

Port.  How  long  have  you  liv’d  with  your 
Lady  ? 

Footm.  A  month  ;  too  long  by  thirty  Days,  if  this  be 
her  Way  of  Living,  I  lhall  be  dead  before  the  Year’s  out  ; 
die  games  all  Night,  and  deeps  all  Day. 

Port.  Then  you  deep  too,  what’s  the  Matter  ? 

Footm.  I  deny  that  ;  for  while  fhe  deeps  I’m  employ’d 
in  Howd’ye’s,  from  one  End  of  the  Town  to  the  other. 

Port.  But  you  reft  while  fhe’s  gaming  ;  What  would 
you  do  if  you  led  my  Life  ?  This  is  my  Lady’s  conftant 
Pradlice. 

Foot?n.  Your  Lady  keeps  a  Baffet-Table ,  much  good 

may  do  you  with  your  Service - Hark,  they  are  broke 

up.  [Within.]  Ha,  hy,  my  Lady  GamewelV s  Chair  ready 
there — Mr.  Sonica! s  Servant. 

\The  Footmen  wake  in  a  Hurry, 
iji  Footm.  Where  the  Devil  is  my  Flambeaux? 

K  6  2 d  Footm. 
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id  Footm.  So-hey - Robin ,  get  the  Chair  ready,  my 

Lady’s  coming  ;  flay,  flay,  let  me  light  my  Flambeaux. 

id  Footm.  [  Yawning ]  Hey,  hoa,  what  han’t  they  done 
play  yet  ? 

Port.  They  are  now  coming  down,  but  your  Lady 
is  gone  half  an  Hour  ago. 

id  Footm.  The  Devil  fhe  is  !  Why  did  not  you  call  me  ? 

Port.  I  did  not  fee  you. 

3 d  Footm.  Was  you  blind — She  has  loft  her  Money, 

that’s  certain - She  never  flinches  upon  a  winning 

Hand - Her  Plate  and  Jewels  walk  To-morrow  to 

replenifh  her  Pocket — a  Pox  of  Gaming,  I  fay.  [Exit. 

[  Within .]  Mr.  LoofealV s  Man - 

4 th  Footm.  Here — So-ho,  who  has  Hole  my  Flam¬ 
beaux  ? 

[Within.]  My  Lady  Umbratf s  Coach  there — 

5 th  Footm.  Hey,  Will ,  pull  up  there. 

[. Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Lady  Reveller  and  Alpiew,  her  Woman. 

Lady.  My  Lady  Raffle  is  horridly  out  of  Humour  at 
her  ill  Fortune,  fhe  loft  300/. 

Alp.  She  has  generally  ill  Luck,  yet  her  Inclination  for 
Play  is  as  ftrong  as  ever.— — Did  your  Ladyfhip  win  or 
lofe,  Madam  ? 

Lady.  I  won  about  50  Pieces — Pr’ythee,  what  fhall  we 
do,  Alpiew  f  ’Tis  a  fine  Morning,  ’tis  pity  to  go  to  Bed. 

Alp.  What  does  your  Ladyfhip  think  of  a  Walk  in 
the  Park? — The  Park  is  pleafant  in  a  Morning,  the  Air 
is  fo  very  fweet. 

Lady.  I  don’t  think  fo  ;  the  fweetnefs  of  the  Park  is 
at  Eleven,  when  the  Beau-Monde  make  their  Tour  there; 
’tis  an  unpolifh’d  Curioflty  to  walk  when  only  Birds  can 
fee  one.T 

Alp.  431efs  me,  Madam  !  Your  Uncle — Now  for  a 
Sermon  cf  two  Hours. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Plainman,  in  a  Night-Gown ,  as  from 

Bed. 

Sir  Rich.  So,  Niece  !  I  find  you’re  refolv’d  to  keep  on 
your  Courfe  of  Life ;  I  muft  be  wak’d  at  four,  with 

Coach 
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Coach,  Coach,  Chair,  Chair ;  give  over,  for  Shame,  and 
marry,  marry,  Niece. 

Lady.  Now  would  I  forfeit  the  Heart  of  my  next  Ad¬ 
mirer,  to  know  the  Caufe  of  this  Reproach.  [. AJide . 
Pray,  Uncle,  explain  yourfelf ;  for  I  proteft  I  can’t 
guefs  what  Crime  I  have  unhappily  committed  to  merit 
this  Advice. 

Sir  Rich.1  How  can  you  look  me  in  the  Face  and  afk 
me  that  Oueftion?  Can  you  that  keep  a  BaJJ'et-Table ,  a 
public  Gaming- Houfe,  be  infenfible  of  the  Shame  on’t  ? 
I  have  often  told  you  how  much  the  vaft  Concourfe  of 
People,  which  Day  and  Night  make  my  Houfe  their 
Rendezvous,  incommode  my  Health ;  your  Apartment 
is  a  Parade  for  Men  of  all  Ranks,  from  the  Duke  to  the 
Fidler  ;  and  your  Vanity  thinks  they  all  pay  Devoir  to 
your  Beauty — but  you  miftake  ;  every  one  has  his  feveral 
Ends  in  meeting  here,  from  the  Lord  to  the  Sharper,  and 
each  their  feparate  Interefts  to  purfue — Some  Fools  there 
may  be,  for  there’s  feldom  a  Crowd  without. 

Lady.  Malice — fome  Foois?  I  can’t  bear  it. 

Alp.  Nay,  ’tis  very  affronting,  truly,  Madam. 

Lady.  Ay,  is  it  not,  Alpiew  ? — Yet,  now  I  think  on’t, 
’tis  the  Defebl  of  Age  to  rail  at  the  Pleafures  of  Youth, 
therefore  I  fhall  not  diforder  my  Face  with  a  Frown 
about  it.  Ha,  ha,  I  hope,  Uncle,  you’ll  take  peculiar 
Care  of  my  Coufin  Valeria ,  in  difpofing  of  her  according 
to  the  Breeding  you  have  given  her. 

Sir  Rich.  The  Breeding  I  have  given  her  !  I  would  not 
have  her  have  your  Breeding,  Miftrefs,  for  all  the  Wealth 
of  Engla7id’ s  Bank  ;  no,  I  bred  my  Girl  in  the  Country,  a 
Stranger  to  the  Vices  of  this  Town,  and  am  refolv’d  to 
marry  her  to  a  Man  of  Honour,  Probity,  and  Courage. 

Lady.  What,  the  Sea  Captain,  Uncle?  Faugh,  I  hate 
the  Smell  of  Pitch  and  Tar ;  one  that  can  entertain  one 
with  nothing  but  Fire  and  Smoke,  Larboard  and  Star¬ 
board,  and  t’other  Bowl  of  Punch  ;  ha,  ha,  ha.  * 

Alp.  And  for  every  Fault  that  fhe  commits,  h’ell  con¬ 
demn  her  to  the  Bilboes  ;  ha,  ha. 

Lady.  I  fancy  my  Coufm’s  Philofophy,  and  the  Cap¬ 
tain’s  courageous  Blufter,  will  make  Angelic  Harmony. 

Sir  Rich.  Yes,  Madam  ;  fweeter  Harmony  than  your 
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Sept  Leva  Fops,  Rakes,  and  Gameflers  ;  give  me  the 
Man  that  ferves  my  Country,  that  preferves  both  my 
Eftate  and  Life — Oh,  the  glorious  Name  of  Soldier  ;  if 
I  were  young,  I’d  go  myfelf  in  Perfon,  but  as  it  is - 

Alp.  You’ll  fend  your  Daughter - 

Sir  Rich.  Yes,  Minx,  and  a  good  Dowry  with  her,  as 
a  Reward  for  Virtue,  like  the  Captain’s. 

Alp.  But  fuppofe,  Sir,  Mrs.  Valeria  fhould  not  like 
him  ? 

Sir  Rich.  I’ll  fuppofe  no  fuch  Thing,  Miftrefs,  fhe  fhall 
like  him. 

Lady.  Why,  there  ’tis  now ;  indeed,  Uncle,  you’re 
too  pofitive. 

Sir  Rich.  And  you  too  impertinent  :  Therefore  I  re- 
folve  you  fhall  quit  my  Houfe  ;  you  fhan’t  keep  your 
Revels  under  the  Roof  where  I  am. 

Alp.  I’d  have  you  to  know,  Sir,  my  Lady  keeps  no 
Revels  beneath  her  Quality. 

Sir.  Rich.  Hold  your  Tongue,  Mrs.  Pert ,  or  I  fhall  dif- 
play  your  Quality  in  its  proper  Colours. 

A  Ip.  I  don’t  care,  fay  your  worft  of  me,  and  fpare  not ; 

but  for  my  Lady - my  Lady’s  a  Widow,  and  Widows 

are  accountable  to  none  for  their  Actions - Well,  I 

fhall  have  a  Hufband  one  of  thefe  Days,  and  be  a  Widow 
too,  I  hope. 

Sir  Rich.  Not  unlikely,  for  the  Man  will  hang  himfelf 
the  next  Day,  I  warrant  him. 

Alp.  And  if  any  Uncle  pretends  to  controul  my 
Actions - 

Sir  Rich.  He’d  lofe  his  Labour,  I’m  certain - 

Alp.  I’d  treat  him - 

Sir  Rich.  Don’t  provoke  me,  Huffy,  don’t. 

Lady.  Begone,  and  wait  in  the  next  Room. 

[ Exit  Alpiew. 

Sir  Rich.  TheTnfolence  of  a  Servant  is  a  great  Honour 
to  the  Lady,  no  doubt ;  but  I  fhall  find  a  way  to  humble 
you  both. 

Lady.  Lookye,  Uncle,  do  what  you  can,  I’m  refolv’d 
to  follow  my  own  Inclinations. 

Sir  Rich.  Which  infallibly  carry  you  to  Noife,  Non- 
fenfe,  Foppery,  and  Ruin  ;  but  no  matter,  you  fhall  go 
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out  of  my  Doors,  I’ll  promife  you  ;  my  Houfe  fhall  no 
longer  bear  the  fcandalous  Name  of  a  Buffet-Table  ; 
Hufbands  fhall  no  more  have  Caufe  to  date  their  Ruin 
from  my  Door,  nor  cry,  There,  there  my  Wife  gam’d 
my  Eflate  away — Nor  Children  curfe  my  Pofterity,  for 
their  Parents  knowing  my  Houfe. 

Lady.  No  more  threatening,  good  Uncle;  a£l  as  you 
pleafe,  but  don’t  fcold,  or  I  fhall  be  oblig’d  to  call  Alpiew 
again. 

Sir  Rich.  Very  well,  very  well,  fee  what  will  come 
on’t ;  the  World  will  cenfure  thofe  that  game,  and,  in 
my  Confcience,  I  believe  not  without  Caufe. 

For  Jhe  whofe  Shame  no  good  Advice  can  wake , 
When  Money's  wanting  will  her  Virtue  Jlake. 

[Exit. 

Lady.  Advice  !  Ha,  ha,  ridiculous  Advice. 

Enter  Lady  Lucy. 

No  fooner  rid  of  one  Mifchief  but  another  follows — 
[AJide.\  I  forefee  this  to  be  a  Day  of  Mortification, 
Alpiew. 


Enter  Alpiew. 

Alp.  Madam. 

Lady.  My  Uncle’s  gone,  you  may  come  in,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

L.  Lucy.  Fye,  Coufin,  does  it  become  you  to  laugh  at 
thofe  that  give  you  Counfel  for  your  Good  ? 

Lady.  For  my  Good  !  Oh,  mon  cceur  !  Now  cannot  I 
divine  what  ’tis  that  I  do  more  than  the  reft  of  the 
World  to  deferve  this  Blame. 

Alp.  Nor  I,  for  the  Soul  of  me. 

L.  Lucy.  Shou’d  all  the  reft  of  the  World  follow  your 
Ladyfhip’s  Example,  the  Order  of  Nature  would  be  in¬ 
verted,  and  every  Good  defign’d  by  Heaven,  become  a 
Curfe  ;  Health  and  Plenty  no  longer  would  be  known 

among  us - You  crofs  the  Purpofe  of  the  Day  and 

Night  ;  you  wake  when  you  fhould  deep,  and  make  all 
who  have  any  Dependance  on  you  wake,  while  you 
repofe. 

Lady.  Blefs  me  !  may  not  any  Perfon  fleep  when  they 
pleafe  ? 

L. 
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L.  Lucy.  No  ;  there  are  certain  Hours  that  good  Man¬ 
ners,  Modefty,  and  Health,  require  your  Care  ;  for 
Example,  disorderly  Hours  are  neither  healthful  nor 

model! - And  ’tis  not  civil  to  make  Company  wait 

Dinner  for  your  Dreffmg. 

Lady.  Why  does  any  Body  dine  before  Four  o’Clock 
in  London  ?  For  my  Part,  I  think  it  an  ill-bred  Cuftom 
to  make  my  Appetite  Pendulum  to  the  Twelfth  Hour. 

Alp.  Betides,  ’tis  out  of  Fafhion  to  dine  by  Day-light ; 
and  fo  I  told  Sir  Richard  Yefterday,  Madam. 

L.  Lucy.  No  doubt  but  you  did,  Mrs.  Alpiew ;  and 
then  you  entertain  fuch  a  Train  of  People,  Coufin,  that 
my  Lady  Reveller  is  as  noted  as  a  public  Ordinary,  where 
every  Fool  with  Money  finds  a  Welcome. 

Lady.  Would  you  have  me  fhut  my  Doors  againft  my 
Friends  ? — Now  the  is  jealous  of  Sir  James  Courtly  \AJide.\ 
Befides,  is  it  poffible  to  pafs  the  Evenings  without  Di- 
vertions  ? 

Alp.  No,  certainly - 

L.  Lucy.  I  think  the  Playhoufe  the  much  more  inno¬ 
cent  and  commendable  Diverfion. 

Lady.  To  be  feen  there  every  Night,  in  my  Opinion, 
is  more  deftrudlive  to  the  Reputation. 

L.  Liicy.  Well ;  I  had  rather  be  noted  every  Night 
in  the  Front  Box,  than,  by  my  Abfence,  once  be  fuf- 
pefted  of  Gaming ;  one  ruins  my  Eftate  and  Character, 
the  other  diverts  my  Temper,  and  improves  my  Mind. 

•  Then  you  have  fuch  a  Number  of  Lovers. 

Lady.  Oh,  Cupid !  is  it  a  Crime  to  have  a  Number  of 
Lovers  ?  If  it  be,  ’tis  the  pleafanteft  Crime  in  the  World. 
A  Crime  that  falls  not  every  Day  to  every  Woman’s  Lot. 

L.  Lzicy.  I  dare  be  pofitive  every  Woman  does  not 
with  it. 

Lady.  Becaufe  Withes  have  no  Effedl,  Coufin,  ha,  ha. 

L.  Lucy.  Methinks  my  Lord  Worthy's  Affiduity  might 
have  banifh’d  the  admiring  Crowd  by  this  Time. 

Lady.  Banifh’d  ’em  !  Oh,  mon  coeur!  what  Pleafure  is 
there  in  one  Lover  ?  ’tis  like  being  feen  always  in  one 
Suit  of  Cloaths ;  a  Woman,  with  one  Admirer,  will 
ne’er  be  a  reigning  Toaft. 

L.  Lucy.  I  am  fure  thofe  that  encourage  more,  will 
never  have  the  Character  of  a  reigning  Virtue. 

Lady. 
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Lady.  I  flight  the  malicious  Cenfure  of  the  Town,  yet 
defy  it  to  afperfe  my  Virtue  ;  Nature  has  given  me  a 
Face,  a  Shape,  a  Mein,  an  Air  for  Drefs,  and  Wit  and 
Humour  to  fubdue  :  And  fhall  I  lofe  my  Conqueft  for  a 
N  ame  ? 


Alp.  Nay,  and  among  the  unfalhionable  Sort  of  People 
too,  Madam  ;  for  Perfons  of  Breeding  and  Quality  will 
allow,  that  Gallantry  and  Virtue  are  not  infeparable. 

L.  Lucy.  But  Coquetry  and  Reputation  are  ;  and  there 
is  no  Difference  in  the  Eye  of  the  World,  between  hav¬ 
ing  really  committed  the  Fault,  and  lying  under  the 
Scandal ;  for  my  own  Part,  I  would  take  as  much  Care 
to  preferve  my  Fame,  as  you  would  your  Virtue. 

Lady.  A  little  Pains  will  serve  you  for  that,  Coufin  ; 

for  I  never  once  heard  you  nam’d - A  Mortification 

would  break  my  Heart,  ha,  ha. 

L.  Lucy.  ’Tis  better  never  to  be  nam’d,  than  to  be  ill 
fpoken  of;  but  your  Reflections  fhall  not  diforder  my 
Temper.  I  could  wifh,  indeed,  to  convince  you  of  your 
Error,  becaufe  you  fhare  my  Blood  ;  but  fince  I  fee  the 
Vanity  of  the  Attempt,  I  fhall  defift. 

Lady.  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladyfhip. 

Alp.  Oh  !  Madam,  here’s  my  Lord  Worthy,  Sir  Ja?nes 
Courtly ,  and  Enfign  Lovely  coming  down  ;  will  your 
Ladyfhip  fee  them  ? 

Lady.  Now  have  I  a  ftrong  Inclination  to  engage  Sir 
James ,  to  difcompofe  her  Gravity;  for  if  I  have  any 
Skill  in  Glances,  fhe  loves  him.  But  then  my  Lord 
Worthy  is  fo  peevifh  fince  our  late  Quarrel,  that  I’m 
afraid  to  engage  the  Knight  in  a  Duel ;  befides,  my  Ab- 
fence,  I  know,  will  teize  him  more ;  therefore  upon 
Confideration  I’ll  retire.  Coufin  Lucy,  good  Morrow. 
I’ll  leave  you  to  better  Company,  there’s  a  Perfon  at 
hand  may  prevent  your  Six  o’Clock  Prayers.  [Exit. 

L.  Lucy.  Ha  !  Sir  James  Courtly — I  mull  own  I  think 
him  agreeable  ;  but  am  forry  fhe  believes  I  do.  I’ll  not 
be  feen,  for  if  what  I  fcarce  know  myfelf,  be  grown  fo 
vifible  to  her,  perhaps  he  too  may  difcover  it,  and  then 
I  am  loft. 


While  in  the  Breajt  our  Secrets  clofe  remain , 
’Tis  out  of  Fortune's  Power  to  give  us  Pain. 


[Exit. 
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Enter.  Lord  Worthy,  Sir  James ,  and  Enfgn  Lovely. 

Sir  Jam.  Ha  !  was  not  that  Lady  Lucy  f 

Enfign.  It  was— Ah,  Sir  James ,  I  find  your  Heart  is 
out  of  Order  about  that  Lady,  and  my  Lord  Worthy  lan- 
guifhes  for  Lady  Reveller. 

Sir  Jam.  And  thou  art  fick  for  Valeria ,  Sir  Richard's 
Daughter.  A  poor  diftreffed  Company  of  us. 

Enfgn.  'Tis  true,  that  little  She  Philofopher  has  made 
me  do  Penance  more  heartily  than  ever  my  Sins  did  ;  I 
deferve  her  by  mere  dint  of  Patience.  I  have  flood 
whole  Hours  to  hear  her  affert,  that  Fire  cannot  burn, 
nor  Water  drown,  nor  Pain  affliCt,  and  Forty  ridiculous 
Syftems - 

Sir  Jam.  And  all  her  Experiments  on  Frogs,  Fifh,  and 
Flies,  ha,  ha,  without  the  lead  Contradiction. 

Enfgn.  Contradiction,  no,  no,  I  allow'd  all  fhe  faid, 

with  undoubtedly,  Madam, - 1  am  of  your  Mind, 

Madam,  it  muff  be  fo - natural  Caufes,  &°c. 

Sir  Jam.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  think  it  is  a  fupernatural 
Caufe,  which  enables  thee  to  go  thro’  this  Fatigue  ;  if  it 
were  not  to  raife  thy  Fortune,  I  fhould  think  thee  mad  to 
purfue  her  ;  but  go  on  and  profper,  nothing  in  my  Power 

fhall  be  wanting  to  affift  you - My  Lord  Worthy ,  your 

Lordfhip  is  as  melancholy  as  a  lofing  Gamefter. 

Lord.  Faith,  Gentlemen,  Pm  out  of  Humour,  but  I 
don't  know  at  what. 

Sir  Jam.  Why  then  I  can  tell  you  ;  for  the  very  fame 
Reafon  that  made  your  Lordfhip  flay  here  to  be  Spectator 
of  the  very  Diverfion  you  hate,  (Gaming)  the  fame  Caufe 
makes  you  uneafy  in  all  Company,  my  Lady  Reveller. 

Lord.  Thou  haft  hit  it,  Sir  James ,  I  confefs  I  love  her 
Perfon,  but  hate  her  Humours,  and  her  Way  of  Living  ; 

I  have  fome  Reafons  to  believe  I'm  not  indifferent  to  her, 
yet  I  defpair  of  fixing  her,  her  Vanity  has  got  fo  much 
the  Miftrefs  of  her  Refolution  ;  and  yet  her  Paffion  for 
Gain  furmounts  her  Pride,  and  lays  her  Reputation  open 
to  the  World.  Every  Fool  that  has  ready  Money  fhall  ‘ 
dare  to  boaft  himfelf  her  very  humble  Servant ;  S’death, 
when  I  could  cut  the  Rafcal’s  Throat. 

Sir  Jam.  Your  Lordfhip  is  even  with  her  one  Way; 

for 
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for  you  are  as  telly  as  fhe’s  vain,  and  as  fond  of  an  Op¬ 
portunity  to  quarrel  with  her,  as  fhe  of  a  gaming  Ac¬ 
quaintance  ;  my  Opinion  is,  my  Lord,  fhe’ll  ne’er  be 
won  your  Way. 

T o  gain  all  Women  there's  a  certain  Rule  : 

If  Wit  fhould fail  to  pleafe,  then  aft  the  Fool ; 

And  where  you  find  Simplicity  not  take , 

Throw  off  Difguifes,  and  prof efs  the  Rake  ; 

Obferve  which  IV ay  their  fir ongefi  Humours  run , 

They  re  by  their  own  lov’d  Cant  the  fur  eft  Way  undone . 

Lord.  Thou’rt  of  a  happy  Temper,  Sir  James ,  I  wifh 
I  could  be  fo  too ;  but  fince  I  can’t  add  to  your  Diver- 
fion,  I’ll  take  my  Leave  ;  good  Morrow,  Gentlemen. 

...  [Fait. 

Sir  Jam.  This  it  is  to  have  more  Love  than  Reafon 
about  one  ;  you  and  I,  Lovely ,  will  go  on  with  Difcre- 
tion,  and  yet  J  fear  it’s  in  Lady  Lucy’s  Power  to  banifh  it. 

Enfign.  I  find  Mrs.  Sago,  the  Drugfter’s  Wife’s  InterefL 
begins  to  fhake,  Sir  James. 

Sir  Jam.  And  I  fear  her  Love  for  Play  begins  to  fhake 
her  Hufband’s  Bags  too.  Faith,  I  am  weary  of  that  In¬ 
trigue,  left  I  fhould  be  fufpedled  to  have  a  Hand  in  his 
Ruin. 

Enfign.  She  did  not  lofe  much  to  Night,  I  believe. 
Pr’ythee,  Sir  James,  what  kind  of  a  temper’d  Woman 
is  fhe  ?  Has  fhe  Wit  ? 

Sir  Jam.  That  fhe  has — A  large  Portion,  and  as  much 
Cunning,  or  fhe  could  never  have  manag’d  the  old  Fel¬ 
low  fo  nicely  ;  fhe  has  a  vaft  Paffion  for  my  Lady  Revel¬ 
ler,  and  endeavours  to  mimick  her  in  every  Thing.  Not 
a  Suit  of  Clothes,  or  a  Top-knot,  that  is  not^exadlly 
the  fame  with  her’s.  Then  her  Plots  and  Contrivances 
to  fupply  thefe  Expences,  put  her  continuallv  upon  the 
Rack  ;  yet  to  give  her  her  Due,  fhe  has  a  fertile  Brain 
that  Way  ;  but  come,  fhall  we  go  Home  and  ileep  two 
or  three  Hours  ;  at  Dinner  I’ll  introduce  you  to  Captain 
Hearty ,  the  Sea  Officer,  your  Rival  that  is  to  be,  he’s  jufl 
come  to  Town. 

Enfign.  A  powerful  Rival,  I  fear,  for  Sir  Richard  re- 
folves  to  marry  him  to  his  Daughter  ;  all  my  Hopes  lie 

in 
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in  her  Arguments,  and  you  know  Philofophers  are  very 
pofitive.  And  if  this  Captain  does  but  happen  to  con¬ 
tradict  one  whimfical  Notion,  the  Poles  will  as  foon  join, 
as  they  couple,  and  rather  than  yield,  fhe  would  go  to 
the  Indies  in  fearch  of  Dumpier' s  Ants. 

Sir  Jam.  Nay,  (he  is  no  Woman  if  fhe  obeys. 

Women ,  like  Tides ,  with  PaJJions  ebb  and  flow , 

And  like  them  too ,  their  Source  no  Man  can  know. 

To  watch  their  Motions ,  is  the  fafefl  Guide  ; 

Who  hits  their  Humour, fails  with  Wind  and  Tide.  [Exit. 


ACT  II. 

Enter  Buckle,  meeting  Mrs.  Alpiew. 

Alp.  OOD-Morrow. 

VJT  Buck.  Good-morrow. 

Alp.  Good-Morrow,  good-Morrow,  is  that  all  your 
Bufmefs  here  ?  What  means  that  affeCted  Look,  as  if 
you  long’d  to  be  examin’d  what’s  the  Matter? 

Buck.  The  Capricio’s  of  Love,  Mademoifelle  ;  the  Ca- 
pricio’s  of  Love. 

A  Ip.  Why  !  are  you  in  Love  ? 

Buck.  I— in  Love  !  No  !  the  Devil  take  me,  if  ever 
I  {hall  be  infected  with  that  Madnefs  !  ’tis  enough  for 
one  in  a  Family  to  fall  under  the  whimfical  Circum- 
ftances  of  that  Diftemper.  My  Lord  has  a  fufficient 
Portion  for  both  :  here — here — here’s  a  Letter  for  your 
Lady  :  I  believe  the  Contents  are  not  fo  full  of  Stars, 
and  Darts,  and  Flames,  as  they  us’d  to  be. 

Alp.  My  Lady  will  not  concern  herfelf  with  your 
Lord,  nor  his  Letters  neither,  I  can  affure  you  that. 

Buck.  So  much  the  better  ;  I’ll  tell  him  what  you  fay 
- Have  you  no  more  ? 

Alp.  Tell  him  it  is  not  my  Fault;  I  have  done  as 
much  for  his  Service  as  lay  in  my  Power,  till  I  put  her 
in  fo  great  a  Paffion,  that  ’tis  impoffible  to  appeafe  her. 

Buck.  Very  good — my  Lord  is  upon  the  Square,  1 
promife  ye,  as  much  in  raged  as  her  Ladylhip  to  the  full. 

Well, 
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Well,  Mrs.  Alpiew ,  to  the  longeft  Day  of  his  Life,  he 
fwears  never  to  forget  Yefterday’s  Adventure,  that  has 
given  him  perfect  Liberty. 

Alp.  I  believe  fo - What  was  it,  pray? 

Buck.  I’ll  tell  you ;  ’twas  Matter  of  Confequence,  I 
affure  you,  I’ve  known  Lovers  part  for  a  lefs  Trifle 
by  half. 

Alp.  No  Digrefflons,  but  to  the  Point,  what  was  it  ? 

Buck.  This - my  Lord,  was  at  the  Fair  with  your 

Lady. 

A  Ip.  What  of  that  ? 

Buck.  In  a  Raffling- Shop  fhe  faw  a  young  Gentleman, 
which  fhe  faid  was  very  handfome — At  the  fame  Time, 
my  Lord  praifed  a  young  Lady  ;  fhe  redoubles  her  Com¬ 
mendations  of  the  Beau - He  enlarges  on  the  Beauty  of 

the  Belle  ;  their  Difcourfe  grew  warm  on  the  SubjeCl ; 
they  paufe  ;  fhe  begins  again  with  the  Perfections  of  the 
Gentleman  ;  he  ends  with  the  fame  of  the  Lady  :  Thus 
they  purfued  their  Arguments,  ftill  finding  fuch  mighty 
Charms  in  their  new  Favourites,  till  they  found  one  ano¬ 
ther  fo  ugly — fo  ugly — that  they  parted  with  full  Refo- 
lution  never  to  meet  again. 

Alp.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pleafant ;  well,  if  you  have  no  more 
to  tell  me,  adieu. 

Buck.  Stay  a  Moment,  I  fee  my  Lord  coming,  I 
thought  he’d  follow  me.  Oh  !  Lovers’  Refolutions. 

Enter  Lord  Worthy. 

Lord.  So,  have  you  feen  my  Lady  Reveller  ?  [To  Buck. 

Alp.  My  Lord - 

Lord.  Ha  !  Mrs.  Alpiew.  \Gives  him  his  own  Letter. 

Buck.  Here’s  your  Lordfhip’s  Letter. 

Lord.  An  Anfwer !  She  has  done  me  very  much 
Honour. 

Alp.  My  Lord,  I  am  commanded - 

Lord.  Hold  a  little,  dear  Mrs.  Alpiew.  [ All  this  while 
he  is  opening  the  Letter ,  thinking  it  from  the  Lady.] 

Buck.  My  Lord,  fhe  would  not - 

Lord.  Be  quiet,  I  fay - 

Alp.  I  am  very  forry - 

Lord.  But  a  Moment - Ha  !  Why  this  is  my  own 

Letter. 

15  VOL.  I.  Buck. 
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Buck.  Yes,  my  Lord. 

Lord.  Yes,  my  Lord - What,  fhe'd  not  receive  it 

then  ? 

Buck.  No,  my  Lord. 

Lo7'd.  How  durd  you  day  fo  long  ? 

Alp.  I  beg  your  Lordfhip  not  to  harbour  an  ill  Opinion 
of  -me  ;  I  oppofed  her  Anger  with  my  utmoft  Skill, 
prais’d  all  your  Adtions,  all  your  Parts,  but  all  in  vain. 

Lord.  Enough,  enough,  Madam  ;  fhe  has  taken  the 
bed  Method  in  the  World — Well,  then  we  are  ne’er  to 
meet  again. 

Alp.  I  know  not  that,  my  Lord - 

Lord.  I  rejoice  at  it,  by  my  Life  I  do  ;  fhe  has  only 
prevented  me  ;  I  came  on  purpofe  to  break  with  her  - 

Buck.  [ A  fide .]  Yes,  fo  ’twas  a  Sign,  by  the  Pleafure 
you  difcover’d  in  thinking  fhe  had  writ  to  you. 

Lord.  I  fuppofe  fhe  has  entertain’d  you  with  the  Caufe 
of  this. 

Alp.  No,  my  Lord,  never  mention’d  a  Syllable,  only 
faid,  fhe  had  forever  done  with  you  ;  and  charg’d  me, 
as  I  valu’d  her  Favour,  to  receive  no  Meffage  nor  Letter 
from  you. 

Lord.  May  I  become  the  very’d  Wretch  alive,  and  all 
the  Ills  imaginable  fall  upon  my  Head,  if  I  fpeak  to  her 
more  ;  nay,  ever  think  of  her  but  with  Scorn — Where  is 
fhe  now  ?  L  oiks  about. 

Alp.  In  her  Drefdng-Room. 

Lord.  There  let  her  be  ;  I  am  weary  of  her  fantadic 
Humours,  affedled  Airs,  and  unaccountable  Paffions. 

Buck.  For  half  an  Hour.  [AJide. 

Lord.  Do  you  know  what  fhe’s  doing  ? 

Alp.  I  believe,  my  Lord,  trying  on  a  Mantua ;  I  left 
her  with  Mrs.  Pleatwell ,  and  that  us’d  to  hold  her  a  great 
while,  for  the  Woman  is  faucily  familiar  with  all  the 
Quality,  and  tells  her  all  the  Scandal. 

~  Lord.  And  conveys  Letters  upon  Occafion  ;  ’tis  tack’d 
to  their  Profefdon — But  my  Lady  Reveller  may  do  what 
fhe  pleafes,  I  am  no  more  her  Slave,  upon  my  Word  ; 
I  have  broke  my  Chain — die  has  not  been  out  then  fince 
fhe  rofe. 

Alp.  No,  my  Lord. 


Lord. 
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Lord.  Nay,  if  fhe  has,  or  has  not,  ’tis  the  fame  Thing 
to  me  ;  fhe  may  go  to  the  End  of  the  World,  if  fhe  will, 
I  fhan’t  take  any  Pains  to  follow  her - Whofe  Foot¬ 

man  was  that  I  met  ? 

Alp.  I  know  not,  my  Lord,  we  have  fo  many  come 
with  How  d’ye’s,  I  ne’er  mind  them.  . 

Lord.  You  are  uneafy,  Child  ;  come,  I’ll  not  detain 
you,  I  have  no  Curiofity,  I  proteft  I’m  fatisfied  if  fhe’s 
fo  ;  I  affure  ye,  let  her  defpife  me,  let  her  hate  me,  ’tis 
all  one ;  adieu.  •  [Going. 

Alp.  My  Lord,  your  Servant. 

Lord.  Mrs.  Alpiew ,  let  me  beg  one  Favour  of  you, 
[ turns  back ]  not  to  fay  I  was  here. 

Alp.  I’ll  do  juft  as  you  pleafe,  my  Lord. 

Lord.  Do  that  then,  and  you’ll  oblige  me. 

[fs  going ,  and  co?nes  back  often. 

Alp.  I  will.' 

Lord.  Don’t  forget. 

Alp.  Your  Lordfhip  may  depend  upon  me. 

Lord.  Hold  !  now  I  think  on’t — Pray  tell  her  you  did 
fee  me,  do  you  hear  ? 

Alp.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Lord.  Tell  her  how  indifferent  fhe  is  to  me  in  every 
refpedl. 

Alp.  I  fhan’t  fail. 

Lord.  Tell  her  every  Thing  juft  as  I  expreft  it  to  you. 

Alp.  I  will. 

Lord.  Adieu.  [Going. 

Alp.  Your  Servant. 

Lord.  Now  I  think  on’t,  Mrs.  Alpiew ,  I  have  a  great 
Mind  fhe  fhould  know  my  Sentiments  from  my  own 
Mouth. 

Alp.  Nay,  my  Lord,  I  can’t  promife  you  that. 

Lord.  Why  ? 

Alp.  Becaufe  fhe  has  exprefly  forbid  your  Admittance. 

Lord.  I’d  fpeak  but  one  Word  with  her. 

Alp.  Impoffible. 

Lord.  Pugh,  pr’ythee  let  me  fee  her.  \Intr eating. 

Buck.  So,  now  all  this  mighty  Rage  ends  in  a  begging 
Submiffion. 

Lord.  Only  tell  her  I  am  here. 


Alp. 
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Alp.  Why  fhould  you  defire  me  to  meet  her  Anger,  my 
Lord. 

Lord.  Come,  you  fhall  oblige  me  once. 

[Puts  a  Ring  upon  her  Finger. 

Alp.  O  dear,  my  Lord,  you  have  fuch  a  Command 
over  your  Servant,  I  can  refute  nothing.  [Exit. 

Lord.  Have  you  been  at  the  Goldfmith’s  about  the 
Bills,  for  I  am  fix’d  on  Travelling. 

Buck.  Your  Lordfhip’s  fo  difturb’d,  you  have  forgot 
you  countermanded  me,  and  fent  me  hither. 

Lord.  True. 

Enter  Mrs.  Alpiew. 

Alp.  Juft  as  I  told,  your  Lordfhip,  fhe  fell  in  a  moft 
violent  Paffion  at  the  bare  mention  of  your  Name  :  Tell 
him,  faid  fhe,  in  an  heroic  Strain,  I’ll  never  fee  him  more 
and  commanded,  him  to  quit  that  Room,  for  I’m  coming 
thither. 

Lord.  Tyrant,  curfe  on  my  Folly,  fhe  knows  her  Pow¬ 
er  ;  well,  I  hope  I  may  walk  in  the  Gallery  ;  I  would 
fpeak  with  her  Uncle. 

Alp.  To  be  fare,  my  Lord.  [Exit  Lord  Worthy. 

Buck.  Learn,  Miftrefs,  learn,  you  may  come  to  make 
me  mad  in  Time,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Alp.  Go,  Fool,  follow  your  Lord.  [Exit  Buck. 

Enter  Lady  Reveller. 

Lady.  Well,  I’ll  fwear,  Alpiew ,  you  have  given  me 
the  Vapours  for  all  Day. 

Alp.  Ah  !  Madam,  if  you  had  feen  him,  you  muft 
have  had  Compaffion  ;  I  would  not  have  fuch  a  Heart  of 
Adamant  for  the  World  ;  poor  Lord,  fure  you  have  the 
ftrangeft  Power  over  him. 

Lady.  Silly — one  often  fancies  one  has  Power,  when 
one  has  none  at  all ;  I’ll  tell  thee,  Alpiew ,  he  vexed  me 
ftrangely  before  this  grand  Quarrel ;  I  was  at  Piquet  with 
my  Lady  Lovewit  four  Nights  ago,  and  bid  him  read 
me  a  new  Copy  of  Verfes,  becaufe,  you  know,  he  never 
plays,  and  I  did  not  well  know  what  to  do  with  him  ; 
he  had  fcarce  begun,  when  I,  being  eager  at  a  Pique,  he 
rofe  up  and  faid,  he  believ’d  I  lov’d  the  Mufic  of  my  own 

Voice, 
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Voice,  (crying  Nine  and  Twenty,  Threefcore)  better  than 
the  fweeteft  Poetry  in  the  Univerfe,  and  abrubtly  left  us. 

Alp.  A  great  Crime,  indeed,  not  to  read  ;  when  Peo¬ 
ple  are  at  a  Game  they  are  oblig’d  to  talk  all  the  while. 

Lady.  Crime  ;  yes,  indeed  was  it,  for  my  Lady  loves 
Poetry  better  than  Play,  and  perhaps  before  the  Poem 
had  been  done,  had  loll  her  Money  to  me.  But  I  won¬ 
der,  Alpiew,  by  what  Art  ’tis  you  engage  me  in  this 
Difcourfe,  why  fhould  I  talk  of  a  Man  that’s  utterly  my 

Averfion - Have  you  heard  from  Mrs.  Sago  this 

Morning  ? 

Alp.  Certainly,  Madam,  fhe  never  fails  ;  fhe  has  fent 
your  Ladyfhip  the  fineft  Cargo,  made  up  of  Chocolate, 
Tea,  Montifiafco  Wine,  and  fifty  Rarities  befide,  with 
fomething  to  remember  me,  good  Creature,  that  fhe 
never  forgets.  Well,  indeed,  Madam,  fhe  is  the  beft- 
natur’d  Woman  in  the  World  ;  it  grieves  me  to  think 
what  Sums  fhe  lofes  at  Play. 

Lady.  Oh,  fye,  fhe  mufl ;  a  Citizen’s  Wife  is  not  to 
be  endur’d  amongft  Quality  ;  had  fhe  not  Money,  ’twere 
impoffible  to  receive  her - 

Alp.  Nay,  indeed,  I  mufl  fay  that  of  you  Women  of 
Quality,  if  there  is  but  Money  enough,  you  hand  not 
upon  Birth  or  Reputation,  in  either  Sex  ;  if  you  did,  fo 
many  Sharpers  of  Covent-Garden ,  and  Miflreffes  of  St. 
James’ s,  would  not  be  daily  admitted. 

Lady.  Peace,  Impertinence,  you  take  ftrange  Free¬ 
doms.  [ Enter  Valeria  running. 

Why  in  fuch  Hafle,  Coufm  Valeria  ?  [ Stopping  her. 

Val.  Oh  !  dear  Coufm,  don’t  flop  me,  I  fhall  lofe 
the  fineft  Infedt  for  Diffedtion,  a  huge  Flefh  Fly,  which 
Mr.  Lovely  fent  me  juft  now,  and  opening  the  Box  to  try 
the  Experiment,  away  it  flew. 

Lady.  I  am  glad  the  poor  Fly  efcap’d  ;  will  you  never 
be  weary  of  thefe  Whimfles  ? 

Val.  Whimfles  !  Natural  Philofophy  a  Whimfy  !  Oh  ! 
the  unlearned  World. 

Lady.  Ridiculous  Learning  ! 

Alp.  Ridiculous,  indeed,  for  Women  ;  Philofophy  fuits 
our  Sex  as  Jack-Boots  would  do. 

Val ,  Cuftom  would  bring  them  as  much  in  F afhion  as 

L  Fur- 
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Furbeloes,  and  Practice  would  make  us  as  valiant  as 
e’er  a  Hero  of  them  all  :  the  Refolution  is  in  the  Mind 
— Nothing  can  enllave  that. 

Lady.  My  Stars  !  this  Girl  will  be  mad,  that’s  certain. 

Val.  Mad  !  fo  Nero  banifh’d  Philofophers  from  Rome , 
and  the. firft  Difcoverer  of  the  Antipodes  was  condemn’d 
for  a  Heretic. 

Lady.  In  my  Confcience,  Aipie- w,  this  pretty  Crea¬ 
ture’s  fpoil’d.  Well,  Coufin,  might  I  advife,  you  fhould 
beftow  your  Fortune  in  founding  a  College  for  the  Study 
of  Philofophy,  where  none  but  Women  fhould  be  ad¬ 
mitted  ;  and  to  immortalize  your  Name,  they  fhould  be 
called  Valerians ,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Val.  What  you  make  a  Jeft  of,  I’d  execute,  were  For¬ 
tune  in  my  Power. 

Alp.  All  Men  would  not  be  excluded  :  the  handfome 
Enfign,  Madam. 

Lady.  In  Love  !  Nay,  there’s  no  Philofophy  againft 
Love  ;  Solon  for  that. 

Val.  ’Pfhaw,  no  more  of  this  trifling  Subject ;  Coufin, 
will  you  believe  there’s  any  Thing  without  Gall. 

Lady.  I  am  fatisfy’d  I  have  one,  when  J  lofe  at  play, 
or  fee  a  Lady  addrefs’d  when  I  am  by  ;  and  ’tis  equal  to 
me,  whether  the  reft  of  the  Creation  have  or  not. 

Val.  Well,  but  I’ll  convince  you  then ;  I  have  dif¬ 
fered  my  Dove - and  pofitively  I  think  the  vulgar 

Notion  true,  for  I  could  find  none. 

Lady.  Oh,  barbarous  !  killed  your  pretty  Dove. 

[Starting. 

Val.  Kill’d  it  !  Why,  what  did  you  imagine  I  bred 
it  up  for  ?  Can  Animals,  Infers,  or  Reptiles,  be  put  to 
a  nobler  Ufe  than  to  improve  our  Knowledge?  Coufin, 
I’ll  give  you  this  Jewel  for  your  Italian  Greyhound. 

Lady.  What  to  cut  to  pieces  ?  Oh,  horrid  !  he  had 
need  be  a  Soldier  that  ventures  on  you  ;  for  my  Part,  I 
fhould  dream  of  nothing  but  Incifion,  Diffedhion,  and 
Amputation,  and  always  fancy  the  Knife  at  my  Throat. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  here’s  Sir  Richard ,  and  a— — 

Val.  A - What,  is  it  an  Accident,  a  Subfiance,  a 

Material  Being,  or  a  Being  of  Reafon  ? 

Serv. 
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Serv.  I  don’t  know  what  you  call  a  Material  Being, 
it  is  a  Man. 

Val.  ’Pfhaw,  a  Man,  that’s  nothing. 

Lady.  She’ll  prove  by  and  by,  out  of  Defcartes  that 
we  are  all  Machines. 

Knter  Sir  Richard,  and  Capt.  Firebrand. 

Alp.  Oh,  Madam,  do  you  fee  who  obferves  you?  My 
Lord  walking  in  the  Gallery,  and  every  Minute  gives 

a  Peep. 

Lady.  Does  he  fo  !  I’ll  fit  him  for  Eves-dropping— 

Sir  Rich.  Sir,  I  like  the  Relation  you  have  given  me 
of  your  Naval  Expedition  ;  your  Difcourfe  fpeaks  you  a 
Man  fit  for  the  Sea. 

Capt.  You  had  it  without  a  Flourifh,  Sir  Richard ;  my 
word  is  this,  I  hate  the  French ,  love  a  handfome  Woman, 
and  a  Bowl  of  Punch. 

Val.  Very  blunt. 

Sir  Rich.  This  is  my  Daughter,  Captain,  a  Girl  of 
fober  Education ;  fhe  underftands  nothing  of  Gaming, 
Parks,  or  Plays. 

Alp.  But  wanting  thefe  Diverfions,  fhe  has  fupply  d 
the  Vacancy  with  greater  Follies.  \Afide. 

Capt.  A  tight  little  Frigate  [ Salutes  her.]  ’Faith,  I 

think  fhe  looks  like  a  frefh  Man  Sea-fick - but  here’s 

a  gallant  Veffel — with  all  her  Streamers  out,  Top  and 
Top-Gallant— With  your  Leave,  Madam,  [ Salutes  her.] 
Who  is  that  Lady,  Sir  Richard? 

Sir  Rich.  ’Tis  a  Niece  of  mine,  Captain— tho’  I  am 
forry  fhe  is  fo  :  fhe  values  nothing  that  does  not  fpend 
their  Days  at  their  Glafs,  and  their  Nights  at  BaJJ'etj 
fuch  who  ne’er  did  good  to  their  Prince,  nor  Country, 
•except  their  Taylor,  Peruke-maker,  and  Perfumer. 

Lady.  Fye,  fye,  Sir,  believe  him  not,  I  have  a  Paffion, 
an  extreme  Paffion  for  a  Hero — efpecially  if  he  belongs 
to  the  Sea  ;  methinks  he  has  an  Air  fo  fierce,  fo  piercing, 
his  very  Looks  command  Refpedt  from  his  own  Sex, 
and  all  the  Hearts  of  ours. 

Sir  Rich.  The  Devil - Now,  rather  than  let  another 

Female  have  a  Man  to  herfelf,  fhe’ll  make  the  firft  Ad¬ 
vances.  \_Afide. 
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Capt.  Ay,  Madam,  we  are  preferred  by  you  fine  La¬ 
dies  fometimes  before  the  fprucer  Sparks - there’s  a 

Conveniency  in’t ;  a  fair  Wind,  and  we  hale  out,  and 
leave  you  Liberty  and  Money,  two  Things  the  moft  ac¬ 
ceptable  to  a  Wife  in  Nature. 

Lady.  Oh  !  ay,  it’s  fo  pretty  to  have  one’s  Hufband 
gone  Nine  Months  of  the  Twelve;  and  then  to  bring 
one  home  fine  China,  fine  Lace,  fine  Muffin,  and  fine 
Indian  Birds,  and  a  thoufand  Curiofities. 

Sir  Rich.  No,  no  ;  Nine  is  a  little  too  long,  Six  would 
do  better  for  one  of  your  Conftitution,  Miflrefs. 

Capt.  Well,  Madam,  what  think  you  of  a  cruifing 
Voyage  towards  the  Cape  of  Matrimony,  your  Father 
defigns  me  for  the  Pilot  ;  if  you  agree  to  it,  we’ll  hoift 
Sail  immediately. 

V it.  I  agree  to  any  Thing  dictated  by  good  Senfe, 
and  comprehended  within  the  Borders  of  Elocution  ;  the 
Converfe  I  hold  with  your  Sex,  is  only  to  improve  and 
cultivate  the  Notions  of  my  Mind. 

Sir  Rich.  What  the  Devil  is  fhe  going  upon  now  ? 

\Afide. 

Val.  I  prefume  you  are  a  Mariner,  Sir - 

Capt.  I  have  the  Honour  to  bear  the  Queen’s  Com- 
miffion,  Madam. 

Val.  Pray  fpeak  properly,  pofitively,  laconically,  and 
naturally. 

Lady.  So  ;  fhe  has  given  him  a  Broadfide  already. 

Capt.  Laconically  !  Why,  why,  what  is  your  Daughter, 
Sir  Richard  ?  ha. 

Sir  Rich.  May  I  be  reduced  to  wooden  Shoes,  if  I  can 
tell  you,  the  Devil  :  Had  I  lived  near  a  College,  the 
Haunts  of  fome  Pedant  might  have  brought  this  Curfe 
upon  me  ;  but  to  have  got  my  Eflate  in  "the  City,  and 
to  have  a  Daughter  run  mad  after  Philofophy,  I’ll  ne’er 
fuffer  it  in  the  Rage  Pm  in  ;  I’ll  throw  all  the  Books 
and  Mathematical  Inftruments  out  of  the  Window. 

Lady.  I  dare  fay,  Uncle,  you  have  fhook  Hands  with 

Philofophy - for  I’m  fure  you  have  banifh’d  Patience, 

ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Rich.  And  you  Difcretion — By  all  my  Hatred  for 
the  French ,  they’ll  drive  me  mad  :  Captain,  I’ll  expert 

you 
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you  in  the  next  Room  ;  and  you  Mrs.  Laconick ,  with 
your  Philofophy  at  your  Tail.  [ Exit . 

Lady.  Shan’t  I  come  too,  Uncle,  ha,  ha. 

Capt.  By  Neptune,  this  is  a  kind  of  a  whimfical  Family. 
Well,  Madam,  what  was  you  going  to  fay  fo  pofitively 
and  properly,  and  fo  forth  ? 

Val.  I  would  have  afk’d  you,  Sir,  if  ever  you  had  the 
Curiofity  to  infpebt  a  Mermaid - Or  if  you  are  con¬ 
vinc’d  there  is  a  World  in  every  Star— - We,  by  our 

Telefcopes,  find  Seas,  Groves  and  Plains,  and  all  that  ; 
but  what  they  are  peopled  with,  there’s  the  Quere. 

Capt.  Let  your  next  Contrivance  be  how  to  get  thi¬ 
ther,  and  then  you’ll  know  a  World  in  every  Star- — Ha, 
ha,  fhe’s  fitter  for  Moorfields  than  Matrimony ;  pray, 
Madam,  are  you  always  infebted,  Full  and  Change,  with 
this  Diftemper? 

Val.  How  has  my  Reafon  err’d,  to  hold  Converfe  with 

an  irrational  Being - Dear,  dear  Philofophy,  what 

immenfe  Pleafures  dwell  in  thee  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  John  has  got  the  Fifh  you  fent  him  in 
fearch  of. 

Val.  Is  it  alive  ?■ 

Serv.  Yes,  Madam. 

Val.  Your  Servant,  your  Servant,  I  wou’d  not  lofe 
the  Experiment  for  any  Thing,  but  the  Tour  of  the 
new  World.  \Exit. 

Capt.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  is  your  Ladyfhip  troubled  with 
thefe  Vagaries  too  ?  Is  the  whole  Houfe  poffeft  ? 

Lady.  Not  I,  Captain,  the  fpeculative  Faculty  is  not 
my  Talent ;  I  am  for  the  Prabtice,  can  liflen  all  Day  to 
hear  you  talk  of  Fire,  fubflantial  Fire,  Rear  and  Front, 
and  Line  of  Battle — admire  a  Sea-man,  hate  the  French 
— love  a  Bowl  of  Punch  :  Oh  !  nothing  fo  agreeable  as 
your  Converfation,  nothing  fo  jaunty  as  a  Sea  Captain. 

Alp.  So  :  this  engages  him  to  play, — if  he  has  either 
Manners  or  Money.  [A fide. 

Capt.  Ay  :  give  me  the  Woman  that  can  hold  me 
tack  in  my  own  Dialebt — She’s  mad  too,  I  fuppofe,  but 
I’ll  humour  her  a  little.  [Afde.]  Oh,  Madam,  not  a 
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fair  Wind,  nor  a  rich  Prize,  nor  Conqueft  o’er  my  Ene¬ 
mies,  can  pleafe  like  you  :  accept  my  Heart  without 
Capitulation - ’Tis  yours,  a  Prifoner  at  Difcretion. 

[Kijfes  her  Hand. 

Enter  Lord  Worthy. 

L^ord.  Hold,  Sir,  you  muft  there  contend  with  me  : 
the  Victory  is  not  fo  eafy  as  you  imagine. 

Lady.  Oh,  fye,  my  Lord,  you  won’t  fight  for  one  you 
hate  and  defpife  ?  I  may  truft  you  with  the  Captain  ; 
ha,  ha,  ha.  [Exit. 

Capt.  This  muft  be  her  Lover - and  he  is  mad  ano¬ 

ther  Way  :  This  is  the  moft  unaccountable  Family  I 
ever  met  with.  [A /ide.]  Look  ye,  Sir,  what  you  mean 
by  contending,  I  know  not  ;  but  I  muft  tell  you,  I  don’t 
think  any  Woman  I  have  feen  fince  I  came  afhore,  worth 
fighting  for.  The  philofophical  Gimcrack  I  don’t  value 
of  a  Cockle-Shell.  And  am  too  well  acquainted  with 
the  Danger  of  Rocks  and  Quick-fands,  to  fteer  into 
Pother’s  Harbour. 

Lord.  He  has  difcover’d  her  already;  I,  only  I  am 
blind.  [Afide. 

Capt.  But,  Sir,  if  you  have  a  mind  to  a  Breathing, 
here,  tread  upon  my  Toe,  or  fpeak  but  one  Word  in 
favour  of  the  Frc?ich,  or  againft  the  Courage  of  our  Fleet, 
and  my  Sword  will  ftart  of  itfelf,  to  do  its  Mafter  and 
my  Country  Juftice. 

Lord.  How  ridiculous  do  I  make  myfelf - Pardon 

me,  Sir,  you  are  in  the  right.  I  confefs  I  fcarce  knew 
what  I  did. 

Capt.  I  thought  fo,  poor  Centleman,  I  pity  him  :  this 
is  the  EffeCt  of  Love  on  Shore — When  do  we  hear  of  a 

Tar  in  thefe  Fits,  longer  than  the  firft  frefh  Gale - Well, 

I’ll  into  Sir  Richard ,  eat  with  him,  drink  with  him  ; 
but  to  match  into  his  Generation,  I’d  as  foon  marry  one 
of  his  Daughter’s  Mermaids.  [Exit. 

Lord.  Was  ever  Man  fo  ftupid  as  myfelf?  But  I  will 
roufe  from  this  lethargic  Dream,  and  feek  elfe where 
what  is  deny’d  at  home ;  Abfence  may  reftore  my 
Liberty. 


Enter. 
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Enter  Mr.  Sago. 

Sago.  Pray,  my  Lord,  did  you  fee  my  Keecky ? 

Lord.  Keecky ,  what’s  that  ? 

Sago.  My  Wife,  you  muft  know,  I  call  her  Keecky , 
ha,  ha. 

Lord.  Not  I,  indeed - 

Sago.  Nay,  pray  my  Lord  ben’t  angry,  I  only  want 
to  tell  her  what  a  Prefent  of  fine  Wine  is  fent  her  juft 
now  :  and  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  what  makes  me  laugh — is, 
that  no  Soul  can  tell  from  whence  it  comes. 

Lord.  Your  Wife  knows,  no  doubt. 

Sago.  No  more  than  myfelf,  my  Lord — We  have  often 
Wine  and  Sweatmeats  ;  nay,  whole  Pieces  of  Silk,  and 
the  Duce  take  me  if  fhe  could  devife  from  whence  ;  nay, 
fometimes  fhe  has  been  for  fending  them  back  again,  but 
I  cry’d,  whofe  a  F ool  then. 

Lord.  I’m  fure  thou  art  one  in  Perfection,  and  to  me 
infupportable.  [Going. 

Sago.  My  Lord,  I  know  your  Lordfhip  has  the  Privi- 
ledge  of  this  Houfe,  pray  do  me  the  Kindnefs,  if  you  find 
my  Wife,  to  fend  her  out  to  me.  [Exit.  Lord.]  I  ne’er 
faw  fo  much  of  this  Lord’s  Humour  before  :  he  is  very 

furly,  methinks - Adod,  there  are  fome  Lords  of  my 

Wife’s  Acquaintance,  as  civil  and  familiar  with  me,  as 
I  am  with  my  J  ourneyman — Oh  !  here  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sago,  and  Alpiew. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Oh,  Puddy,  fee  what  my  Lady  Reveller  has 
prefented  me  withal. 

Sago.  Hey,  Keecky,  why  fure  you  rife — as  the  Saying 
is,  for  at  Home  there’s  four  Hampers  of  Wine  fent  ye. 

Mrs.  Sago.  From  whence,  dear  Puddy? 

Sago .  Nay,  there’s  the  Jeft,  neither  you  nor  I  know. 
I  offer’d  the  Rogue  that  brought  it '  a  Guinea  to  tell  from 
whence  it  came,  and  he  fwore  he  durft  not. 

Mrs.  Sago.  No,  if  he  had,  I’d  never  have  employ’d 
him  again.  [Afide. 

Sago.  So  I  gave  him  half  a  Crown,  and  let  him  go. 

Mrs.  Sago.  It  comes  very  opportunely  ;  pray,  Puddy, 
fend  a  Couple  of  the  Hampers  to  my  Lady  Reveller' s,  as 
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a  fmall  Acknowledgment  for  the  rich  Prefent  fhe  has 
made  me. 

Sago.  With  all  my  Heart,  my  Jewel,  my  Precious. 

Mrs.-  Sago.  Puddy  I  am  ftrangely  oblig’d  to  Mrs.  Al¬ 
piew  ;  do,  Puddy,  do,  dear  Puddy. 

Sago.  What? 

Mrs.  Sago.  Will  ye,  then?  Do,  dear  Puddy,  do,  lend 
me  a  Guinea  to  give  her,  do. 

[. Hanging  upon  him  in  a  wheedling  Tone. 

Sago.  ’Pfhaw,  you  are  always  wanting  Guineas  ;  I’ll 
fend  her  half  a  Pound  of  Tea,  Keecky. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Tea — fha — fhe  drinks  Ladies  Tea;  do, 
dear  Puddy  do  ;  can  you  deny,  Keecky,  now  ? 

Sago.  Well,  well,  there.  [ Gives  it  her. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Mrs.  Alpiew ,  will  you  pleafe  to  lay  the 
Silk  by  for  me,  till  I  fend  for  it,  and  accept  of  that  ? 

Alp.  Your  Servant,  Madam,  I’ll  be  careful  of  it. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Thank  ye,  borrow  as  much  as  you  can 
on’t,  dear  Alpiew.  [. AJide  to  her. 

Alp.  I  warrant  you,  Madam.  {Exit. 

Mrs.  Sago.  I  mufl  raife  a  Sum  for  Bajfet  againfl  Night. 

Sago.  Pr’ythee,  Keecky ,  what  kind  of  humour’d  Man  is 
Lord  IV orthy  ?  I  did  but  afk  him  if  he  faw  thee,  and  I 
thought  he  wou’d  have  fnapp’d  my  Nofe  off. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Oh,  a  mere  Woman,  full  of  Spleen  and 
Vapours,  he  and  I  never  agree. 

Sago.  Adod,  I  thought  fo — I  guefs’d  he  was  none  of 
thy  Admirers — ha,  ha,  ha  ;  why  there’s  my  Lord  Court- 
tall ,  and  my  Lord  Horncit ,  bow  down  to  the  Ground  to 
me  where  ever  they  meet  me. 

Enter  Alpiew. 

Alp.  Madam,  Madam,  the  Goldfmith  has  fent  in  the 
Plate. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Very  well,  take  it  along  with  the  Silk. 

{A fide  to  her. 

Alp.  Here’s  the  Jeweller,  Madam,  with  the  Diamond 
Ring,  but  he  don’t  feem  willing  to  leave  it  without 
Money.  [Exit  Alpiew. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Hump  !  I  have  a  fudden  Thought ;  bid 

him  flay,  and  bring  me  the  Ring - Now  for  the  Art 

of  Wheedling - 
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Sago.  What  are  you  whifpering  about  ?  Ha  !  Pre¬ 
cious — 

Mrs.  Sago.  Mrs.  Alpiew  fays,  a  Friend  of  her’s  has  a 
Diamond  Ring  to  fell,  a  great  Pennyworth,  and  I  know 
you  love  a  Bargain,  Puddy. 

Enter  Alpiew,  gives  her  the  Ring. 

Sago.  ’Pfhaw,  I  don’t  care  for  Rings  ;  it  may  be  a 
Bargain,  and  it  may  not ;  and  I  can’t  fpare  Money  ;  I 
have  paid  for  a  Lot  this  Morning  :  confider  Trade  mult 
go  forward,  Lambkin. 

Alp.  See  how  it  fparkles. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Nay,  Puddy,  if  it  be  not  worth  your  Mo¬ 
ney,  I  don’t  defire  you  to  buy  it  ;  but  don’t  it  become 
my  Finger,  Puddy  ?  See  now - 

Sago.  Ah  !  that  Hand,  that  Hand  it  was  which  firft 
got  hold  of  my  Heart  :  well,  what’s  the  Price  of  it? 
Ha,  I  am  ravifh’d  to  fee  it  upon  Keecky* s  Finger - 

Mrs.  Sago.  What  did  he  fay  the  price  of  it  was  ? 

[To  Alpiew. 

Alp.  Two  hundred  Guineas,  Madam. 

[Afide  to  Mrs.  Sago. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Threefcore  Pounds,  dear  Pudd  : — The 
Devil’s  in’t  if  he  won’t  give  that.  [Afide. 

Sago.  Threefcore  Pounds  !  Why  ’tis  worth  a  Hundred, 
Child,  richly — ’tis  Hole — ’tis  hole - 

Alp.  Stole  !  I’d  have  you  to  know,  the  Owner  is  my 
Relation,  and  has  been  as  great  a  Merchant  as  any  in 
London ,  but  has  had  the  Misfortune  to  have  his  Ships  fall 
into  the  Hands  of  the  French,  or  he’d  not  have  parted 
with  it  at  fuch  a  Rate  ;  it  coft  him  two  hundred  Guineas. 

Mrs.  Sago.  I  believe  as  much  ;  indeed  it  is  very  fine. 

Sago.  So  it  is,  Keecky ,  and  that  dear  little  Finger  fhall 
have  it  too  ;  let  me  bite  it  a  little  tiny  Bit — 

[Bites  her  Finger. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Oh  !  dear  Pudd,  you  hurt  me. 

Sago.  Here — I  han’t  fo  much  Money  about  me,  but 

there’s  a  Bill,  Lambkin - there  now,  you’ll  bufs  poor 

Puddy  now,  won’t  you  ? 

Mrs.  Sago.  Bufs  him — yes,  that  I  will,  agen  and  agen, 
and  agen,  dear  Pudd.  [Flies  about  his  Neck. 
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Sago.  You’ll  go  home  with  Puddy  now  to  Dinner, 
won’t  you  ? 

Mrs.  Sago.  Yes — a — dear  Puddy,  if  you  defire  it - 

I  will — but — a — 

Sago.  But  what  ? 

Mrs.  Sago.  But  I  promis’d  my  Lady  Reveller  to  dine 
with  her,  Deary — Do,  let  me,  Pud — I’ll  dine  with  you 
To-morrow  day. 

Alp.  Nay,  I’m  fure  my  Lady  won’t  eat  a  Bit,  if  fhe 
don’t  hay. 

Sago.  Well,  they  are  all  fo  fond  of  my  Wife  ;  my  Keecky , 

fhew  me  thy  little  Finger  agen - O  dear  little  Finger, 

my  Keecky  !  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Sago.  My  nown  Pudd - Here  Alpiew ,  give 

him  his  Ring  agen,  I  have  my  End  ;  tell  him  ’tis  too 
dear.  [Afi.de. 

Alp.  But  what  will  you  fay  when  Mr.  Sago  miffes  it  ? 

Mrs.  Sago.  I’ll  fay — that  it  was  too  big  for  my  Finger, 
and  I  loft  it ;  ’tis  but  a  Crying-bout,  and  the  good  Man 
melts  into  pity. 

v 

I  tE  married  State ,  this  only  Blifs  we  find, 

An  eafiy  Hufiband  to  our  Wifihes  kind, 

Eve  gain'd  my  Point ,  replenifh'd  Purfe  once  more , 

Oh  !  cafi  me,  Fortune ,  on  the  whining  Shore  : 

Now  let  me  gain  what  I  have  loft  before.  [Exit. 


ACT  III. 


The  SCENE  draws,  and  difcovers  Valeria 
with  Books  upon  a  Table,  a  Micro/ cope,  put¬ 
ting  a  Fi/h  upon  it,  fever al  Animals  lying  by. 

Fd/.  ’ESHAW  !  Thou  fluttering  Thing  —  So,  now 
JT  I’ve  fix’d  it. 

Enter  Alpiew. 

Alp.  Madam,  here’s  Mr.  Lovely,  I  have  introduced 

him 
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him  as  one  of  my  Lady’s  Vifitors,  and  brought  him  down 
the  Back-Stairs. 

Val.  I’m  oblig’d  to  you,  he  comes  opportunely. 

Enter  Lovely. 

O  Mr.  Lovely  /  come,  come  here,  look  through  this 
Glafs,  and  fee  how  the  Blood  circulates  in  the  Tail  of 
this  Fifh. 

Lov.  Wonderful  !  but  it  circulates  prettier  in  this  fair 
Neck. 

Val.  ’Pfhaw — be  quiet — I’ll  fhew  you  a  Curiofity,  the 
greateft  that  ever  Nature  made. — \Opens  a  Box. ]  In 
opening  a  Dog  the  other  Day,  I  found  this  Worm. 

Lov.  Prodigious  !  ’Tis  the  Joint-Worm,  which  the 
Learned  talk  of  fo  much. 

Val.  Ay  ;  the  Lumbricus,  Lcetus,  or  Fcefcia ,  as  Hippo¬ 
crates  calls  it,  or  vulgarly  in  Englifh,  the  Tape- Worm — 
Thudoeus  tells  us  of  one  of  thefe  Worms  found  in  a  Hu¬ 
man  Body,  two  hundred  Feet  long,  without  Head  or 
Taik  .  ^ 

Lov.  I  wifh  they  be  not  got  into  thy  Brain.  \Afide. 
Oh,  you  charm  me  with  thefe  Difcoveries. 

Val.  Here’s  another  Sort  of  Worm  call’d  Lumbricus 
teres  Inteftinalis. 

Lov.  I  think  the  firft  you  fhowed  me  the  greateft 
Curiofity. 

Val.  ’Tis  very  odd,  really,  that  there  fhould  be  every 
Inch  a  Joint,  and  every  Joint  a  Mouth - Oh,  the  pro¬ 

found  Secrets  of  Nature  ! 

Lov.  ’Tis  ftrangely  furprizing - But  now  let  me  be 

heard,  for  mine’s  the  Voice  of  Nature  too  ;  methinks  you 
negledt  yourfelf,  the  moft  perfect  Piece  of  all  her  Works. 

Val.  Why,  what  Fault  do  you  find  in  me  ? 

Lov.  You  have  not  Love  enough  ;  that  Fire  would 
confume  and  banifh  all  Studies  but  its  own  ;  your  Eyes 
would  fparkle,  and  fpread  I  know  not  what,  of  Lively 
and  Touching,  o’er  the  whole  Face  ;  this  Hand  when 
prefs’d  by  him  you  Love,  would  tremble  to  your  Heart. 

Val.  Why  fo  it  does - Have  I  not  told  you  twenty 

Times  I  love  you  ? - for  I  hate  Difguife  ;  your  Tem¬ 

per  being  adapted  to  mine,  gave  my  Soul  the  firft  Im- 
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prelTion  ; - You  know  my  Father’s  pofitive, - but  do 

not  believe  he  lhall  force  me  to  any  Thing  that  does  not 
love  Philofophy. 

Lov.  But  that  Sea  Captain,  Valeria. 

Val.  If  he  was  a  Whale,  he  might  give  you  Pain,  for 
I  fhould  long  to  diffe6l  him ;  but  as  he  is  a  Man,  you 
have  no  Reafon  to  fear  him. 

Lov.  Confent  then  to  fly  with  me. 

Val.  What,  and  leave  my  Microfcope,  and  all  my 
Things  for  my  Father  to  break  in  Pieces  ? 

Sir  Rich.  Valeria ,  Valeria .  [  Within . 

Val.  O  Heavens  !  he  is  coming  up  the  Back-Stairs. 
What  fhall  we  do  ? 

Lov.  Humph ;  ha,  can’t  you  put  me  in  that  Clofet 
there  ? 

Val.  Oh,  no,  I  han’t  the  Key. 

Lov.  I’ll  run  down  the  Great  Stairs,  let  who  will  fee 
me.  [Going. 

'Val.  Oh  no,  no,  no,  no,  not  for  your  Life  ; — here, 
here,,  get  under  this  Tub. 

[Throws  out fome  Fijh  in  hajle  and  turns  the  Tub  over 

Sir,  I’m  here.  him . 

Enter  Sir  Richard. 

Sir  Rich.  What,  at  your  Whims — and  Whirligigs,  ye 
Baggage  !  I’ll  out  at  Window  with  them. 

[Throwing  away  the  Things. 

Val.  Oh  !  dear  Father,  fave  my  Lumbricus  Lcetus. 

Sir  Rich.  I’ll  Lamprey  and  Latum  you  ;  what’s  that  I 
wonder?  Ha  !  Where  the  Devil  got  you  Names  that 
your  Father  don’t  underhand?  Ha?  [T?'eads  upon  them. 

Val.  Oh,  my  poor  Worm  !  Now  you  have  deftroy’d 
a  Thing,  that,  for  ought  I  know,  England  can’t  produce 
again. 

Sir  Rich.  What  is  it  good  for  ?  Anfwer  me  that. 
What’s  this  Tub  here  for?  Ha  ?  [Kicks  it. 

Val.  What  fhall  I  do  now  ? — —it  is  a - ’tis  a - Oh 

dear  Sir  !  don’t  touch  the  Tub - for  there’s  a  Bear’s 

young  Cub  that  I  have  bought  for  Diffedlion, - but  I 

dare  not  touch  it  till  the  Keeper  comes. 

Sir  Rich.  I’ll  Cub  you,  and  Keeper  you,  with  a  Ven¬ 
geance 
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geance  to  you  ;  is  my  Money  laid  out  in  Bears  Cubs  ? — 
I'll  drive  out  your  Cub — [Opens  the  Door ,  Jtands  at  a  Dif- 

tance  off,  and  with  his  Cane  lifts  up  the  Tub ,  Lovely  rifes, 

Lov.  Oh  the  Devil !  difcover’d  ;  your  Servant,  Sir. 

[Exit. 

Sir  Rich.  Oh  !  your  Servant,  Sir — What  is  this  your 
Bear’s  Cub?  Ha,  Miflrefs  !  His  Taylor  has  lick’d  him 

into  Shape,  I  find - What  did  this  Man  do  here?  Ha, 

Huffy? — I  doubt  you  have  been  ftudying  Natural  Philo- 
fophy,  with  a  Vengeance. 

Val.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  only  brought  me  a  ftrange  Fifti, 
and  hearing  your  Voice,  I  was  afraid  you  would  be  an¬ 
gry,  and  fo  that  made  me  hide  him. 

Sir  Rich.  A  Fifh  !  ’tis  the  Flefh  I  fear ;  I’ll  have  you 

married  To-night - 1  believe  this  Fellow  was  the 

beggarly  Enfign,  who  never  march’d  farther  than  from 
Whitehall  to  the  Tower ,  who  wants  your  Portion  to  make 
him  a  Brigadier,  without  ever  feeing  a  Battle — Huffy, 
ha — tho’  your  philofophical  Cant,  with  a  Murrain  to 
you— has  put  the  Captain  out  of  Conceit,  I  have  a  Hus¬ 
band  ftill  for  you  ;  -come  along,  come  along,  I’ll  fend 
the  Servants  to  clear  this  Room  of  your  Baubles.  [Pulls 
her  off. ]  I  will  fo. 

Val.  But  the  Servants  won’t,  old  Gentleman,  that’s 
my  Comfort  ftill.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Lovely. 

Lov.  I’m  glad  they  are  gone,  for  the  Duce  take  me  if 
I  could  hit  the  Way  out. 

Enter  Sir  James. 

Sir  Jam.  Ha — Enfign  !  luckily  met ;  I  have  been  la¬ 
bouring  for  you,  and  I  hope  done  you  a  Piece  of  Service. 
Why,  you  look  furpriz’d. 

Lov.  Surpriz’d  !  fo  wou’d  you,  Sir  Jaines ,  if  you  had 
been  whelm’d  under  a  Tub  without  Room  to  breathe. 

Sir  Ja7n.  Under  a  Tub !  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lov.  ’Twas  the  only  Place  of  Shelter. 

Sir  Jam.  Come,  come,  I  have  a  better  Profpedt ;  the 
Captain  is  a  very  honeft  Fellow,  and  thinks  if  you  can 
bear  with  the  Girl,  you  deferve  her  Fortune ;  here’s 
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your  Part,  [ Gives  a  Paper .]  he’ll  give  you  your  Cue ;  he 
flays  at  his  Lodgings  for  you. 

Lov.  What’s  the  Defign? 

Sir  Jam.  That  will  tell  you  ;  quick  Difpatch. 

Lov.  Well,  Sir  James ,  I  know  you  have  a  prolific 
Brain,  and  will  rely  on  your  Contrivances,  and  if  it 
fucceeds,  the  Captain  fhall  have  a  Bowl  of  Punch  large 
enough  to  fet  his  Ship  afloat.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lady  Reveller,  Lady  Lucy,  and  Mrs.  Sago. 

Sir  Jam.  The  Tea-Table  broke  up  already  !  I  fear 
there  has  been  but  fmall  Recruits  of  Scandal  To-day. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Well,  I’ll  fwear  I  think  the  Captain’s  a 
pleafant  F ellow. 

Sir  Jam.  That’s  becaufe  he  made  his  Court  to  her. 

[AJide. 

L.  Revel.  Oh — I  naufeate  thofe  amphibious  Creatures. 

Sir  Jam .  Umph,  fhe  was  not  addrefs’d  to. 

L.  Lucy.  He  feems  neither  to  want  Senfe,  Honour, 
nor  true  Courage  ;  and  methinks  there  is  a  Beauty  in  his 
plain  Delivery. 

Sir  Jam.  There  fpoke  Sincerity  without  Affectation. 

L.  Revel.  How  fhall  we  pafs  the  Afternoon  ? 

Sir  Jam.  Ay,  Ladies,  how  fhall  we  ? 

L.  Revel.  You  here?  I  thought  you  had  lifted  yourfelf 
Volunteer  under  the  Captain,  to  board  fome  Prize,  you 
whifper’d  fo  often,  and  fneak’d  out  one  after  another. 

Sir  Jam.  Who  would  give  one  felf  the  Pains  to  cruife 
Abroad,  when  all  one  values  is  at  Home? 

L.  Revel.  To  whom  is  this  directed?  Or  will  you 
monopolize  and  ingrofs  us  all  ? 

Sir  Jam.  No,— tho’ you  would  wake  Defire  in  every 
Beholder,  I  refign  you  to  my  worthy  Friend. 

L.  Lucy.  And  the  reft  of  the  Company  have  no  Pre¬ 
tence  to  you.  •  ( 

Mrs.  Sago.  That’s  more  than  fhe  knows.  [AJide. 

Sir  Jam.  Beauty,  like  yours,  would  give  all  Mankind 
Pretence. 

Mrs.  Sago.  So,  not  a  Word  to  me  ;  are  thefe  his  Vows  ? 

[In  an  uneafy  Air. 

L.  Lucy.  There’s  one  upon  the  Teize  already.  [AJide. 

L.  Revel.  Why,  you  are  in  Diforder,  my  Dear ;  you 

look 
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look  as  if  you  had  loft  a  Trant  Leva  :  What  have  you 
faid  to  her,  Sir  James  ? 

Sir  Jam.  I  faid,  Madam  !  I  hope  I  never  fay  any 
Thing  to  offend  the  Ladies.  The  Devil’s  in  thefe  mar¬ 
ried  Women,  they  can’t  conceal  their  own  Intrigues, 
though  they  {wear  us  to  Secrecy.  [Afide. 

L.  Lucy.  You  miftake,  Coufin  ;  ’tis  his  faying  nothing 
to  her  has  put  her  upon  the  Fret. 

L.  Revel.  Ah  !  your  Obfervations  are  always  malicious. 

Mrs.  Sago.  I  defpife  them  dear  Lady  Reveller ,  let’s  in 
to  Picquet ;  I  fuppofe  Lady  Lucy  would  be  pleas’d  with 
Sir  James  alone  to  finifh  her  Remarks. 

L.  Lucy.  Nay,  if  you  remove  the  Caufe,  the  Difcourfe 
ceafes. 

Sir  Jam.  [Going  up  to  her. \  This  you  draw  upon  your 
felf ;  you  will  difcover  it.  [  To  her. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Yes  your  Falfhood. 

L.  Revel.  Come,  my  dear  Sir  Jatnes ,  will  you  make 
one  at  a  Pool  ? 

Sir  Jam.  Pardon  me,  Madam,  I’m  to  be  at  White' s  in 
half  an  Hour,  anon  at  the  Baffet-Table.  I’m  yours. 

Mrs.  Sago.  No,  no,  he  can’t  leave  her. 

[Going,  Jlill  looking  back. 

L.  Lucy.  They  play  Gold,  Sir  James. 

Sir  Jam.  [Going  up  to  Lady  Lucy.]  Madam,  were  your 
Heart  the  Stake,  I’d  renounce  all  Engagements  to  win 
that,  or  retrieve  my  own. 

L.  Lucy.  I  muft  like  the  Counter-flake  very  well,  e’er 
I  play  fo  high. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Sir  James ,  harkye,  one  Word  with  you. 

[Breaking  from  Lady  Revellerb  Hand ,  pulling  Sir 
James  by  the  Sleeve. 

L.  Lucy.  Ha,  ha,  I  knew  fhe  could  not  flir  ;  I’ll  re¬ 
move  your  Conflraint,  but  with  my  wonted  Freedom, 
will  tell  you  plainly — your  Hufband’s  Shop  would  better 
become  you  than  Gaming  and  Gallants.  Oh  Shame  to 
Virtue,  that  Women  fhould  copy  Men  in  their  moft 
reigning  Vices. 

Of  Virtue's  wholefome  Rules  unjuflly  we  complain , 

When  Search  of  P  leaf ures  give  us  greater  Pain. 

How  flightly  we  our  Reputation  guard , 

Which  loft  but  once  can  never  be  repaid d. 


L. 
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L,  Revel.  Farewel  Sentences. 

Enter  Alpiew. 

Alp.  Madam -  \W hif per s  her  Lady. 

Mrs.  Sago.  So  then,  you  perfuade  me  ’twas  the  Care 

of  my  Fame.  ,  .  _ 

Sir  Jam.  Nothing  elfe  I  proteft,  my  dear  little  Rogue  ; 
I  have  as  much  Love  as  you,  but  I  have  more  Conduct. 
Mrs.  Sago.  Well,  you  know  how  foon  I  forgive  you 

your  Faults.  . 

Sir.  Jam.  Now  to  what  Purpofe  have  I  lyed  myfelf 
into  her  good  Graces,  when  I  would  be  glad  to  be  rid 

of  her  ?  [4M- 

L.  Revel.  Booted  and  fpurr’d  fay  you  !  Pray  fend  him 
up,  Sir  James  ;  I  fuppofe  trufty  Buckle  is  come  with  fome 
diverting  Embaffy  from  your  Friend. 


Enter  Buckle  in  a  Riding-Dre/s. 

Mr.  Buckle,  Why  in  this  Equipage  ? 

Buck.  Ah  !  Madam- - 

L.  Revel.  Out  with  it. 

Buck.  Farewel,  Friends,  Parents,  and  my  Country  ; 
thou,  dear  Play-Houfe,  and  fweet  Park,  Farewel. 

L.  Revel.  Farewel,  why,  whither  are  you  going  ? 

Buck.  My  Lord  and  I  am  going  where  they  never 

knew  Deceit. 

Sir  Jam.  That  Land  is  invifible,  Buckle. 

L.  Revel.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Jam.  Were  my  Lord  of  my  Mind,  your  Ladyihip 
Ihould  not  have  had  fo  large  a  Theme  for  your  Mirth. 
Your  Servant,  Ladies.  {Exit. 

L.  Revel.  Well,  but  what’s  your  bufmefs  ? 

Buck.  My  Lord  charg’d  me  in  his  Name  to  take  his 
everlafting  Leave  of  your  Ladyfhip. 

L.  Revel.  Why,  where  is  he  going  pray  ? 

Buck.  In  Search  of  a  Country  where  there  is  no 

Mrs.  Sago.  Oh  dear !  Why  what  have  the  Women 

done  to  him  pray  ?  —  .  „ 

Buck.  Done  to  him,  Madam  !  He  fays  they  are  all 
proud,  perfidious,  vain,  inconftant  Coquets  m  England. 
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Mrs.  Sago.  Oh  !  he’ll  find  they  are  every  where  the 
fame. 

L.  Revel.  And  this  is  the  Caufe  of  his  whimfical  Pil¬ 
grimage  ?  Ha,  ha. 

Buck.  And  this  proceeds  from  your  ill  Ufage,  Ma¬ 
dam  ;  when  he  left  your  Houfe — he  flung  himfelf  into 
his  Coach  withfuch  a  Force,  that  he  broke  all  the  Win¬ 
dows — as  they  fay — for  my  Part  I  was  not  there — When 
he  came  home,  he  beat  all  his  Servants  round  to  be 
reveng’d. 

Alp.  Was  you  there,  Buckle  ? 

Buck.  No,  I  thank  my  Stars,  when  I  arriv’d,  the 
Expedition  was  over — in  hafte  he  mounted  his  Chamber 

- flung  himfelf  upon  his  Bed — burft  out  into  a  violent 

Paffion — Oh  that  ever  I  fhould  fuffer  myfelf  to  be  im¬ 
pos’d  upon,  faid  he,  by  this  coquettifh  Beauty  ! 

L.  Revel.  Meaning  me,  Buckle ,■  Ha,  ha. 

Buck.  Stay  till  I  have  finifhed  the  Piece,  Madam, 

and  your  Ladyfhip  fhall  judge - fhe’s  as  fickle  as  fhe’s 

fair — the  does  not  ufe  more  Art  to  gain  a  Lover,  faid  he, 
than  to  deceive  him  when  he  is  fix’d - Humph. 

[Leering  at  her. 

L.  Revel.  Pleafant - and  does  he  call  this  taking 

Leave  ? 

Mrs.  Sago.  A  comical  Adieu. 

Buck.  Oh  !  Madam,  Pm  not  come  to  the  tragical  Part 
of  it  yet ;  flarting  from  his  Bed — 

L.  Revel.  I  thought  it  had  been  all  Farce — if  there  be 
any  Thing  Heroic  in’t,  I’ll  fet  my  Face  and  look  grave. 

Buck.  My  Relation  will  require  it,  Madam,  for  I  am 
ready  to  weep  at  the  Repetition  :  Had  you  but  feen  how 
often  he  travers’d  the  Room,  [Ailing  it.]  heard  how 
often  he  ftamp’d,  what  difiorted  Faces  he  made,  calling 
up  his  Eyes  thus,  biting  his  Thumbs  thus. 

L.  Revel.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you’ll  make  an  admirable  Adtor 
— lhall  I  fpeak  to  the  Patentees  for  you  ? 

Mrs.  Sago.  But  pray  how  did  this  end  ? 

Buck.  At  laft,  Madam,  quite  fpent  with  Rage,  he  funk 
down  upon  his  Elbow,  and  his  Head  fell  upon  his  Arm. 

L.  Revel.  What,  did  he  faint  away  ? 

Buck.  Oh,  no. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sago.  He  did  not  die  ? 

Buck.  No,  but  he  fell  afleep. 

L.  Revel.  Oh  brave  Prince  Prettiman  / 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Buck.  After  three  Hours  Nap,  he  wak’d — and  calling 
haftily — my  dear  Buckle ,  faid  he,  let’s  to  the  End  of  the 
World  ;  and  try  to  find  a  Place  where  the  Sun  fhines  not 

here  and  there  at  one  Time - for  ’tis  not  fit  that 

it  fhould  at  once  look  upon  two  Perfons  whofe  Senti¬ 
ments  are  fo  different — She  no  longer  regards  my  Pain, 
ungrateful,  falfe,  inhuman,  barbarous  Woman. 

L.  Revel.  Foolifh,  fond,  believing,  eafy  Man;  there’s 
my  Anfwer — Come,  fhall  we  to  Picquet ,  my  Dear  ? 

Buck.  Hold,  hold,  Madam,  I  han’t  half  done - 

Mrs.  Sago.  Oh  !  Pray  my  Lady  Reveller,  let’s  have  it 
out,  ’tis  very  diverting. - 

Buck.  He  call’d  me  in  a  feeble  Voice  :  Buckle,  faid  he, 
bring  me  my  little  Scrutore— for  I  will  write  to  Lady 
Reveller  before  I  part  from  this  Place,  never  to  behold 
her  more — What,  don’t  you  cry,  Madam  ? 

L.  Revel.  Cry — No,  no;  go  on,  go  on. 

Buck.  ’Tis  done,  Madam — and  there’s  the  Letter. 

[  Gives  her  a  Letter. 

L.  Revel.  So,  this  completes  the  Narration.  {Reads. 

Madam,  Since  I  cannot  live  in  a  Place  where  there  is  a 
PoJJibility  of  feeing  you  without  admiring,  I  ref olve  to  fly ; 
I  am  going  to  Flanders  .•  Since  you  are falfe  I  have  no  Bufl- 
nefs  here — I  need  not def crib e  the  Pain  I  feel,  you  are  but  too 
well acquaintedwith  that — therefore Pll chiifeDeathrather 
than  return — Adieu. 

Buck.  Can  any  Man  in  the  World  write  more  tenderly, 
Madam  ?  Does  he  not  fay  ’tis  impoffible  to  love  you, 
and  go  for  Flanders  ?  and  that  he  would  rather  hear  of 
your  Death  than  return - 

L.  Revel.  Excellent,  Ha,  ha. 

Buck.  What,  do  you  laugh  ? 

Mrs.  Sago.  Who  can  forbear  ? 

Buck.  I  think  you  ought  to  die  with  Grief ;  I  warrant 
Heaven  will  punifh  you  all.  {Going. 

Alp.  But  harkye,  Buckle,  where  are  you  going  now  ? 

Buck. 
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Buck.  To  tell  my  Lord  in  what  Manner  your  Lady  re¬ 
ceiv’d  his  Letter  ;  Farewel — now  for  Flanders — - 

Alp.  A  fair  Wind  and  a  good  Voyage  to  you. 

[As  he  goes  out  enter  Lord  Worthy. 

Buck.  My  Lord  here  !  So,  now  may  I  have  my  Head 
broke  for  my  long  Harangue,  if  it  comes  out. 

L.  Revel.  Oh  miraculous— my  Lord  !  you  have  not 
finilh’d  your  Campaign  already,  have  you  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  ; 
or  has  the  French  made  Peace  at  hearing  of  your  Lord- 
fhip’s  intended  Bravery,  and  left  you  no  Enemies  to 
combat  ? 

Lord.  My  word  of  Foes  are  here— here,  within  my 
Bread  ;  your  Image,  Madam. 

L.  Revel.  O  dear,  my  Lord,  no  more  of  that  Theme, 
for  Buckle  has  given  us  a  Surfeit  on’t  already— — even 
from  your  breaking  the  Glaffes  of  your  Coach  to  your 
falling  fad  afleep,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lord.  The  Glaffes  of  my  Coach  !  What  do  you  mean, 
Madam— Oh  Hell  !  [Biting  his  Thumbs. 

Buck.  Ruin’d  quite - Madam,  for  Heaven’s  Sake, 

what  does  your  Ladylhip  mean  ?  I  ly’d  in  every  Syllable 
I  told  you,  Madam. 

L.  Revel.  Nay,  if  your  Lordlhip  has  a  Mind  to  adt 
it  over  again,  we  will  oblige  you  for  once — Alpiew ,  fet 

Chairs - Come,  dear  Sago,  fit  down — and  let  the  Play 

begin — Buckle  knows  his  Part,  and  upon  Neceffity  could 
adl  yours  too,  my  Lord. 

Lord.  What  has  this  Dog  been  doing  ?  When  he  was 
only  to  deliver  my  Letter,  to  give  her  new  Subject  for 
Mirth— Death,  methinks  I  hate  her— Oh  that  I  could 

hold  that  Mind - What  makes  you  in  this  Equipage  ? 

Ha,  Sirrah  ?  [Afide. 

.  Buck.  My  Lord,  I,  I,  I,  I, 

Lord.  Peace,  Villain -  [Strikes  him. 

Lady.  Hey — This  is  changing  the  Scene. 

Buck.  Who  the  Devil  would  rack  his  Brains  for  thefe 
People  of  Quality,  who  like  no  Body’s  Wit  but  their 
own  ? -  [Afide. 

Mrs.  Sago.  If  the  Beating  were  Invention  before,  thou 
had  it  now  in  reality  ;  if  Wars  begin,  I’ll  retire.  They 

may  agree  better  alone  perhaps.  [Exit. 

Lady. 
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Lady.  Where  did  you  learn  this  Rudenefs,  my  Lord, 
to  ftrike  your  Servant  before  me  ? 

Lord.  When  you  have  depriv’d  a  Man  of  his  Reafon, 
how  can  you  blame  his  Conduct. 

Buckle.  Reafon — Egad — there’s  not  three  Drams  of 
Reafon  between  you  both — as  my  Cheek  can  teftify. 

[Afide. 

Lady.  The  Affront  was  meant  to  me — nor  will  I  en¬ 
dure  thefe  Paffions — I  thought  I  had  forbid  your  Vifits. 

Lord.  I  thought  I  had  refolv’d  againft  them  too. 

Alpiew.  But  Refolutions  are  of  fmall  Force  of  either 
Side.  [Afide. 

Lord.  Grant  me  but  this  one  Requefl,  and  I’ll  remove 
this  hated  Objedt. 

Lady.  Upon  Condition  ’tis  the  laft. 

Lord.  It  fhall— I  think  it  fhall  at  leaft — Is  there  a 
Happy  Man  for  whom  I  am  defpifed  ? 

Lady.  I  thought  ’twas  fome  fuch  ridiculous  Queflion ; 
I’m  of  the  Low- Church,  my  Lord,  confequently  hate 
Confeffors  !  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Buckle.  And  Penance  too  I  dare  fwear.  [Afide. 

Lord.  And  every  Thing  but  Play. 

Lady.  Dare  you,  the  Subjedt  of  my  Power — you,  that 
petition  Love,  arraign  my  Pleafures  ;  Now  I’m  fixt— and 
will  never  fee  you  more. 

Buckle.  Now  wou’d  any  Body  fwear  fhe’s  in  earneft. 

Lord.  I  cannot  bear  that  Curfe— fee  me  at  your  Feet 
again.  [. Kneels. ]  Oh  !  you  have  tortur’d  me  enough,  take 
Pity  now  dear  Tyrant,  and  let  my  Sufferings  end. 

Lady.  I  muft  not  be  Friends  with  him,  for  then  I  fhall 
have  him  at  my  Elbow  all  Night,  and  fpoil  my  Luck  at 
the  Buffet-Table.  [ Afide .]  Either  Cringing  or  Corredt- 
ing,  always  in  Extreams — I  am  weary  of  this  Fatigue. 

He  that  would  gain  my  Heart ,  mujl  learn  the  Way 

Not  to  controul ,  but  readily  obey  ; 

For  he  that  once  pretends  my  Faults  to  fee , 

That  Moment  makes  himfelf  all  Faults  to  me.  [Exit. 

Buckle.  There’s  the  Infide  of  a  Woman.  [Afide. 

Lord.  Gone — now  Curfes  on  me  for  a  Fool — the 
worfl  of  Fools— a  Woman’s  Fool — 
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Whofe  only  Pleafure  is  to  feed  her  Pride , 

Fond  of  her  Self  Jhe  cares  for  none  befide  : 

So  true  Coquets  their  numerous  Charms  difplay , 
Andflrive  to  conquer ,  purpofe  to  betray. 


ACT  IV. 

Enter  Lord  Worthy  and  Sir  James. 

Sir  James.  \  T  T  E  L  L,  my  Lord,  I  have  left  my 
VV  Cards  in  the  Hand  of  a  Friend  to 
hear  what  you  have  to  fay  to  me.  Love  Fm  fure  is  the 
Text,  therefore  divide  and  fubdivide  as  quick  as  you  can. 

Lord.  Could’ft  thou  infufe  into  me  thy  Temper,  Sir 
Janies ,  I  fhould  have  thy  Reafon  too  ;  but  I  am  born  to 
love  this  Fickle,  Faithlefs  Fair— What  have  I  not  effay’d 
to  raze  her  from  my  Breaft  :  but  all  in  vain  !  I  mud 
have  her,  or  I  muft  not  live. 

Sir  James.  Nay,  if  you  are  fo  far  gone,  my  Lord, 
your  Diftemper  requires  an  able  Phyfician — What  think 
you  of  Lovely s  bringing  a  File  of  Musketteers  and  carry 
her  away,  Vi  &•  Armis  ? 

Lord.  That  Way  might  give  her  Perfon  to  my  Arms, 
but  where’s  the  Heart  ? 

Sir  James.  A  Trifle  in  Competition  with  her  Body. 

Lord.  The  Heart’s  the  Gem  that  I  prefer. 

Sir  James.  Say  you  fo  my  Lord  ?  Pll  engage  three 
Parts  of  Europe  will  make  that  Exchange  with  you  :  Ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Lord.  That  Maxim  wou’d  hold  with  me  perhaps  in 
all  but  her  ;  there  I  mull  have  both  *or  none  ;  therefore 
inftruct  me,  Friend,  thou  who  negligent  in  Love,  keeps 
always  on  the  Level  with  the  Fair— What  Method  lhall 
I  take  to  found  her  Soul’s  Defign  ?  For  tho’  her  Carriage 
puts  me  on  the  Rack  when  I  behold  that  Train  of  Fools 
about  her,  yet  my  Heart  will  plead  in  her  Excufe,  and 
calm  my  Anger  fpite  of  all  Efforts. 

Sir  James.  Humph  ?  I  have  a  Plot,  my  Lord,  if  you 
will  comply  with  it. 

Lord.  Nothing  of  Force. 

Sir  James.  What  e’er  it  be  you  lhall  be  Witnefs  of  it, 

’twill 
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’twill  either  quench  your  Flame,  or  kindle  hers.  I  only 
will  appear  the  Guilty  ;  but  here’s  Company,  I’ll  tell 
you  all  within. 

Enter  Captain  and  Lovely,  drefs’d  like  a  Tar. 

L.  Wor.  I’ll  expe£l  you.  {Exit. 

Sir  James.  Ha,  Captain,  how  fits  the  Wind  between 
you  and  your  Miftrefs  ?  Ha? 

Capt.  North  and  by  South,  Faith  ;  but  here’s  one  fails 
full  Eafl,  and  without  fome  unexpected  Tornado,  from 
the  old  Man’s  Coaft — he  makes  his  Port  I  warrant  ye. 

Lovely.  I  wifh  I  were  at  Anchor  once. 

Sir  James.  Why,  thou  art  as  errant  a  Tar,  as  if  thou 
kad’ft  made  an  Eajl- India  Voyage,  ha,  ha. 

Lovely.  Ay,  am  I  not,  Sir  James  ?  But  Egad  I  hope 
the  old  Fellow  underflands  nothing  of  Navigation  ;  If  he 
does,  I  lhall  be  at  a  lofs  for  the  Terms. 

Sir  James.  Oh  !  no  Matter  for  Terms — look  big,  and 
bhifter  for  your  Country— defcribe  the  Vigo  Bulmefs — ■ 
publick  News  will  furnifh  you  with  that,  and  I’ll  engage 
the  Succefs. 

Capt.  Ay,  ay,  let  me  alone,  I’ll  bear  up  with  Sir 
Richard \  and  thou  (halt  board  his  Pinnace  with  Confent, 
ne’er  fear — ho,  here  he  comes  full  Sail. 

Enter  Sir  Richard. 

Sir  Richard I’m  glad  to  fee  you  ;  this  is  my  Kinfman 
which  I  told  you  of ;  as  foon  as  he  landed  I  brought  him 
to  kifs  your  Hands. 

Sir  Rich.  I  honour  you,  you  are  welcome. 

Lovely.  I  thank  «you,  Sir — I’m  not  for  Compliments  ; 
’tis  a  Land  Language,  I  underhand  it  not  ;  Courage, 
Honefly,  and  Plain-dealing  Truth,  is  the  Learning  of 
our  Element  ;  if  you  like  that  I  am  for  ye. 

Sir  James.  The  Rogue  does  it  to  a  Miracle, 

{A fide  to  the  Captain. 

Capt.  He’s  an  improving  Spark,  I  find,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Rich.  Like  it,  Sir  ?  why  ’tis  the  only  Thing  I  do 
like,  hang  Compliments  and  Court  breeding,  it  ferves 
only  to  make  Men  a  Prey  to  one  another,  to  encourage 
Cowardice  and  ruin  Trade — No,  Sir,  give  me  the  Man 

that 
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that  dares  meet  Death  and  Dinner  with  the  fame  Ap¬ 
petite — one  who  rather  than  let  in  Popery,  would  let 
out  his  Blood  ;  to  maintain  fuch  Men  I’d  pay  double 
Cuftom  ;  nay,  all  my  Gain  fhould  go  for  their  Support. 

Sir  James.  The  bed  Well-wifher  to  his  Country  of  an 
Engli/hman  I  ever  heard. 

Lovely.  Oh  !  Sir  Richard ,  I  wifh  the  Nation  were  all 
of  your  Mind,  ’twou’d  give  the  Soldiers  and  the  Sailors 
Life.  Captain  launch  off  a  round  Lye  or  two. 

Capt.  And  make  us  fight  with  Heart  and  Hand ; 
my  Kinfman,  I’ll  affure,  fits  your  Principle  to  a  Hair  ; 
he  hates  the  French  fo  much,  he  ne’er  fails  to  give  them 
a  Broadfide  where’er  he  meets  them ;  and  has  brought  in 
more  Privateers  this  War  than  half  the  Captains  in  the 
Navy  ;  he  was  the  firft  Man  that  boarded  the  French 
fleet  at  Vigo — and  in  Gibraltar  Bufinefs — the  Gazetteer 
will  inform  you  of  the  Name  of  Captain  Match. 

Sir  James.  Is  this  that  Captain  Match  ? 

Lovely.  For  want  of  a  better,  Sir. 

Sir  James.  Sir,  I  fhall  be  proud  of  being  known  to  you. 

Sir  Rich.  And  I  of  being  related  to  you,  Sir — I  have 
a  Daughter  young  and  handfome,  and  I’ll  give  her  a 
Portion  fhall  make  thee  an  Admiral,  Boy  ;  for  a  Soul 
like  thine  is  only  fit  to  command  a  Navy — what  fay’ft 
thou  ?  art  thou  for  a  Wife  ? 

Sir  James.  So,  ’tis  done,  ha,  ha,  ha.  \Afide. 

Capt.  A  profperous  Gale  I’  faith. 

Lovely.  I  don’t  know,  Sir  Richard,  mehap  a  Woman 
may  not  like  me  ;  I  am  rough  and  Storm-like  in  my 
Temper,  unacquainted  with  the  Effeminacy  of  Courts  ; 
I  was  born  upon  the  Sea,  and  fince  I  can  remember, 
never  liv’d  two  Months  on  Shore  ;  if  I  marry,  my  Wife 
mufl  go  aboard,  I  promife  you  that. 

Sir  Rich.  Aboard  Man  ? .  Why  fhe  fhall  go  to  the 
Indies  with  thee — Oh  !  fuch  a  Son-in-law — how  fhall  I 
be  blefs’d  in  my  Pofterity  ?  now  do  I  forefee  the  Great  - 
nefs  of  my  Grand-Children  ;  the  Sons  of  this  Man  fhall, 
in  the  Ages  to  come,  make  France  a  Tributary  Nation. 

Lovely.  Once  in  an  Engagement,  Sir,  as  I  was  giving 
Orders  to  my  Men,  comes  a  Ball  and  took  off  a  Fellow’s 
Head,  and  flruck  it  full  in  my  Teeth  ;  I  whipp’d  it  up, 
clap’d  it  into  a  Gun,  and  fhot  it  at  the  Enemy  again. 


Sir 


The  Basset-Table. 


240 

Sir  Rich.  Without  the  leaft  Concern  ! 

Lovely.  Concern,  Sir — ha,  ha,  ha,  if  it  had  been  my 
own  Head  I  would  have  done  the  like. 

Sir  Rich.  Prodigious  Effedt  of  Courage  ! — Captain  I’ll 
fetch  my  Girl,  and  be  here  again  in  an  Inftant — What 
an  Honour  will  it  be  to  have  fuch  a  Son.  [ Exit. 

Capt.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  you  outdo  your  Mafter. 

Sir  Ja?nes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  the  old  Knight’s  tranf- 
ported. 

Lovely.  I  wifh  it  was  over,  I’m  all  in  a  Sweat ;  here 
he  comes  again. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  and  Valeria. 

Sir  Rich.  I’ll  hear  none  of  your  Excufes,  Captain 
your  Hand — there  take  her,  and  thefe  Gentlemen  lhall 
be  Witneffes,  if  they  pleafe,  to  this  Paper,  wherein  I 
give  her  my  whole  Eflate  when  I  die,  and  twenty  thou- 
fand  Pounds  down  upon  the  Nail  ;  I  care  not  whether 
my  Boy  be  worth  a  Groat — get  me  but  Grandfons  and 
I’m  rich  enough. 

Capt.  Generoufly  faid,  I’faith — much  Good  may  do 
him  with  her. 

Lovely.  I’ll  do  my  Endeavour,  Father,  I  pfomife  you. 

Sir  James.  I  wifh  you  Joy,  Captain,  and  you  Madam. 

Val.  That’s  impoffible ;  can  I  have  Joy  in  a  Species 
fo  very  different  from  my  own  ?  Oh  my  dear  Lovely  ! — 
We  were  only  form’d  for  one  another ; — thy  dear  En¬ 
quiring  Soul  is  more  to  me — than  all  thefe  ufelefs  Lumps 
of  animated  Clay  ;  Duty  compels  my  Hand — but  my 
Heart  is  fubjecft  only  to  my  Mind, — the  Strength  of  that 
they  cannot  conquer ; — no,  with  the  Refolution  of  the 
Great  Unparallel’d  Epiftetus , — I  here  proteft  my  Will 
fhall  ne’er  affent  to  any  but  my  Lovely. 

Sir  Rich.  Ay,  you  and  your  Will  may  philofophize  as 
long  as  you  pleafe, — Miftrefs, — but  your  Body  fhall  be 

taught  another  Dodtrine, —  it  fhall  fo, - Your  Mind 

and  your  Soul  quotha  !  Why,  what  a  Pox  has  my  Eflate 
to  do  with  them  ?  Ha  ?  ’Tis  the  Flefh  Houfewife,  that 

muft  raife  Heirs, —  and  Supporters  of  my  Name; - 

and  fince  I  knew  the  getting  of  the  Eflate,  ’tis  fit  I 

fhould  difpofe  of  it, - and  therefore  no  more  Excufes, 

this 
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this  is  your  Hufband,  do  you  fee, - take  my  Word 

for  it. 

Val.  The  outward  empty  For?n  of  Marriage  take , 

But  all  beyond  I  keep  for  Lovely’.?  Sake . 

Thus  071  the  Ground  for  ever  fix  my  Eyes  ; 

All  Sights  but  Lovely  fhall  their  Balls  defpife. 

Sir  Rich.  Come,  Captain,— my  Chaplain  is  within,  he 
(hall  do  the  Bufinefs  this  Minute  :  If  I  don’t  ufe  the  Au¬ 
thority  of  a  Father,  this  Baggage  will  make  me  lofe  fuch 
a  Son-in-Law,  that  the  City’s  Wealth  can’t  purchafe  me 
his  F ellow.  [Afide. 

Lov.  Thanks  dear  Invention  for  this  timely  Aid: 

The  Bait’s  gone  down ,  he’s  by  himfelf  betray’d. 
Thus fiill  where  Arts  both  true  and  honefi  fail , 
Deceitful  Wit  and  Policy  prevail. 

Val.  To  Death,  or  any  Thing,— ’tis  all  alike  to  me. 

\Exit  cum  Valeria. 

Sir  Rich.  Get  you  in  I  fay, - Huffey,  get  you  in. 

In  my  Confcience  my  Niece  has  fpoil’d  her  already  ;  but 
I’ll  have  her  married  this  Moment  :  Captain,  you  have 
bound  me  ever  to  you  by  this  Match  ;  command  me  and 
my  Houfe  for  ever; — But  fhall  I  not  have  your  Com¬ 
pany,  Gentlemen,  to  be  Witneffes  of  this  Knot,  this  joy¬ 
ful  Knot  ?  * 

Caht.  Yes,  Faith,  Sir  Richard ,  I  have  too  much  Re- 
fpe<ft  for  my  Kinfman  to  leave  him, — till  I  fee  him  fafe 
in  Harbour  ;  I’ll  wait  on  you  prefently. 

Sir  James.  I  am  engag’d  in  the  next  Room  at  Play,  I 
beg  your  Pardon,  Sir  Richard^  for  an  Hour  ;  I  llbiing  the 
whole  Company  to  congratulate  the  Bride  and  Bride¬ 
groom. 

Sir  Rich.  Bride  and  Bridegroom  !  Congratulate  me, 
Man  !  Methinks  I  already  fee  my  Race  recorded  amongfl 
the  foremoft  Heroes  of  my  Nation  ;  Boys,  all  Boys, 
and  all  Sailors. 

They  fhall  the  Pride  0/ France  and  Spain  pull  down , 

A7id  add  their  Indies  to  our  Englifh  Crow)i.  [Exit. 

Sir  James.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  never  was  Man  fo  bigotted  be- 

M  fore ; 
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fore  ; - how  will  this  end  when  he  difcovers  the  Cheat  ? 

Ha,  ha,  won’t  you  make  one  with  the  Ladies,  Captain  ? 

Capt.  I  don’t  Care  if  I  do  venture  a  Piece  or  two  ;  I’ll 
but  difpatch  a  little  Bufmefs,  and  meet  you  at  the  Table, 
Sir  James. 

Enter  Lady  Lucy. 

Sir  James.  Ha,  Lady  Lucy  /  is  your  Ladyfhip  recon¬ 
cil’d  to  BaJJet  yet  ?  Will  you  give  me  leave  to  lofe  this 
Purfe  to  you,  Madam  ? 

L.  Lucy.  I  thank  Fortune,  I  neither  wifh,  nor  need  it, 
Sir  James  ;  I  prefume  the  next  Room  is  furnifh’d  with 
Avarice  enough  to  ferve  you  in  that  Affair,  if  it  is  a  Bur¬ 
then  to  you  ;  or  Mrs.  Sago’s  ill  Luck  may  give  you  an 
Opportunity  of  returning  fome  of  the  Obligations  you 
lie  under. 

Sir  Ja7nes.  Your  Sex,  Madam,  extorts  a  Duty  from 
ours,  and  a  well  bred  Man  can  no  more  refufe  his  Money 
to  a  Lady,  than  a  Sword  to  his  Friend. 

L.  Lucy.  That  Superfluity  of  good  Manners,  Sir  James, 
would  do  better  converted  into  Charity  ;  this  Town 

abounds  with  Objedls, - wou’d  it  not  leave  a  more 

glorious  Fame  behind  you  to  be  the  Founder  of  fome 
pious  Work,  when  all  the  Poor,  at  mention  of  your 
Name,  fhall  blefs  your  Memory,  than  that  Pofterity 
fhou’d  fay  you  wafled  your  Eftate  on  Cards*  and  Women. 

Sir  James.  Humph,  ’tis  pity  fhe  were  not  a  Man,  Ihe 
preaches  fo  emphatically.  [AJIde.]  Faith  Madam,  you 
have  a  very  good  Notion,  but  fomething  too  early  — 
when  I  am  old,  I  may  put  your  Principles  in  Practice, 
but  Youth  for  Pleafure  was  defign’d. — 

L.  Lucy.  The  trueft  Pleafure  muft  conflft  in  doing 
good,  which  cannot  be  in  Gaming. 

Sir  James.  Every  Thing  is  good  in  its  Kind,  Madam  ; 
Cards  are  harmlefs  Bits  of  Paper,  Dice  inflpid  Bones— 
and  W omen  made  for  Men. 

L.  Lucy.  Right,  Sir  James, — but  all  thefe  Things  may 

be  perverted, - Cards  are  harmlefs  Bits  of  Paper  in 

themfelves,  yet  through  them,  what  Mifchiefs  have  been 
done!  What  Orphans  wrong’d?  What  Tradefmen 
ruin’d  !  What  Coaches  and  Equipage  difmifs’d  for 
them  ? 
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Sir  Jam.  But  then,  how  many  fine  Coaches  and  Equi¬ 
pages  have  they  fet  up,  Madam  ? 

L.  Lucy.  Is  it  the  more  honourable  for  that  ?  How 
many  Miffes  keep  Coaches  too  ?  Which  Arrogance  in 
my  Opinion  only  makes  them  more  eminently  fcanda- 
lous - 

Sir.  Jam.  Oh  !  thofe  are  fuch  as  have  a  Mind  to  be 
damn’d  in  this  State,  Madam  ;  but  I  hope  your  Lady- 
Ihip  don’t  rank  them  among!!  us  Gamefters. 

L.  Lucy.  They  are  infeparable,  Sir  James  ;  Madam’s 
Grandeur  muft  be  upheld — tho’  the  Baker  and  Butcher 
fhut  up  Shop. 

Sir  Jam.  Oh  !  Your  Ladyfhip  wrongs  us  middling 
Gentlemen  there  ;  to  ruin  Tradefmen  is  the  Quality’s 
Prerogative  only  ;  and  none  beneath  a  Lord  can  pretend 
to  do’t  with  an  honourable  Air,  ha,  ha. 

L.  Liccy.  Their  Example  fways  the  meaner  Sort  ;  I 
grieve  to  think  that  Fortune  fhou’d  exalt  fuch  vain,  fuch 
vicious  Souls, - whilft  Virtue’s  cloath’d  in  Rags. 

Sir  Jam.  Ah  !  Faith,  fhe’d  make  but  a  fcurvy  Figure 
at  Court,  Madam  ;  the  Statefmen  and  Politicians  wou’d 
fupprefs  her  quickly  ;  but  whilft  fhe  remains  in  your 

Breaft  fhe’s  fafe, - and  makes  us  all  in  love  with 

that  fair  Covering. 

L.  Lucy.  Oh  !  Fie,  fie,  Sir  James ,  you  could  not  love 
one  that  hates  your  chief  Diverfion. 

Sir  Jam.  I  fhou’d  hate  it  too,  Madam,  on  fome  Terms 
that  I  cou’d  name. 

L.  Lucy.  What  wou’d  make  that  Converfion,  pray  ? 

Sir  Jam.  Your  Heart. 

L.  Lucy.  I  cou’d  pay  that  Price — but  dare  not  yenture 
upon  one  fo  wild— [AJide.]  Firft  let  me  fee  the  Fruit, 
e’er  I  take  a  Leafe  of  the  Garden,  Sir  James. 

Sir  Jam.  Oh  !  Madam,  the  beft  Way  is  to  fecure  the 
Ground,  and  then  you  may  manure  and  cultivate  it  as 
you  pleafe. 

L.  Lucy.  That’s  a  certain  Trouble,  and  uncertain  Pro¬ 
fit,  and  in  this  Affair,  I  prefer  the  Theory  before  the 
Practice  :  But  I  detain  you  from  the  Table,  Sir  James , 
— you  are  wanted  to  Tally your  Servant. —  {Exit. 

Sir  Jam.  Nay,  if  you  leave  me,  Madam,  the  Devil 

M  2  will 
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will  tempt  me, - She’s  gone,  and  now  can’t  I  fhake 

off  the  Thought  of  [even  Wins,  eight  Lofes - for  the 

Blood  of  me, - and  all  this  grave  Advice  of  her’s 

is  loft, - Faith, — tho’  I  do  love  her  above  the  reft  of 

her  Sex  ; - fhe’s  an  exadt  Model  of  what  all  Women 

ought  to  be, — and  yet  your  merry  little  coquettifh  Tits 
are  very  diverting well,  now  for  Buffet',  let  me  fee 
what  Money  have  I  about  me. — Humph  !  about  a  hun¬ 
dred  Guineas, - half  of  which  will  fet  the  Ladies  to 

cheating — falfe  Parolies  in  abundance. 

Each  Trifling  Toy  wou’d  tempt  in  Times  of  Old, 

Now  nothing  melts  a  Woman’s  Heart  like  Gold. 

Some  Bargains  drive,  others  more  nice  than  they ,  \ 

Who' d  have  you  think  they  /corn  to  kifs  for  pay;  t. 

To  pur  chafe  them  you  mufl  lofe  deep  at  Play.  j 

W ith  feveral  Women,  fever al  Ways  prevail ; 

But  Gold ’  s  a  certain  Way  that  cannot  fail.  [Exit. 

The  SCENE  draws ,  and  difcovers  Lady 
Reveller,  Mrs.  Sago,  and feveral  Gentlemen 
and  Ladies  round  a  Table  at  Baffet. 

Enter  Sir  J ames. 

L.  Revel.  Oh  !  Sir  James ,  are  you  come?  We  want 
you  to  tally  for  us. 

Sir  Jam.  What  Luck,  Ladies  ? 

L.  Revel.  I  have  only  won  a  Sept  leva. 

Mrs.  Sago.  And  I  have  loft  a  Trante  leva , - my 

ill  Fortune  has  not  forfook  me  yet  I  fee. 

Sir  Jam.  I  go  a  Guinea  upon  that  Card. 

L.  Revel.  You  lofe  that  card. 

Mrs.  Sago.  I  mafe  Sir  James's  Card  double. 

Banker.  Seven  wins,  and  five  lofes :  you  have  loft 
it  Madam. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Again? - fure  never  was  Woman  fo  un¬ 

lucky — 

Banker .  Knave  wins,  and  ten  lofes  ;  you  have  won, 
Sir  James. 

L.  Revel.  Clean  Cards  here. 
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Mrs.  Sago.  Burn  this  Book,  't  has  an  unlucky  Air, 
[Tears  them.]  Bring  fome  more  Books. 

Enter  Captain. 

L.  Revel.  Oh  !  Captain, - here  fet  a  Chair  ;  come, 

Captain,  you  fhall  fit  by  me — now  if  we  can  but  ftrip 
this  Tarr.  [A/ide. 

Capt.  With  all  my  Heart,  Madam  ; - come,  what 

do  you  play  Gold  ?— that's  fomething  high  tho'  well, 
a  Guinea  upon  this  honeft  Knave  of  Clubs. 

L.  Revel.  You  lofe  it  for  a  Guinea  more. 

Capt.  Done,  Madam. 

Banker.  The  Five  wins,  and  the  Knave  lofes. 

L.  Revel.  You  have  loft  it,  Captain. 

Sir  Jam.  The  Knave  wins  for  two  Guineas  more, 
Madam. 

L.  Revel.  Done,  Sir  James. 

Banker.  Six  wins, — Knave  lofes. 

Sir  Jam.  Oh  !  the  Devil,  I  fac'd,  I  had  rather  have 
loft  all. 

Banker.  Nine  wins,  Queen  lofes, — you  have  won. 

Mrs.  Sago.  I'll  make  a  Paroli, — I  mafe  as  much  more; 
your  Card  lofes,  Sir  James ,  for  two  Guineas,  yours, 
Captain,  lofes  for  a  Guinea  more. 

Banker.  Four  wins.  Nine  lofes; - you  have  loft, 

Madam. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Oh  ?  I  could  tear  my  Flefh— as  I  tear  thefe 
Cards  ; — Confufion  ! — I  can  never  win  above  a  wretched 
Paroli ;  for  if  I  pufh  to  Sept  Leva,  'tis  gone. 

[  W alks  abo7it  dij orderly . 

Banker.  Ace  wins,  Knave  lofes. 

Capt.  Sink  the  Knave,  I'll  fet  no  more  on't. 

L.  Revel.  Fac't  again; — what's  the  Meaning  of  this 
ill  Luck  to  Night ;  Bring  me  a  Book  of  Hearts,  I'll  try 
if  they  are  more  fuccefsful,  that  on  the  Queen  ;  yours 
and  your  Card  lofes. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Bring  me  a  frefh  Book  ;  bring  me  another 
Book  ;  bring  me  all  Diamonds. 

[Looks  upon  them  One  by  One ,  then  throws  them  over 
her  Shoulders. 

L.  Revel.  That  can  never  be  lucky  ;  the  Name  of 
jewels  don't  become  a  Citizen’s  Wife.  [Afide 
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Banker.  King  wins,  the  Tray  lofes. 

Sir  Jam.  You  have  great  Luck  to  Night,  Mr.  Sharper. 

Sharper.  So  I  have,  Sir  James , — I  have  won  Soneca 
every  Time. 

L.  Revel.  But  if  he  has  got  the  knack  of  winning  thus, 
he  fhall  fharp  no  more  here,  I  promife  him.  [ Afide . 

Mrs.  Sago.  I  mafe  that. 

L.  Revel.  Sir  James ,  pray  will  you  Tally. 

Sir  Jam.  With  all  my  Heart,  Madam. 

\Takes  the  Cards  and Jhuffles  them. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Pray  give  me  the  Cards,  Sir. 

[  Takes  ’em  and  Jhuffles  ’em,  and  gives  ’em  to  turn  again. 

Capt.  I  fet  that. 

L.  Revel.  I  fet  Five  Guineas  upon  this  Card,  Sir 

James. 

Sir  Jam.  Done  Madam, - Fitfe  wins, — Six  lofes. 

Mrs.  Sago.  I  fet  that. 

Sir  Jam.  Five  don’t  go,  and  Seven  lofes. 

Capt.  I  mafe  double. 

L.  Revel.  I  mafe  that. 

Sir  Jam.  Three  wins,  Six  lofes. 

Mrs.  Sago.  I  mafe,  I  mafe  double,  and  that — Oh  ye 
malicious  Stars  ! - again. 

Sir  Jam.  Eight  wins,  Seven  lofes. 

Capt.  So,  this  Trante  &  leva  makes  fome  amends  ; — 
Adfbud,  I  hate  cheating — What’s  that  falfe  Cock  made 
for  now  ?  Ha,  Madam  ? 

L.  Revel.  Nay,  Mrs.  Sago,  if  you  begin  to  play  foul. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Rude  Brute,  to  take  Notice  of  the  Slight 
of  Hand  in  our  Sex  ; — I  protefl  he  wrongs  me,  Madam, 

_ there’s  the  Dernier  Stake,  and  I’ll  fet  it  all, - now 

Fortune  favour  me,  or  this  Moment  is  my  lafl. 

L.  Revel.  There’s  the  lafl  of  fifty  Pounds,— what’s  the 
meaning  of  this  ? 

Sir  Jam.  Now  for  my  Plot ;  her  Stock  is  low  I  per¬ 
ceive.  \Slips  a  Purfe  of  Gold  into  the  Furbelows  of  Lady 
Revellerb-  Apron. 

L.  Revel.  I  never  had  fuch  ill  Luck,- — I  muft  fetch 
more  Money  :  Ha,  from  whence  came  this  ?  This  is  the 
genteeleft  Piece  of  Gallantry ;  the  Adlion  is  Sir  Harry’ s, 
1  fee  by  his  Eyes. 

[ Dif covers  a  Purfe  in  the  Furbelows  of  her  Apron. 
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Sir  Jam.  Nine  wins,  Six  lofes. 

!Mrs.  Sago.  I  am  ruin'd  and  undone  for  ever  ;  Oh,  oh, 
oh,  to  lofe  every  Card,  Oh,  oh,  oh.  [Burfs  out  a  crying. 
Cajt.  So,  there’s  one  Veffel  fprung  a-Leak,  and  I  am 

almoft  afhore ; - if  I  go  on  at  this  Rate,  I  fhall  make 

but  a  lame  Voyage  on’t  I  doubt. 

I  Sir  Jam.  Duce  wins,  King  lofes. 

Capt.  I  mafe  again, — I  mafe  double,  I  mafe  again  ; — 
now  the  Devil  blow  my  Head  off  if  ever  I  faw  Cards 
run  fo  ;  damn ’em.  [Tears the  Cards ,  and ft amps  on  ’em. 

Sir  Jam.  Fie,  Captain,  this  Concern  among  the  Ladies 
is  indecent. 

Capt.  Damn  the  Ladies,— mayn’t  I  fwear, - or  tear 

my  Cards,  if  I  pleafe  ;  I’m  fure  I  have  paid  for  them: 
Pray  count  the  Cards,  I  believe  there’s  a  falfe  Tally. 

Sir  Jam.  No,  they  are  right,  Sir.  [Sir  James  counts  'em. 
Mrs.  Sago.  Not  to  turn  one  Card  !  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

[Stamps  up  and  down. 
L.  Revel.  Madam,  if  you  play  no  longer,  pray  don’t 
difturb  thofe  that  do. — Come,  Courage,  Captain,  Sir 
James’ s  Gold  was  very  lucky. — Who  cou’d  endure  thefe 
Men,  did  they  not  lofe  their  Money  ?  [Afide. 

Capt.  Bring  another  Book  here  that  upon  Ten,— 
and  I  mafe  that. — [Puts  down  a  Card ,  and  turns  another. 
Sir  Jam.  King  fac’t,  Eight  wins,  Ten  lofes. 

Capt.  Fire  and  Gunpowder.  [Exit. 

L.  Revel.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what  is  the  Captain  vanifh’d  in 
his  own  Smoke  ?— Come,  I  bett  it  with  you,  Mr.  Shar¬ 
per  ;  your  Card  lofes. 

Re-enter  Cap  t a  in ,  p  idling  in  a  Stranger ,  which  he  had 
fetch’d  out  of  the  Street. 

Capt.  Sir,  do  you  think  it  poffible  to  lofe  a  Ti'ante 
leva,  a  Quinze-leva , — and  a  Sept  leva, — and  never  turn 
once. 

Stranger.  No  fure,  ’tis  impoffible. 

Capt.  Ounds  you  lye,  I  did  Sir. 

[Laying  his  Hand  on  his  Sword. 
All  the  Women.  Ah,  ha,  ah,  ha.  [Shriek  and  run  of'. 
Capt.  What  the  Devil  had  I  to  do  among  thefe  Land- 
Rats  ?— Zounds,  to  lofe  forty  Pounds  for  nothing-,  not  fo 
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much  as  a  Wench  for  it  ;  Ladies,  quotha, — a  Man  had 
as  good  be  acquainted  with  Pick-pockets.  [Exit. 

Sir  Jam.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Captain  has  frightened  the 

Women  out  of  their  Wits, - now  to  keep  my  Promife 

with  my  Lord,  tho’  the  Thing  has  but  an  ill  Face,  no 
Matter. 

They  join  together  to  enjlave  us  Men , 

And  why  riot  we  to  conquer  them  again. 


a  c  t  v. 

Enter  Sir  James  on  one  Side ,  and  Lady  Reveller  on 

the  other. 


L.  Revel.  CIR  James ,  what  have  you  done  with  the 
vj)  rude  Porpoife  ? 

Sir  Jam.  He  is  gone  to  your  Uncle’s  Apartment,  Ma¬ 
dam,  I  fuppofe. - 1  was  in  Pain  till  I  knew  how 

your  Ladyfhip  did  after  your  Fright. 

L.  Revel.  Really,  Sir  James ,  the  Fellow  has  put  me 
into  the  Spleen  by  his  ill  Manners.  Oh,  my  Stars  !  that 
there  fhould  be  fuch  an  unpolifh’d  Piece  of  Humanity, 
to  be  in  that  Diforder  for  lofmg  his  Money  to  us  Women 
— I  was  apprehenfive  he  would  have  beat  me,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Jam.  Ha,  ha,  your  Ladyfhip  muft  impute  his  ill 
Breeding  to  the  Want  of  Converfation  with  your  Sex  ; 
but  he  is  a  Man  of  Honour  with  his  own,  I  affure  you. 

L.  Revel.  I  hate  out  of  fafhion’d  Honour. - But 

where’s  the  Company,  Sir  James?  Shan’t  we  play  again? 

Sir  Jam.  All  difpers’d,  Madam. 

L.  Revel.  Come,  you  and  I  will  go  to  Picquet  then. 

Sir  Jam.  Oh,  I’m  tir’d  with  Cards,  Madam,  can’t  you 
think  of  fome  other  Diverfion  to  pafs  a  chearful  Hour? 
—  I  cou’d  tell  you  one,  if  you’d  give  me  leave. 

L.  Revel.  Of  your  own  Invention  ?  Then  it  muff  be  a 
pleafant  One 

Sir  Jam.  Oh,  the  pleafantefl  one  in  the  World. 

L.  Revel.  What  is  it,  I  pray? 

Sir  Jam.  Love,  Love,  my  dear  Charmer. 

[Approaches  her. 
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L.  Revel.  Oh,  Cupid !  How  came  that  in  your  Head  ? 

Sir  Jam.  Nay,  ’tis  in  my  Heart,  and  except  you  pity 
me,  the  Wound  is  mortal. 

L.  Revel.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  is  Sir  James  got  into  Lord 

WorthJ s  Clafs  ? - You  that  could  tell  me  I  fhould  not 

have  fo  large  a  Theme  for  my  Diverfion,  were  you  in  his 
Place,  ha,  ha,  ha  :  What,  and  is  the  gay,  the  airy,  the 
witty,  inconflant  Sir  Ja?nes  overtaken  ?  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Jam.  Very  true,  Madam, - you  fee  there  is  no 

jelling  with  Fire. - Will  you  be  kind  ? 

[Gets  between  her  and  the  Door. 

L.  Revel.  Kind  ?  What  a  difmal  Sound  was  there  ? — 
I’m  afraid  your  Fever’s  high,  Sir  James ,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Jam.  If  you  think  fo,  Madam,  ’tis  time  to  apply 
cooling  Medicines.  [Locks  the  Door. 

L.  Revel.  Ha,  what  Infolence  is  this  ?  The  Door 
lock’d  !  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  James  f 

Sir  Jam.  Oh,  ’tis  fomething  indecent  to  name  it,  Ma¬ 
dam,  but  I  intend  to  fhew  you.  [Lays  hold  on  her. 

L.  Revel.  Unhand  me,  Villain,  or  I’ll  cry  out - 

Sir  Jam.  Do,  and  make  yourfelf  the  Jell  of  Servants, 
expofe  your  Reputation  to  their  vile  Tongues, — which, 
if  you  pleafe,  lhall  remain  fafe  within  my  Bread  ;  but  if 
with  your  own  Noife  you  blaft  it,  here  I  bid  Defiance  to 
all  Honour  and  Secrefy, —  and  the  firlt  Man  that  enters, 
dies.  [Struggles  with  her. 

L.  Revel.  What  lhall  I  do?  Inftrudl  me  Heaven. — 
Monfler  !  is  this  your  Friendlhip  to  my  Lord  ?  And  can 
you  wrong  the  Woman  he  adores  ? 

Sir  Jam.  Ay,  but  the  Woman  does  not  care  a  Soufe 
for  him  ;  and  therefore  he  has  no  Right  above  me  ;  I 
love  you  as  much,  and  will  polTefs. 

L.  Revel.  Oh  !  Hold - Kill  me  rather  than  deftroy 

my  Honour; — what  Devil  has  debauch’d  your  Temper? 
Or,  how  has  my  Carriage  drawn  this  Curfe  upon  me  ? 
What  have  I  done  to  give  you  Caufe  to  think  you  ever 
fhould  fucceed  this  hated  Way  ?  [  Weeps. 

Sir  Jam.  Why  this  Ouellion,  Madam  ?  Can  a  Lady 
that  loves  Play  fo  paffionately  as  you  do, — that  takes  as 
much  Pains  to  draw  Men  in  to  lofe  their  Money,  as  a 

Town  Mifs  to  their  Dedrudtion, - that  careffes  all 
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Sorts  of  People  for  your  Intereft,  that  divides  your  Time 
between  your  Toilet  and  Buffet- Table  ;  can  you,- 1  fay, 
boaft  of  innate  Virtue? — Fye,  fye,  I  am  fure  you  muft 

have  guefs’d  for  what  I  play’d  fo  deep  ; - we  never 

part  with  our  Money  without  Defign, — or  writing  Fool 

upon  our  Foreheads  ; - therefore  no  more  of  this  Re- 

fiftance,  except  you  would  have  more  Money. 

L.  Revel .  Oh  !  horrid. 

Sir  Jam .  There  was  fifty  Guineas  in  that  Purfe,  Ma¬ 
dam, - here’s  fifty  more  ;  Money  fhall  be  no  Difpute. 

[ Offers  her  Money . 

L.  Revel .  [Strikes  it  Sown.]  Perifh  your  Money  with 

yourfelf - you  Villain - there,  there  ;  take  your 

boafted  Favours,  which  I  refolv’d  before  to  have  paid  in 
Specie ;  bafefl  of  Men,  I’ll  have  your  Life  for  this  Af¬ 
front - what  ho,  within  there. 

Sir  Jam.  Hufh  ! - ’Faith,  you’ll  raife  the  Houfe. 

[Lays  hold  on  her.]  And  ’tis  in  vain — you’re  mine  ;  nor 
will  I  quit  this  Room  ’till  I’m  poffefs’d.  [Struggles. 

L.  Revel.  Raife  the  Houfe  !  I’ll  raife  the  World  in 

my  Defence  ;  help,  Murther  !  Murther - a  Rape, 

a  Rape - 

Enter  Lord  Worthy  from  another  Roo?n  with  his  Sword 

drawn. 

Lord.  Ha  !  Villain,  unhand  the  Lady - or  this  Mo¬ 

ment  is  thy  laft. 

Sir  Jam.  Villain,  back  my  Lord - follow  me. 

[Exit. 

L.  Revel.  By  the  bright  Sun  that  fhines,  you  fhall  not 
go — no,  you’ve  fav’d  my  Virtue,  and  I  will  preferve  your 
Life — let  the  vile  Wretch  be  punifh’d  by  viler  Hands — 
yours  fhall  not  be  prophan’d  with  Blood  fo  bafe,  if  I 
have  any  Power - 

Lord.  Shall  the  Tray  tor  live? — Tho’  your  barbarous 
Ufage  does  not  merit  this  from  me,  yet  in  Confideration 
that  I  lov’d  you  once — I  will  chaflife  his  Infolence. 

L.  Revel.  Once - Oh  !  fay  not  once  ;  do  you  not 

love  me  flill  ?  Oh  !  how  pure  your  Soul  appears  to  me 
above  that  detefled  Wretch.  [Weeps. 

Sir  Jam.  [Peeping.]  It  takes  as  I  could  wifh — 
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Lord.  Yet  how  have  I  been  flighted;  every  Fop  pre¬ 
ferred  to  me — Now  you  difcover  what  Inconveniency 

your  Gaming  has  brought  you  into - this  from  me 

would  have  been  unpardonable  Advice — now  you  have 
proved  it  at  your  own  Expence. 

L.  Revel.  I  have,  and  hate  myfelf  for  all  my  Folly — 
Oh  !  forgive  me  —  and  if  flill  you  think  me  worthy  of 

your  Heart - 1  here  return  you  mine - and  will 

this  Hour  fign  it  with  my  Hand. 

Sir  Jam.  How  I  applaud  myfelf  for  this  Contrivance. 
Lord.  Oh  the  transporting  Joy,  it  is  the  only  Happi- 
nefs  I  covet  here. 

Hajle  then  my  Charmer ,  hajle  the  longed-for  Blifs, 

The  happiefl  Minute  of  my  Life  is  this.  [Exit. 

I  Sir  Ja?n.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ;  how  am  I  cenfur’d  now  for 
doing  this  Lady  a  Piece  of  Service,  in  forcing  that  upon 
her,  which  only  her  Vanity  and  Pride  reftrain’d. 

So  blufhing  Maids  ref  life  the  courted  Joy , 

Tho ’  wifhing  Eyes ,  and pr effing  Hands  comply  ; 

Till  by  fome  Stratagem  the  Lover  gams, 

What  fhe  denfd  to  all  his  amorous  Pains. 

As  Sir  James  is  going  off,  enter  Lady  Lucy  meeting  him. 

Sir  Jam.  Ha,  Lady  Lucy  / - Having  fucceeded  for 

my  Friend,  who  knows  but  this  may  be  my  lucky  Minute 

too? - Madam,  you  come  opportunely  to  hear. 

[Takes  her  by  the  Hand. 
L.  Lucy.  Stand  off,  bafeft  of  Men,  I  have  heard  too 
much  ;  coud’ft  thou  chufe  no  Houfe  but  this,  to  acft  thy 
Villanies  in?  And  coud’ft  thou  offer  Vows  to  me,  when 
thy  Heart,  poifon’d  with  vicious  Thoughts,  harbour’d 
this  Defign  againft  my  Family? 

Sir  Jam .  Very  fine,  ’Faith,  this  is  like  to  be  my  lucky 
Minute  with  a  Witnefs  ;  but  Madam — 

L.  Lucy.  Offer  no  Excufe,  ’tis  height  of  Impudence 
to  look  me  in  the  Face. 

Sir  Jam.  ’Egad  fire  loves  me - Oh  !  happy  Rogue 

- this  Concern  can  proceed  from  nothing  elfe.  \Afide. 

L.  Lucy .  My  Heart  till  now  unus’d  to  Paffion  fwells 

with  this  Affront ;  wou’d  reproach  thee - wou’d 

reproach  myfelf,  for  having  harbour’d  one  favourable 
Thought  of  thee. 
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Sir  Jam.  Why  did  you,  Madam  ? — ’Egad  I  owe  more 
to  her  Anger  than  ever  I  did  to  her  Morals. 

L.  Lucy.  Ha  !  What  have  I  faid? 

Sir  Jam.  The  only  kind  Word  you  ever  utter’d. 

L.  L^^cy.  Yes,  Impoftor ;  know  to  thy  Confufion,  that 
I  did  love  thee,  and  fancy’d  I  difcover’d  fome  Seeds  of 
Virtue  amongft  that  Heap  of  Wickednefs  ;  but  this  laft 
Adtion  has  betray’d  the  fond  Miflake,  and  fhew’d  thou 
art  all  o’er  Fiend. 

Sir  Jam.  Give  me  leave,  Madam - 

L.  Lucy.  Think  not  this  Confeffion  meant  to  advance 
thy  impious  Love,  but  hear  my  final  Refolution. 

Sir  Jam.  ’Egad  I  muff  hear  it - 1  find  ;  for  there’s 

no  hopping  her. 

L.  Lucy.  From  this  Moment  I’ll  never - 

Sir  Jam.  [ Clapping  his  Hand  before  her  Mouth. ]  Nay, 
nay,  nay,  after  Sentence  no  Criminal  is  allow’d  to  Plead  ; 
therefore  I  will  be  heard— not  Guilty,  not  Guilty,  Ma¬ 
dam,  by — if  I  don’t  prove  that  this  is  all  a  Stratagem, 
contriv’d,  ftudy’d,  defign’d,  profecuted,  and  put  in  Exe¬ 
cution,  to  reclaim  your  Coufin,  and  give  my  Lord  Pof- 
feffion — may  you  finifh  your  Curfe,  and  I  be  doom’d  to 
everlafling  Abfence — ’Egad  I’m  out  of  Breath - - 

L.  Lucy.  Oh  !  Coud’ft  thou  prove  this  ? 

Sir  Jam.  I  can,  if  by  the  Proof  you’ll  make  me  happy  ; 
my  Lord  fhall  convince  you. 

L.  Lucy.  To  him  I  will  refer  it,  on  this  Truth  your 
Hopes  depend. 

In  vain  we  Jlrive  our  Pajfions  to  conceal , 

Our  very  Pajfions  do  our  Loves  reveal ; 

When  once  the  Heart  yields  to  the  Tyrant3 s  Swav, 

The  Eyes  our  Tongue  will  foon  the  Flame  betray.  [ Exit. 

Sir  Jam.  I  was  never  out  at  a  critical  Minute  in  my 
Life. 

Enter  Mr.  Sago  and  two  Bailiffs  meeting  Alpiew. 

Sago.  Hark  ye,  Miftrefs,  is  my  Wife  here? 

Alp.  Truly,  I  fhan’t  give  myfelf  the  Trouble  of  feek- 
ing  her  for  him,  now  fhe  has  loft  all  her  Money — your 
Wife  is  a  very  indifcreet  Perfon,  Sir. 

Sago.  I’m  afraid  I  fhall  find  it  fo  to  my  Colt. 


Bailiffs. 
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Bailiffs.  Come,  cofne,  Sir,  we  can’t  wait  all  Day — 

the  Actions  are  a  thoufand  Pounds - You  fhall  have 

Time  to  fend  for  Bail,  and  what  Friends  you  pleafe. 

Sago.  A  thoufand  Pounds  !  [Enter  Mrs.  Sago.]  Oh 
Lambkin  !  have  you  fpent  me  a  thoufand  Pounds  ? 

Mrs.  Sago.  Who,  I  Pudd  ?  Oh  !  undone  for  ever - 

Sago.  Pudd  me  no  Pudd — Do  you  owe  Mr.  Taby,  the 
Mercer  two  hundred  Pounds,  ha? 

Mrs.  Sago.  I,  I,  I  don’t  know  the  Sum,  dear  Pudd — 
but,  but,  but,  I  do  owe  him  fomething ;  but  I  believe  he 
made  me  pay  too  dear. 

Sago.  Oh!  thou  Wolfkin,  inftead  of  Lambkin - 

for  thou  haft  devour’d  my  Subdance  ;  and  do’ft  thou  owe 
Mr.  Dollar  the  Goldfmith,  three  hundred  Pounds  ?  Do’ft 
thou?  Ha,  fpeak  Tygrefs. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Sure  it  can’t  be  quite  three  hundred 
P  ounds.  [ Sobbing, . 

Sago.  Thou  Illand  Crocodile  thou - and  do’ft  thou 

owe  Ratsbane  the  Vintner  an  hundred  Pounds  !  And  were 
thofe  Hampers  of  Wine  which  I  receiv’d  fo  joyfully,  fent 
by  thyfelf  to  thyfelf,  ha  ? 

Mrs.  Sago.  Yes,  indeed,  Puddy - 1,  I,  I  beg  your 

Pardon.  [Sobbing. 

Sago.  And  why  did’ft  not  thou  tell  me  of  them,  thou 
Rattle-Snake  ? - for  they  fay  they  have  fent  a  hun¬ 

dred  Times  for  their  Money — elfe  I  had  not  been  arrefted 
in  my  Shop. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Be,  be,  be  becaufe  I,  I,  I  was  afraid,  dear 
Puddy.  [  Crying. 

Sago.  But  wer’t  thou  not  afraid  to  ruin  me  tho’,  dear 
Pudd?  Ah!  I  need  afk  thee  no  more  Queftions,  thou 
Serpent  in  Petticoats  ;  did  I  doat  upon  thee  for  this  ? 
Here’s  a  Bill  from  Callico  the  Linen-Draper  ;  another 

from  Setwell  the  Jeweller - from  Coupler  a  Mantua- 

maker,  and  Pimpwell  the  Milliner ;  a  Tribe  of  Locufts 
enough  to  undo  a  Lord-Mayor. 

Mrs.  Sago.  I  hope  not,  truly,  Dear,  Deary  Pm  fure 
that’s  all. 

Sago.  All,  with  a  Pox - No  Mrs.  Jezebel ,  that’s 

not  all  ;  there’s  two  hundred  Pounds  due  to  myfelf  for 
Tea,  Coffee,  and  Chocolate,  which  my  Journeyman  has 

confefs’d, 
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confefs’d  fmce  your  Roguery  came  out — that  you  have 
embezzled,  Huffy,  you  have  ;  fo  this  comes  of  your 

keeping  Quality  Company - e’en  let  them  keep  you 

now,  for  I  have  done  with  you,  you  fhall  come  no  more 
within  my  Doors,  I  promife  you. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Oh  !  Kill  me  rather ;  I  never  did  it  with 
Defign  to  part  with  you,  indeed,  Puddy.  \Sobbing. 

Sago.  No,  no,  I  believe  not,  whilft  I  was  worth  a 
Groat.  Oh ! 

Enter  Sir  J  ames. 

Sir  yam.  How  !  Mrs.  Sago  in  Tears,  and  my  honeft 
Friend  in  Ruffians  Hands  ;  the  Meaning  of  this  ? 

Sago.  Oh  !  Sir  James - my  hypocritical  Wife  is  as 

much  a  Wife  as  any  Wife  in  the  City - I’m  arrefled 

here  in  an  ACtion  of  a  thoufand  Pounds,  that  fhe  has 
taken  up  Goods  for,  and  gam’d  away  ;  get  out  of  my 
Sight,  get  out  of  my  Sight,  I  fay. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Indeed,  and  indeed,  [Sobbingi]  dear  Puddy, 
but  I  cannot — no,  here  I  will  hang  for  ever  on  this  Neck. 

[. Flies  about  his  Neck. 

Sago.  Help,  Murder,  Murder;  why,  why,  what  will 
you  collar  me  ? 

Sir  Jam.  Right,  Woman  ;  I  muft  try  to  make  up  this 

Breach - Oh  !  Mr.  Sago ,  you  are  unkind - ’tis  pure 

Love  that  thus  tranfports  your  Wife,  and  not  fuch  bafe 
Defigns  as  you  complain  of. 

Sago.  Yes ,  yes;  and  fhe  run  me  in  Debt  out  of  pure 
Love  too,  no  doubt. 

Mrs.  Sago.  So,  it  was,  Pudd. 

Sago.  What  was  it,  ha,  Miftrefs,  out  of  Love  to  me 
that  you  have  undone  me  ?  Thou,  thou,  thou,  I  don’t 
know  what  to  call  thee  bad  enough. 

Mrs.  Sago.  You  won’t  hear  your  Keecky  out,  dear 

Pudd  ;  it  was  not  out  of  Love  for  Play - but  for  Lo, 

Lo,  Love  to  you,  dear  Pudd  ;  if  you’ll  forgive  me,  I’ll 
ne’er  play  again.  [ Crying  a?id  Sobbing  all  the  while. 

Sir  Jam.  Nay,  now,  Sir,  you  mull  forgive  her. 

Sago.  What  !  F  orgive  her  that  would  fend  me  to  J  ail  ? 

Sir  Jam.  No,  no,  there’s  no  Danger  of  that,  I’ll  bail 

you,  Mr.  Sago,  and  try  to  compound  thofe  Debts - ■ 

You  know  me,  Officers! 

Officers. 
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Officers.  Very  well,  Sir  James ,  your  Worfhip’s  Word 
is  fufficient. 

Sir  Jam.  There’s  your  Fees  then,  leave  here  your 
Prifoner,  I’ll  fee  him  forth-coming. 

Officers.  With  all  our  Hearts  ;  your  Servant,  Sir.  {Exit. 

Sago.  Ah  thou  wicked  Woman,  how  have  I  doated  on 
thofe  Eyes  !  How  often  have  I  kneel’d  to  kifs  that 
Hand  !  Ha,  is  not  this  true,  Keecky? 

Mrs.  Sago.  Yes,  Deary,  I,  I,  I,  I  do  confefs  it. 

Sago.  Did  ever  I  refufe  to  grant  whatever  thou  afk’d  me  ? 

Mrs.  Sago.  No,  never  Pudd —  {Weeps Jtill. 

Sago.  Might’ft  not  thou  have  eaten  Gold,  as  the  Say- 
ing  is,  ha  ? — Oh  Keecky,  Keecky  !  {Ready  to  weep. 

Sir  Jam.  Leave  crying,  and  wheedle  him,  Madam, 
wheedle  him. 

Mrs.  Sago.  I  do  confefs  it  ;  and  can’t  you  forgive  your 
Keecky  then,  that  you  have,  been  fo  tender  of,  that  you 
fo  often  confeft  your  Heart  has  jump’d  up  to  your  Mouth 
when  you  have  heard  my  Beauty  prais’d. 

Sago.  So  it  has  I  profefs,  Sir  James , — I  begin  to  melt 

- 1  do  ;  I  am  a  good-natur’d  Fool,  that’s  the  Truth 

on’t  :  But  if  I  fhould  forgive  you,  what  would  you  do  to 
make  me  amends  !  For  that  fair  Face,  if  I  turn  you  out 
of  Doors,  will  quickly  be  a  cheaper  Drug  than  any  in 
my  Shop. 

Sir  Jam.  And  not  maintain  her  half  fo  well — pro- 
mife  largely,  Madam.  {To  Mrs.  Sago. 

Mrs.  Sago.  I’ll  love  you  for  ever,  Deary. 

Sago.  But  you’ll  jig  to  Covent-Garden  again. 

Mrs.  Sago.  No,  indeed,  I  won’t  come  within  the  Air 
on’t,  but  take  up  with  City  Acquaintance,  rail  at  the 
Court,  and  go  twice  a  Week  with  Mrs.  Oiitfide  to  P in¬ 
maker  s-hall. 

Sago.  That  would  rejoice  my  Heart.  {Ready  to  weep. 

Sir  Jam.  See,  if  the  good  Man  is  not  ready  to  weep  ; 
your  laft  Promife  has  conquer’d — Come,  come,  bufs  and 
be  Friends,  and  end  the  Matter — I’m  glad  the  Quarrel 
is  made  up,  or  I  had  had  her  upon  my  Hands.  {Affile. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Pudd,  don’t  you  hear  Sir  James ,  Pudd? 

Sago.  I  can  hold  no  longer. - Yes,  I  do  hear  him, 

— - come  then  to  the  Arms  of  thy  nown  Pudd. 

{Run  into  one  ano theirs  Ar?ns. 

Sir 
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Sir  Jam.  Now  all’s  well ;  and  for  your  Comfort,  La¬ 
dy  Reveller  is  by  this  Time  married  to  my  Lord  Worthy , 
and  there  will  be  no  more  Gaming,  I  affure  you,  in  that 
Houfe. 

Sago.  Joys  upon  Joys.  No'w  if  thefe  Debts  were  but 
accommodated,  I  fhould  be  happier  than  ever  ;  I  fhould 
indeed,  Keecky. 

Sir  Jam.  Leave  that  to  me,  Mr.  Sago,  I  have  won 
Part  of  your  Wife’s  Money  ;  and  will  that  Way  reftore 
it  you. 

Sago.  I  thank  you,  good  Sir  James,  I  believe  you  are 
the  firft  Gamefter  that  ever  refunded. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Generoufly  done, - Fortune  has  brought 

me  off  this  Time,  and  I’ll  never  trull  her  more. 

Sir  Jam.  But  fee  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom. 

Enter  Lord  Worthy  and  Lady  Reveller,  Lady  Lucy, 
Buckle  and  Alpiew. 

L.  Lucy.  This  Match  which  I  have  now  been  Witnefs 
to,  is  what  I  long  have  wifh’d ;  your  Courfe  of  Life 
mud  of  Neceffity  be  chang’d. 

L.  Revel.  Ha,  Sir  James  here  ! — Oh  if  you  love  me, 
my  Lord,  let  us  avoid  that  Brute  ;  you  mull  not  meet 
him. 

Sir  Jam.  Oh,  there’s  no  Danger,  Madam - My 

Lord,  I  wifh  you  Joy  with  all  my  Heart ;  we  only  quar- 
rel’d  to  make  you  Friends,  Madam,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

L.  Revel.  What,  am  I  trick’d  into  a  Marriage  then  ? 

Lord.  Not  againft  your  Will,  I  hope. 

L.  Revel.  No,  I  forgive  you  ;  tho’  had  I  been  aware 
of  it,  it  fhould  have  colt  you  a  little  more  Pains. 

Lord.  I  wifh  I  could  return  thy  Plot,  and  make  this 
Lady  thine,  Sir  James. 

Sir  Jam.  Then  I  fhould  be  paid  with  Interelt,  my 
Lord. 

L.  Lucy.  My  Fault  is  Confideration  you  khow,  I  mull 
think  a  little  longer  on’t. 

Sir  Jam.  And  my  whole  Study  lhall  be  to  improve 
thofe  Thoughts  to  my  own  Advantage. 

Sago.  I  wifh  your  Ladylhip  Joy,  and  hope  I  fhall  keep 
my  Keecky  to  myfelf  now. 

Lady. 
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Lady.  With  all  my  Heart,  Mr.  Sago,  fhe  has  had  ill 
Luck  of  late,  which  I  am  forry  for. 

Mrs.  Sago.  My  Lord  Worthy  will  confine  your  Ladyfhip 
from  Play  as  well  as  I,  and  my  Injunction  will  be  more 
eafy  when  I  have  your  Example. 

Buck.  Nay,  ’tis  Time  to  throw  up  the  Cards  when  the 

I  Game’s  out. 

Enter  Sir  Richard,  Captain  Hearty,  Lovely,  and 

Valeria. 

Capt.  Well,  Sir  James,  the  Danger’s  over;  we  have 
doubled  the  Cape,  and  my  Kinfman  is  failing  direttly 

!to  the  Port. 

Sir  Ja7ti.  A  boon  Voyage. 

Sir  Rich.  ’Tis  done,  and  my  Heart  is  at  Eafe. — Did 
you  ever  fee  fuch  a  perverfe  Baggage  ?  Look  in  his  Face, 
I  fay,  and  thank  your  Stars  ;  for  their  beft  Influences 
gave  you  this  Hufband. 

Lov.  Will  not  Valeria  look  upon  me  ?  She  us’d  to  be 
more  kind  when  we  have  fifh’d  for  Eels  in  Vinegar. 

Val.  My  Lovely,  is  it  thee  !  And  has  natural  Sympa¬ 
thy  forborn  to  inform  my  Senfe.thus  long?  [Flies  to  him. 

Sir  Rich.  How  !  howT  !  This  Lovely  ?  What,  does  it 
prove  the  Enfign  I  have  fo  carefully  avoided  ? 

Lov.  Yes,  Sir,  the  fame  ;  I  hope  you  may  be  brought 
to  like  a  Land-Soldier,  as  well  as  a' Seaman. 

Sir  Rich.  And,  Captain,  have  you  done  this  ? 

Capt.  Yes  ’Faith,  fhe  was  too  whimfical  for  our  Ele¬ 
ment  ;  her  hard  Words  might  have  conjur’d  up  a  Storm 

for  ought  I  know, - fo  I  have  fet  her  afhore. 

L.  Revel.  What,  my  Uncle  deceiv’d  with  his  Stock  of 
Wifdom  ?  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Buck.  Here’s  fuch  a  Coupling,  Mrs.  Alpiew,  han’t 
you  a  Month’s  Mind  ? 

Alp.  Not  to  you,  I  affure  you. 

Buck.  I  was  but  in  J eft.  Child  ;  fay  nay,  when  you’re 
afk’d. 

Sir  Jam.  The  principal  Part  of  this  Plot  was  mine, 
Sir  Richard. 

Sir  Rich.  Wou’d  ’twas  in  my  Power  to  hang  you  for’t. 

[Ajide. 

Sir 
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Sir  Jam.  And  I  have  no  Reafon  to  doubt  you  fhould 
repent  it  ;  he  is  a  Gentleman,  tho’  a  younger  Brother  ; 
he  loves  your  Daughter,  and  fhe  him,  which  has  the  bed 
Face  of  Happinefs  in  a  marry’d  State  ;  you  like  a  Man 
of  Honour,  and  he  has  as  much  as  any  one,  that  I  affure 
you,  Sir  Richard. 

Sir  Rich.  Well,  fmce  what’s  paft  is  pad  Recal,  I  had 
as  good  be  fatisfied  as  not  ;  therefore  take  her,  and  blefs 
ye  together. 

Lord.  So  now  each  Man’s  Wifh  is  crown’d,  but  mine 
with  double  Joy. 

Capt.  Well  faid,  Sir  Richard ,  let’s  have  a  Bowl  of 
Punch,  and  drink  to  the  Bridegroom’s  good  Voyage  to- 
Night - deady,  deady,  ha,  ha. 

Sago.  I’ll  take  a  Glafs  with  you,  Captain, - 1 

reckon  myfelf  a  Bridegroom  too. 

Buck.  I  doubt  Keecky  won’t  find  him  fuch.  \Afide. 

Mrs.  Sago.  Well, — poor  Keecky*  s  bound  to  good  Be¬ 
haviour, 

Or  fhe  had  quite  lod  her  Puddy’s  Favour. 

Shall  I  for  this  repine  at  Fortune  ? - No, 

I’m  glad  at  Heart  that  Fm  forgiven  fo. 

Some  Neighbours  Wives  have  but  too  lately  fhewn , 

When  Spoufe  had  left  'em,  all  their  Friends  were  flown. 

Then  all  you  Wives  that  wou'd  avoid  my  Fate, 

Remain  contented  with  your  prefe?it  State. 


Love 
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A 


COM  E  D  Y. 


THE 


PROLOGUE. 


LEST  any  here  fhou’d  blame  our  Author’s  Toil , 

For  Jlr oiling  with  her  Brat  a  Hundred  Mile , 

By  me  tofuch,  She  does  this  Reafon  give , 

Seeing  how  many  Men  by  Ventures  live. 

She  Jlraight  embark’d ,  and  hoifted  Sail  to  try , 

What  pure  good  Nature  in  thefe  Bottoms  lye. 

Befide,  fhe  hop’d,  /he  might  divert  you  too , 

By  adding  to  your  Pleafures  fomething  new. 

The  Virtue  of  thefe  Baths  had  ne’re  been  known , 

If  07"’ e  thefe  Hills ,  no  Man  had  ventur’d  down. 

Here  Doidors  Venturing ,  come  in  Hopes  of  Fees ,  \ 

And  Patients  Venture ,  on  their  Skill  for  Eafe ,  l 

For  Wealth ,  the  Merchant  Ventures  on  the  Seas.  j 

The  Lawyer  Ventures  upon  any  Caufe , 

The  Venturing  Client’s  beggar’d  by  the  Laws. 

The  Lover  Ventures ,  to  Addrefs  the  Fair ,  j 

With  broken  Speeches ,  and  dej died  Air,  r 

She  runs  a  Venture,  who  relieves  his  Care.  ) 

The  Gamefler  Ventures ,  to  improve  his  Store, 

A  nd  having  loft,  he  Ventures  on  for  more. 

The  London  Punk,  in  Garret  fhut  all  Day, 

At  Night,  with  laft  Half-crown  fhe  Ventures  to  the  Play. 
The  Amorous  Ciilly  meeting  with  the  Mifs , 

Ventures  at  Water-Gruel  for  a  Kifs. 

Since  every  Mail,  Adventures  in  his  Way, 

Hither  our  Author  Veiitur’d  with  her  Play. 

And  hopes  her  Profits  will  her  Charge  defray, 

If  that  bright  Circle  Ventures  to  adorn  her  Day. 


THE 


THE 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken  by  Mifs  Jacobella  Power. 


T  N  Spight  of  dull  infipid  Rules ,  Pm  come 
X  To  learn  what  Fate  attends  my  Virgin  Bloom. 

1* Strange  Things  Tve  heard  this  Night ,  that  makes  me  fear , 
Leafi  I  fhou’d find fuch  Entertainment  here. 

You  Men  are  grown  fo  witty  in  Deceit , 

iThat  We,  poor  Girls ,  are  often  ruin’d  by’t, 

’Pis  Pity - but  I  hope  to  crofs  this  Play , 

And  be  reveng’d  on  you  fome  other  Way, 

W ell - but  confider ,  We  are  tender  Things , 

That  Innocence ,  and fprightly  Beauty  brings. 

Soft  Accents ,  broken  Words,  and  yielding  Air, 

Are  all  the  Weapons ,  that  attend  the  Fair. 

And  can  you  long  refifi,  the  fweet  Temptation , 

,  Give  us  at  leafi  a  Bill  of  Reformation. 

That  the  fucceeding  Age  may  fay  of  you, 

You  dare  be  Civil,  t ho’  you  can’t  be  true. 

But  if  at  loft  no  Charms  have  Power  to  win  ye, 

You’re  paft  Repentance - or  the  Devil’s  in  ye. 

[Runs  off. 
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Drama^ 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


MEN. 

Belair ,  a  Gentleman  juft  come from  Travel ',  an  A  iry  Spark. 

Sir  William  Freelove,  Friend  to  Belair,  in  Love  with 
Beliza. 

Sir  Thomas  Belair,  Father  to  Belair. 

Sir  Paul  Cautious,  a  Whimfical,  Def ponding,  Old  Fellow . ' 
Ned  Freelove,  younger  Brother  to  Sir  William. 

Wou’dbe,  a  Silly ,  Projecting  Coxcomb. 

Pofitive,  Father  to  Camilla. 

Robin,  Servant  to  Belair. 

WOMEN. 

Lady  Cautious,  Wife  to  Sir  Paul,  and  Sifter  to  Sir  William. 
Beliza. 

Camilla,  Coiftn  to  Beliza,  a  great  Fortune. 

Patch,  Maid  to  Beliza. 

Flora,  Maid  to  Camilla. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  Sir  Paul  Cautious’^  Houfe.  Sir 
William  Freelove’.?  Apartment. 

Enter  Belair  and  Robin,  meeting  Sir  William. 

Belair. 

H  Sir  William ,  I  am  fo  tranfported,  I  cannot 
fpeak  in  the  common  Strain  of  Mankind. 

Sir  Will.  And  pry’thee,  Belair ,  What  oc- 
cafions  this  Tranfport  ? 

Bel.  H ad’ll  thou  been  my  profell  Enemy 
all  thy  Life,  and  done  me  as  much  Mifchief  as  the  Turk 
in  Hungary ,  or  the  French  in  Flanders  ;  if  thou’lt  but  help 
me  now,  thou  woud’ft  make  Amends  for  all--fuch  a 
Creature  !  fuch  an  Angel ! 

Sir  Will.  What  Vifions  !  Apparitions  ? 

Bel.  Cou’d  I  but  hope  to  fee  her  once  more,  I’d  change 
the  happieft  half  of  my  Life  for  that  one  Moment. 

Sir  Will.  If  you  pleafe  to  defcend  from  your  high- 
flown  Raptures,  and  walk  Hand  in  Lland  with  my  Un- 
derllanding. 

Bel.  You’l  lead  me  to  her.  [ Hajlily . 

Sir  Will.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what,  before  I  know  where  Ihe 

is 
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is - you  wou’d  be  landed  at  your  Port  before  you  have 

taken  Shipping,  or  told  the  Place  you  defign  for. 

Bel.  Pho  ;  you  know  all  my  Defigns. 

Robin.  When  a  Woman’s  concern’d.  [AJide. 

Sir  Will.  Are  extravagant - you  have  more  In¬ 

trigues  upon  your  Hands,  than  a  handfome  young  Poet 

on  the  Succefs  of  his  firft  Play - like  a  Dog  in  a  Herd, 

you  run  at  all,  and  catch  none,  becaufe  you  run  with 
fuch  ungovern’d  Heat,  you  fpring  the  Quarry  before  you 
can  draw  your  Net. 

Bel.  But  if  I  mifs  Sitting,  I  commonly  hit  ’em  Fly¬ 
ing — but  this  is  nothing  to  the  Purpofe  ;  the  Lady,  Man, 
the  Lady - 

Sir  Will.  Ay,  the  Lady  ;  what  of  her? 

Bel.  Which  I  faw  laft  Night - Oh,  fuch  a  Creature  ! 

Sir  Will.  At  what  Window  ? 

Bel.  Such  a  charming  Air. - 

Sir  WH.  What  Houfe  was  it  at? 

Bel.  As  much  Youth  as  wou’d  ferve  to  recover  half 
the  decay’d  Faces  in  the  Town. 

Sir  Will.  What  Street  ? 

Bel.  Wanton  as  a  Nun,  yet  look’d  demure  as  a  Qua¬ 
ker — 

Sir  Will.  Z’death,  where,  where,  is  this  rare  Creature 
to  be  feen  ? 

Bell.  Then  her  Features,  Sir  William!  Oh,  fuch  Fea¬ 
tures  :  /he  is  the  moft  perfedl  Piece  in  the  World - her 

Shape  clean  and  eafy - a  profufe  Quantity  of  dark 

brown  Hair— and  fuch  a  Complexion,  as  the  Gods  form 
when  they  defign  a  Miracle  of  Beauty. 

Sir  Will.  Nay,  fince  you  will  have  your  own  Way, 
I’ll  ftrike  in  with  you - a  charming  high  Forehead. 

Bel.  Ay,  and  fuch  a  Mouth - 

Sir  Will.  Sparkling  black  Eyes - 

Bel.  And  fuch  a  Caft - 

Sir  Will.  Such  Dimples  in  her  Cheeks - 

Bel.  Ay,  ay,  Rapture,  Rapture. 

Sir  Will.  Ah,  he’s  got  above  the  Clouds  already — 
when  you  have  recover’d  your  Senfes,  Belair ,  you  may¬ 
be  fit  for  Converfation  ;  I  have  a  little  Bufmefs  to  dii- 
patch - and  muft  beg  your  Pardon - 

Bel.  Thou  wilt  not  leave  me. 


Sir 
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Sir  Will.  Why,  what  Service  can  I  do  you  ? 

Bel.  You  muft  affift  me  in  the  Management  of  this 
Affair. 

Sir  Will.  What  Affair  ?  Who  is  fhe  ?  Where  did  you 
fee  her  ? 

Bel.  Why,  when  I  left  you  laft  Night,  I  took  a  Boat 
refolving  to  go  up  the  River  for  a  little  Air,  whdn  the 
luckieft  Occafion  prefented  to  make  me  the  happieft 
Man  living. 

Rob.  I  have  known  a  hundred  of  thefe  lucky  Occa- 
fions  ;  in  a  Month’s  Time  the  moft  unlucky  Occafions, 
that  ever  Man  had.  [Ayide. 

Sir  Will.  What  was  it? 

Bel.  A  Lady  defigning  to  land  at  Whitehall  -Stairs, 
ftepping  fhort  from  the  Boat,  fell  into  the  Waiter,  I 
jumpt  in  after  her,  caught  her  in  my  Arms,  and  brought 
her  fafe  alhore. 

Rob.  Who  cou’d  have  believ’d  he  fhou’d  be  burnt  in 
the  Middle  of  the  Thames  now. 

Sir  Will.  What’s  her  Name  ? 

Bel.  I  know  hot,  fhe  enquir’d  mine,  and  where  I 
liv’d ;  gave  me  a  thoufand  Thanks,  and  promis’d  I 
fhou’d  hear  from  her. 

Sir  Will.  Well,  and  what  can  I  do  for  you  ? 

Bel.  I’ll  tell  you,  I  muft  have  Lodgings  in  this  Houfe, 
for  here  I  directed  her  ;  told  her  my  Name  was  Conjtant , 
tho’,  Faith,  Belair  was  at  my  Tongue’s  End  ;  but  you 
know  my  Reafons  for  concealing  my  Name,  laaft  my 
Father  hear  I’m  in  England ,  before  I’d  have  him,  and 
force  me  to  marry  the  Woman  he  commanded  me  Home 
for,  which,  for  ought  I  know,  may  be  ugly,  did,  ill- 
natur’d,  foolifh,  conceited,  vain,  and  fo  forth — at  leaft,  I 
fhall  think  her  fuch,  becaufe  of  his  chufing — I  like  no 
Caterer  in  Love’s  Market — 

Sir  Will.  You  Ihall  have  thefe  Lodgings  to  oblige  you, 
good  Mr.  Conjlant — but  what  have  you  done  with  the 
other  Lady  you  told  me  of  Yefterday  ;  you  was  then 
dying  for  her  ? 

Bel.  Faith,  I  like  her  ftill - but  t’other,  t’other,  is  a 

perfedt  Venus - 

Rob.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is  your  Name  to  her?  I  fhall 
certainly  forget  all  thefe  Names. 

N  Bel . 
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Bel.  Colonel  Revel ,  you  Sot. 

Rob.  Juft  come  from  where,  Sir? 

Bel.  From  Portugal ,  Blockhead. 

Rob.  And - are  you  an - Officer  too  in  t’other 

Place  with  your  new  Amour ;  Co,  co,  co,  con,  pray, 
Sir,  do  me  the  Favour  to  tell  me  your  Name  to  this 
Incognita  once  more  ? 

Bel.  Conjlant ,  Coxcomb. 

Rob .  And  what  are  you,  Sir,  pray,  what  are  you  ? 

Belt.  An  Oxford/hire  Gentleman  :  remember  that, 
Sirrah,  come  up  to  Town  about  a  Law-Suit. 

Rob*  Yes,  Sir — Colonel  Revel  juft  come  from  Portugal, 
—  Mr.  Conjlant ,  an  Oxfordjhire  Gentleman,  come  up 

to  Town  about  a  Law-Suit. - Very  well,  I  have  it 

now,  Sir,  I  warrant  you. 

Sir  Will.  Well  but  do  you  think  to  manage  both  thefe 
Intrigues  with  Secrefy. 

Bel.  I  do  ;  and  in  order  to’t,  I’ll  keep  my  own  Lodg¬ 
ings,  that  are  known  to  the  other,  and  thefe  for  my  In¬ 
cognita,  and  I’ll  engage  to  play  my  Part  with  both. 

Sir  i Will.  To  what  Purpofe? 

Bel.  Why,  fince  my  old  Dad  will  have  me  marry,  I 
would  willingly  chufe  for  my  felf ;  now,  you  mult  know, 

I  defign  to  take  my  fwing  of  Love  and  Liberty - if,  in 

the  Chafe,  I  chance  to  meet  one  that  can  fix  me,  her  I’ll 
marry  ;  till  when  I’ll,  like  the  Bee,  kifs  every  Plant,  and 

gather  Sweetnefs  from  every  Flower - Youth  is  the 

Harveft.  of  our  Lives,  Sir  William. 

Sir  Will.  Well,  in  my  Confidence,  Travel  has  given 
thee  a  large  Affurance. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Here  is  Mr.  Wou’dbe  to  wait  on  you. 

Bel.  Who’s  he  ? 

Sir  Will.  The  Projecting  Coxcomb,  I  told  you  of 

Yefterday. 

Bel.  What,  he  that  mimicks  thee  in  his  Cloaths  ? 

Sir  Will.  The  fame - now,  for  hard  Words,  and 

foft  Senfe  ;  bring  him  up.  \Exit  Servant. 

Bel.  1  11  not  flay - 1  expect  a  Meffage  from  my 

t’other  Miftrefs  at  my  Lodgings  ;  I’ll  fend  a  Night-Gown, 

and 
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and  a  Suit  of  Cloaths  hither  ;  and  Robin  fhall  wait  to  call 

me,  if  my  Fair  unknown  fends - Oh  the  Pleafure 

of  Intrigue ;  it  finds  Employment  for  every  Senfe, 
fharpens  the  Wit,  and  gives  a  Life  to  all  our  Faculties. 

When pal'd  with  one ,  another  /till  J 'applies , 

Thus  different  Women  give  us  different  Joys. 

Beauty  in  one  ;  in  t'other  Wit  we  find ; 

In  this  a  Shape ,  in  that  a  fipacious  Mind ; 

But  Change ,  dear  Change ,  thou  Life  of  human  Kind. . 

{Exit. 


Enter  Wou’dbe. 

Wou’d.  Dear,  Sir  William ,  my  Stars  are  fuperabund- 
antly  propitious,  in  adminiftring  the  feraphick  Felicity 
of  finding  you  alone. 

Sir  Will.  Oh,  Mr.  Wou'dbe - fpare  me,  I  befeech 

you - 

Wou'd.  My  Soul’s  inhabited ;  or,  rather  canoniz’d, 
with  an  Alacrity  to  fee  you. 

Sir  Will.  I  know  not  how  his  Soul’s  inhabited  ;  but 
his  Head  might  pafs  for  a  Colony,  in  Greenland ,  it  is  fo 
thinly  Peopled.  [Afide. 

Enter  Ned  Free-Love. 

Ned.  Brother,  good  Morrow  ;  Mr.  Wou'dbe,  yours. 

Wou'd.  Sir,  I  am  mofl  obfequiouily  your  Servant. 

Ned.  What  Gentleman  was  that  I  faw  go  out  juft  now  ? 

Sir  Wil.  A  Friend  of  mine,  who,  for  fome  Reafons,  I 
have  promis’d  this  Apartment  to  ;  I  hope  Sir  Paul  won’t 
be  alarm’d  ;  I  think  ’tis  belt  not  to  let  him  know  it,  if 
he  does  not  find  it  out. 

Ned.  Much  the  beft,  for  he’ll  afk  fo  many  impertinent 
Queftions  about  him,  and  be  in  fuch  a  Fright,  he’ll  call 

in  half  the  Parilh  to  watch  with  him - -Who  is  the 

Gentleman  ? 

Sir  Will.  If  you  remember,  I  told  you,  when  I  was  in 
Spam ,  a  Gentleman  refcu’d  me  from  the  Hands  of  Ruffi¬ 
ans,  when  I  was  fet  upon  in  the  Night  ;  this  is  he,  and 

ever  fince  we  have  held  a  ftridt  Friendfhip - Perhaps 

he  may  have  kill’d  his  Man,  I  know  not  ;  he  defires 

Privacy - and  I  am  bound,  in  Honour,  to  give  it. 

N  2  Ned. 
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Ned.  Doubtlefs - What’s  his  Name? 

Sir  Will.  Conjtant. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  Taylor  has  brought  home  your  Cloaths. 
Sir  Will.  Bring  him  in. 

W odd.  But,  Sir  William ,  pray,  how  do  you  like  my 

Way  of  greeting - 1  never  want  Words,  you  fee - 

I  hate  thofe  dull  Rogues,  that  have  no  better  Expreffions 
at  meeting  their  Friends  than,  dear  Jack ,  how  is’t  ? 

Enter  Taylor ,  and  Sir  William  drejfes. 

Meer  Fuftian - ha!  What  do  I  fee?  Another  Suit 

- and,  upon  my  Veracity,  a  charming  one - 1  muft 

put  down  the  Trimming  exactly,  I  fhall  obliterate  half 
e^e*  [  Takes  out  a  Book  and  writes , 

Ned.  Our  Englijh  Tongue  is  much  oblig’d  to  you, 
Mr.  Woddbe. 

Sir  Will.  Is  it  not  too  fhort  Mr.  Meafure  ? 

[To  the  Taylor. 

Tayl.  Not  at  all.  Sir. 

W ou’ d.  The  Suit  my  Taylor  is  making,  is  the  very 
iame  Colour  ;  I’ll  fend,  and  have  it  trimm’d  exactly  like 

that;  .  _  [Afide. 

Sir  Will.  How  do  you  like  my  Fancy  in  this  Suit, 
Mr.  Wou’dbe ? 

Wodd.  Sir  William ,  I  reverence  the  Sublimity  of  your 

\  ancy - If  mine  be  not  done  by  Play-time,  I’ll  break 

my  Taylor’s  Head,  and  never  pay  the  Bill.  [Afide. 

Ned.  But  what  new  Difcoveries  have  you  made  lately, 
Mr.  Woud:be  ;  Never  a  Project,  ha  ! 

W odd.  Yes,  Sir,  I  am  going  to  eredt  an  Office  for 
Poetry. 

Ned.  How  !  An  Office  for  Poetry? 

W odd.  Ay,  Sir,  where  all  Poets  may  have  free  Accefs, 
paying  fuch  a  Moiety  of  their  Profits,  and  be  furnifh’d 
with  all  Sorts  of  refin’d  Words  adapted  to  their  feveral 
Charadters. 

Sir  Will.  The  Poets  will  be  very  much  oblig’d  to  you 
truly,  Sir. 

\  Wou’d.  I  think  fo - hark  ye,  I’m  upon  another 

Frojedt,  which  you’ll  not  guefs  for  a  Wager? 

Sir 
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Sir  Will.  No,  really,  Mr.  Wou’dbe ;  ’tis  not  in  my 
fhallow  Capacity,  to  fathom  the  Profundity  of  your  Wit. 

Would.  Oh,  Sir  William,  fuch  accumulated  Kindnefs 
will  bankrupt  my  poor  Acknowledgements - Pro¬ 
fundity  of  your  Wit - fpoke  like  a  Gentleman,  and  a 

Scholar - thou  art  expenfively  obliging,  therefore  I 

will  communicate - tho’  it  is  not  grown  to  a  full  Ma¬ 
turity,  yet - ’tis  this - for  the  Good  of  the  Public, 

I  am  contriving  how  to  fave  the  Charges  of  Hackney- 
Coaches  ;  the  Rafcals  are  fo  faucy,  efpecially  to 
Ladies,  there’s  no  enduring  them  ;  I  refolve  to  de- 
flroy  their  Conftitution. 

Ned.  As  how,  pry’thee  ? 

Sir  Will.  They  are  the  moft  neceffary  Things  in  the 
World  ;  a  Hackney-Coach  carries  us  from  one  End  of 
the  Town  to  the  other  in  a  Trice. 

W ou’d.  Ay,  Sir  William - but  my  Project  carries 

’em  quicker - and  without  going  out  of  their  Houfes. 

Ned.  That’s  a  Stratagem,  indeed,  beyond  my  Com- 
prehenfion. 

Sir  Will.  If  you  can  do  that,  Mr.  Wou’dbe,  you  need 
not  fear  a  Patent ;  the  Ladies  will  be  all  of  your  Side. 

Wou’dbe.  They  will  have  Reafon,  Sir,  for  they  may 
drefs,  patch,  paint,  drink  Tea,  or  play  at  Piquet,  all  the 

while  they  are  going  to  the  Play-houfe - Is  not  this 

an  excellent  Projedt  ? 

Sir  Will.  Excellent,  indeed  ;  but,  pry’thee,  how  is  it  ? 

Ned.  Ay,  ay,  how  is  it,  you  mult  deal  with  the  Devil 
certainly. 

Wou’d.  No,  without  his  Help,  I  affure  you,  ’tis  all  my 

own - this  individual  Brain  contriv’d  it - were 

I  known  at  Court,  I  fhou’d  be  a  great  Man - a  moft 

magnificent  Man. 

Sir  W ill.  Oh,  this  Projedt,.  Sir,  will  do  your  Bufinefs. 

Would.  I  know  you  are  impatient  for  the  Secret ;  you 
are  my  Friends,  or  I’d  not  impart  a  Matter  of  this  Con- 
fequence. 

Sir  Will.  I  hope  you  don’t  doubt  our  Secrefy  ? 

W ou’d.  Not  in  the  leaf! - to  convince  you,  ’tis  this, 

I’ll  make  the  Streets  to  move. 

Ned.  Ha,  ha,  the  Streets  move  !  Pry’thee,  how  wilt 
thou  do  that  ? 

N  3 
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Wou’d.  Oh,  by  Clock-work,  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  By  Clock-work?  What  make  the  folid 
Earth  move  by  Clock-work  ? 

Wou’d.  Ay,  Sir - 1  affirm  that’s  poffible - You 

miftake,  the  Earth  is  not  folid;  read  but  Baked s  Chro¬ 
nicle,  and  you’ll  find  a  whole  Field  walk’d  ten  Mile  in 
Queen  Be/s’s  Days. 

Ned.  But  not  by  Clock-work,  Mr.  Wou’dbe. 

Wou’d.  Humph - ha - 1  can’t  be  pofitive  in 

that,  but - if  it  can  walk  at  all - why  can’t  it 

be  made  walk  by  Clock-work - but  in  a  Month’s 

Time  I  fhall  be  able  to  anfwer  that,  and  all  other  Ob¬ 
jections - For,  you  muft  know,  Yeflerday  I  began  my 

Study,  in  order  to  fearch  out  the  Curiofity  of  every  Coun¬ 
try,  Language,  Art  and  Science - -you  fhall  hear 

how  I  have  canton’d  out  the  Day - 1  rife  about  five, 

my  firft  Hour  is  laid  out  upon  Law - ’tis  fit  a 

Gentleman  fhou’d  underhand  the  Laws  of  his  Country, 

tho’  I  hate  the  confounded  Study,  ’tis  fo  crabbed - 

At  Six,  I  read  a  Leffon  of  Greek - at  Seven,  one  of 

Hebrew - Eight,  is  for  Italian - Nine,  for 

Spanifh - Ten,  for  French - Eleven,  Aftro- 

nomy - Twelve,  is  proper  for  Geometry,  then  the 

Sun  Beams  are  perpendicular - 

Ned.  Excellent,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

W oil’d.  At  One,  I  dine - then  repofe  an  Hour  for 

Digeftion - at  Three,  I  ftudy  Phyfic - ,  that,  if  I’m 

poifon’d  by  the  Vintners,  I  may  not  be  kill’d  by  the 

Doctors - 'at  Four,  Logic - at  Five,  Philofophy - 

at  Six,  Hufbandry - that  when  my  Father  dies,  my 

Steward  and  Tenants  mayn’t  cheat  me. 

Sir  Will.  A  politic  Thought - 

Wou’d.  Hawking,  hunting,  fifhing,  fowling,  at  Se¬ 
ven - Architecture,  at  Eight - for  to  underhand  the 

Art  of  Building,  is  of  mighty  Confequence  towards  raffing 

a  Man’s  Fortune,  you  know, - Nine,  for  Poetry,  in 

Honour  of  the  Nine  Mufes - becaufe  I  love  the  Ladies 

Company  towards  Bed-time - Thus,  in  a  Month,  I 

hope  to  become  Maher  of  all  thefe  Things  ;  how  like 
you  my  Rules,  Gentlemen,  ha  ? 

Ned.  Oh,  wonderfully,  ha,  ha. 
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Wou’d.  Well,  Poetry  is  one  of  the  nobleft  Parts  of 
the  Mathematics  —  but  we  have  fuch  Factions  now  on 
Foot,  that  Mufic  has  put  Poetry  quite  out  of  Tune — but 
that  Suit — I  muft  to  my  Taylor  immediately.  [Ayide. 

Ned.  But,  Mr.  Woud’be,  the  Town  fay  you  are  much  in 

Belize? s  Favour - you  won’t  rival  my  Brother,  will 

you  ? 

Wou’d.  Not  I,  upon  my  Soul - but  does  the  Town 

really  fay  fo  ? 

Ned.  Why  fhou’d  I  tell  you  fo  elfe  ? 

Would.  Nay,  the  Elegance  of  my  Fabric,  has  titulated 
the  Imagination  of  many  a  fine  Lady,  I  affure  you. 

Sir  Will.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Fool  believes  you. 

W oi? d.  Where  do  you  dine,  Sir  William  ? 

Sir  Will.  With  my  Sifter  Cautious. 

Woi?d.  If  Beliza  likes  me - I’m  a  happy  Mortal ; 

I’ll  make  fome  Advance,  and  give  her  to  underhand  I’m 
not  inexorable.  [Ayide.  I’ll  rendezvous  you  at  the  Portal 
of  her  Apartment  after  Dinner  ;  your  moft  obfequious — 

[Exit. 

Ned.  He  took  particular  Notice  of  your  Cloths, 
Brother  ;  I’ll  venture  a  Guinea,  the  next  Time  he  ap¬ 
pears,  he’s  equipt  to  a  Hair,  if  either  Money  or  Credit 
be  in  his  Power  ;  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Will.  I  believe  that,  but  I’ll  give  him  enough  on’t 
if  he  is — ’tis  the  moft  whimfical  Coxcomb  I  ever  faw. — 

Ned.  Well,  but  how  goes  it  between  you  and  Beliza , 
Brother  ? 

Sir  Will.  I  begin  to  doubt  a  Rival  there,  but  who,  I 

can’t  find  out - She  is  grown  indifferent  of  late,  often 

abroad,  and  feldom  in  Humour,  when  at  Home  ;  if  there 
be  a  Favourite  in  referve,  let  her  take  Care  to  conceal 
him,  for  Faith,  I  have  fuck’d  in  the  Spaniard'1  s-  Jealoufy 
with  their  Air,  and  fhou’d  breath  a  Vein  without 
Scruple - 

Ned.  Well,  if  ever  I  be  in  Love - —of  all  Paffions 

which  agitate  the  Mind  of  Man - grant  I  may  never 

be  infedled  with  Jealoufy. 

Sir  Will.  Thou  prayeft  againfl  the  only  Thing  that 
gives  Love  a  Relifh. 

N  4 
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Love  like  to  lufcious  Meat  will  Surfeits  breed , 

And  hurt  the  Stomach  which  they're  fent  to  feed. 
Without  a  Grain  of  Jealoufy  apply' d , 

Your  Appetite,  your  Health,  and,  Life's  deftroy'd.  [Exit. 


The  SCENE  changes  to  Belair\y  Lodgings. 

Enter  Belair  meeting  Mrs.  Patch. 

Bel.  I  forefee  this  Day,  Mrs.  Patch,  will  be  a  lucky 
Day - the  Sight  of  thee - 

Patch.  Will  not  pleafe  you,  I  dare  be  pofitive,  my 
Lady  can’t  fee  you  to-day,  being  oblig’d  to  go  abroad. 

Bel.  Oh,  propitious  Difengagement - - - Now,  if 

my  Incognita  does  but  fend - [Afdei]  I’ll  wait  for  her 

return,  let  it  be  never  fo  late - 

Patch.  Not  to  Day,  fweet  Sir - your  Love  runs 

on  Wheels - Pray,  more  foftly,  Sir. 

Bel.  This  Girl’s  very  pretty,  I  never  minded  her  fo 

much  before - Harkye,  Child,  I  will  come,  if  I 

mifs  thy  Lady,  thou  fhalt  keep  me  Company. 

Patch.  You  are  merry,  Sir. 

Bel.  I  mult  be  fo,  wThen  I  am  near  any  Thing - 

belonging  to  Beliza - Methinks  I  entertain  her  whilfl 

thou  art  near  me. 

Patch.  I  can’t  tell  how  you  mean  it,  Sir - but  I 

affure  you,  as  fine  Gentlemen  as  yourfelf,  have  paid  their 
Devotions  to  me,  before  now - 

Bel.  Why  not  ?  he  muft  be  infenfible,  that  fo  much 
Beauty  cannot  warm.  [ Kiffes  her. 

Enter  Robin. 

Bob.  Why,  the  Devil’s  in  my  Matter - egad,  I  fhall 

ftarve  with  him  in  Love’s  Kitchen,  for  he  engroffes  all 
Sorts  of  Flefh,  I  find.  [Afde. 

Patch.  Not  fo  clofe,  I  befeech  you,  Sir. 

\Pufhing  him  away. 

Bel.  I  proteft  my  Heart  feels  a  thoufand  Emotions  for 
thee - 

Patch.  Pray  flop  your  Emotions,  Sir - and  don’t 

load  me  with  your  Heart,  for  I  have  fo  many -already  I 

don’t 
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don’t  know  where  to  put  ’em,  without  choaking  one 
another. 

Rob.  She  need  never  fear  that,  he’ll  not  hay  fo  long.  — 

Bel.  I  proteft  it  is  a  Pleafure  to  look  on  thee - 

Rob.  He  does  not  love  to  be  idle,  I’ll  fay  that  for  him  ; 
but  I  bring  him  Employment  and  muh  difturb  him — Sin 

Patch.  I  am  not  furpriz’d  at  that — for  I  take  Pleafure 
to  look  on  my  felf,  and  generally  do  it  a  thoufand  Times 
a  Day. 

Rob.  Sir, — Sir, — Sir. 

Bel.  Ha  !  has  fhe  fent?  [A fide  to  Robin. 

Rob.  The  Maid  hays  for  you,  Sir. 

Bel.  Oh  !  Tranfport — run — hy,  let  every  Thing  be 
ready  for  my  Change  of  Drefs,  I’ll  be  there  in  an  Inhant 
— I  with  this  Girl  were  gone. 

Rob.  So,  the  Tide’s  turn’d  already — Why,  what  a  hur¬ 
rying  Life’s  this  I  lead.  ”  [Exit. 

Patch.  Well,  what  more  fine  Things,  Sir. 

Bel.  Nay,  I  fee  you  don’t  believe  what  I  have  faid  al¬ 
ready — and  an,  an - pifh  pox - how  fhall  I  get  rid  of 

her - 

Patch.  You  are  out  of  Humour,  Sir,  I  hope,  I - 

Bel.  No,  no,  no,  no,  Child,  I,  I,  I, — what  the  Devil 
fhall  I  fay — this  is  the  moh  unlucky  Accident. 

Patch.  What  is,  Sir  ? 

Bel.  A  good  Hint — why,  my  Man  tells  me  there  is  a 
Friend  of  mine  wounded  in  a  Duel,  and  defires  me  to 
bring  a  Surgeon  immediately — fo  dear  little  Rogue,  ex- 
cufe  me,  this  Kifs  to  thy  Lady,  and  tell  her  Revel  lives 
not  in  her  Abfence - if  this  don’t  do’t,  I  fhall  go  dif¬ 
fracted,  that’s  certain -  [A fide. 

Patch.  Nay,  I  have  done  my  Meffage,  fo  your  Servant. 

[Exit. 

Bel.  So,  now  for  my  dear  unknown - Let  me  fee, 

what  am  I  ? — ho,  a  Country  Gentleman — I  mult  reftrain 
my  Humour — a  little  Gravity  will  be  neceffary  to  adorn 
that  Character — befides,  the  Invention’s  new,  and  gives 
the  Intrigue  the  greater  Gufto - 

To  gain  my  Point ,  Pll  every  Art  improve, 

A  ll  Policf  s  allow'd  in  War  and  Love. 

N  5 
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ACT  II. 

Beliza’jr  Lodgings. 

Beliza  and  Camilla. 

Beliz.  AND  you  are  really  in  Love  with  this  Stran- 
ger,  Coufin? 

Cam.  I  fear  fo,  Beliza. 

Beliz.  To  what  Purpofe? 

Cam.  To  no  Purpofe  at  all,  without  thy  Help. 

Beliz.  You  are  affur’d  of  me - but  pr’ythee,  in  what 

can  I  help  thee  ?  You  neither  know  who  he  is,  nor  what 
he  is - he  may,  for  ought  you  know,  be  a  Wretch  un¬ 

worthy  of  your  Efteem. 

Cam.  Impoffible - 1  tell  thee  he’s  a  Country  Gentle¬ 

man,  which  the  Term  brought  up  to  Town  on  Bufmefs. 

Beliz.  Then  how  are  you  fure  he  is  not  married  in  the 
Country  ? 

Cam.  Start  no  Objections,  I  befeech  you — I  am  fure 
he  is  not  married - he  did  not  look  as  if  he  was. 

Beliz.  Well,  fuppofe  he  is  what  you’d  have  him  be, 
you  know  your  Father  has  difpos’d  of  you,  and  Pm 
afraid  won’t  be  prevail’d  upon  to  alter  his  Mind. 

Cam.  Ay,  there’s  the  only  bar  to  all  my  Wifhes  pwhy 
fhou’d  our  Parents  impofe  upon  our  Inclinations,  in  that 
one  Choice  which  makes  us  ever  happy,  or  ever  mife- 
rable  ? 

Beliz.  ’Tis  an  unjuft  Prerogative  Parents  have  got, 
from  whence  I  fee  no  Deliverance  without  an  Act  of 
Parliament. 

Cam.  If  thou  art  my  Friend,  Beliza ,  I  may  chance  to 
crofs  my  Father’s  Defign,  without  the  Help  of  the  Senate. 

Beliz.  I  confefs  I  am  a  Well-wifher  to  Difobedience 

in  Love  Affairs - there’s  my  Hand,  inflrucft  me  how 

I  may  be  ferviceable. 

Cam.  Thus  :  I  have  fent  Flora  to  give  him  an  Invita¬ 
tion  hither. - 

Beliz.  Hither  ! - to  my  Lodgings  ;  ’tis  well  I  fent 

Colonel  Revel  Word  I  fhou’d  not  be  at  home.  [ Afide . 

Cam. 
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Cam.  Yes,  I  hope  you’ll  forgive  the  Liberty  I  have 
taken,  I  was  not  willing  he  fhou’d  know  mine,  till  I 
had  your  Approbation  of  him. 

Beliz.  But  how  if  my  Lover,  Sir  William ,  fhou’d  hap¬ 
pen  to  come,  who  is  grown  a  perfect  Spaniard  fince  his 
Travels,  and  has  of  late  been  apprehenfive  of  a  Rival, 

tho’  from  what  Caufe  I  know  not - the  Country 

Gentleman  wou’d  be  in  Danger,  I  affure  you. 

Cam.  To  prevent  his  being  feen,  I  have  order’d  him 

to  be  brought  in  the  Back-way - he  is  yet  a  Stranger 

to  every  Thing  that  concerns  me - he  neither  knows 

my  Name  nor  Family - nor  fhall  he,  if  you  approve 

him  not;  therefore,  after  I  have  thank’d  him  for  the 
Service  he  did  me,  I’ll  give  him  to  underhand  I  have 

a  Relation  whofe  Judgment  I  rely  on - and  from  her 

Mouth  he  muft  receive  his  Hopes,  then  I’ll  call  you  in 
and  retire. 

Beliz.  You  have  a  very  good  Opinion  of  me,  Coufm, 

Cain.  I  have  fo. 

Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  He  waits  your  Pleafure,  Madam. 

Cam.  Bring  him  in - Coufm,  you’ll  be  at  Hand. 

Beliz .  In  the  next  Room.  [Exit  Beliza. 

Enter  Belair,  gravely  drejl. 

Bel.  This  is  an  Honour  fo  much  above  my  Merit, 

Madam - - — that  I  receive  it  with  Confufion,  and  fhall 

be  uneafy  till  you  inform  me  how  I  may  return  this  won- 

derous  Favour - 1  am  caught  by  Venus  :  What  Eyes 

are  there. 

Cam.  Rather  inflrud  me,  Sir,  how  I  may  return  the 
Obligations  I  have  to  you  ;  they  are  no  common  Ones — 
you  purchas’d  my  Life  at  the  Hazard  of  your  own,  and 
it  fhall  be  the  Bufmefs  of  that  Life  you  sav’d  (if  ever 

ought  falls  within  my  Power)  to  ferve  you. - Oh,  my 

Heart.  | ~  AJide . 

Bel.  On  that  kind  Promife  will  I  build  my  Hopes  ; 

nay,  I  will  rely  upon  it - and  now,  Madam,  I  muft 

declare  that  it  is  in  your  Power  to  over-pay  the  Hazard 
you  have  mention’d ;  the  only  Woman  I  could  be  con¬ 
tent  to  take,  for  Better  for  Worfe,  I  ever  faw  ;  egad, 
I’m  upon  the  very  Precipice  of  Matrimony,  if  fhe  con- 

fents-  [Afide. 

N  6  Cam. 
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Cam .  Gratitude  obliges  generous  Souls - then  be 

affur’d,  and  afk - pray  Heaven  his  Defigns  be  honour¬ 
able - that  he  afks  the  Right.  [AJide. 

Bel.  ’Tis  done,  faith,  [ A fide .]  your  Heart — I  fear 

you’ll  think  I  am  too  bold  in  my  Defires - but  you 

commanded  me  to  fpeak - and  I  durfl  not  tell  you 

a  Lye — yourfelf  wou’d  have  difcover’d  it,  for  your  beau¬ 
teous  Image  is  drawn  fo  lively  in  my  Bread,  that  you 
are  Midrefs  of  every  Thought,  and  every  Wifh  about  it. 

Cam.  My  Soul  tells  him,  thro’  my  Eyes,  (I  fear)  that 
his  Requell  is  granted,  [AJide.]  I  confefs  you  have  fur- 
priz’d  me,  Sir,  and  I  know  not  well  what  to  anfvver  you  ; 

only  this - were  I  free  to  difpofe  of  my  Perfon,  with 

my  Heart,  your  Services  fhou’d  not  go  unrewarded. 

Bel.  Ha  !  what  fay  you,  Madam  !  your  Words  fhake 
me  like  an  Ague  Fit — you  are  not — (forbid  it  Heaven) 
married  ? 

Cam.  Not  married. 

Bel.  N  or  vow’d  againft  it  ? 

Cam.  Neither — but  I’ve  a  Father  to  whom  my  Duty 
mud  fubmit,  without  his  Leave  I  meafure  not  a  Foot  of 
his  Edate,  tho’  I’m  his  only  Child. 

Bel.  Let  him  keep  it  then, — if  Love  had  any  Power 

o’er  your  Soul - or  had  I  Charms  to  wound  like  you, 

this  wou’d  be  no  Obdacle. 

Cam.  You  have  too  many,  and  I  dnd  my  Heart  but 
too  inclining — were  it  podible,  but  my  Duty - 

Bel.  Oh,  Extafy  !  I  fhan’t  contain  myfelf  [AJide.'] 

it  is,  it  lhall  be  podible - give  me  to  underdand  your 

Father,  Madam,  that  I  may  apply  myfelf  to  him  ;  if 
Avarice  affedts  him,  and  Wealth  be  his  only  Aim,  I  am 
Heir  to  an  Edate,  perhaps,  as  large  as  he  can  wifh. 

Cam.  But  how  are  you  fure  your  Father  will  confent  ; 
and  why  wou’d  you  hazard  his  Difpleafure  for  a  Stran¬ 
ger,  Sir  ? 

Bel.  The  Edate’s  intail’d,  he  cannot  hurt  me  there, 

and  here  I  mud  be  happy,  or  not  at  all - may  I  not 

know  your  Family  ? 

Cam.  Yet  you  mud  not. 

Bel.  Why  fhou’d  you  deny  me - Is  it  not  in  my 

Power  to  know - Can  I  not  enquire  when  I  go  out, 

whofe  Houfe  this  is  ? 
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Cam.  Without  any  Benefit  by  it - for  thefe  are  a 

Friend’s  Lodgings,  whofe  Judgment  I  efteem,  you  fhall 
confult  her  ;  if  fhe  approves  it,  perhaps,  you  may  know 
mine  before  Night — Who’s  there? 

Enter  Flora. 

Defire  Beliza  to  walk  in - 

Bel.  Ha  !  Did  fhe  not  name  Beliza  ?  I  hope  it  is  not 
that  Beliza  I  know - if  it  fhou’d,  I’m  in  a  fine  Con¬ 
dition -  [. Enter  Beliza  and  Patch.]  by  ill  Luck — 

the  very  She — what  the  Devil  fhall  I  do  ?  [A fide. 

Cam.  Coufin,  this  is  the  Gentleman  I’m  fo  much 
oblig’d  to - Mr.  Conjiant ,  this  is  a  Relation  of  mine. 

Beliz.  What  do  I  fee  ?  Colonel  Revel  here - 

Pat.  Ay,  ’tis  even  he, 

Bel.  There  is  no  Excufe  to  be  made  now — thou  never 
failing  Power  of  Impudence  affift  me.  [AJidei]  I  muff 
honour  every  Thing  that’s  related  to  you,  Madam. 

[ Salutes  her. 

Beliz.  How  grave  he  is  in  this  Difguife — picques  me, 
methinks,  tho’  I  had  no  Defign  upon  him. 

Pat.  How  fober  he  looks - 

Cain.  This  is  the  Friend  I  refer  you  to,  Mr.  Conjiant. 

Pat.  Conjiant! — Yes,  he  is  conftant  with  a  Witnefs. 

Cam.  What  fhe  promifes,  I’ll  confirm.  [Exit. 

Bel.  I’m  in  a  hopeful  Way,  faith - Egad  I’m  fo 

confounded,  I  know  not  how  to  look — but  I’m  refolv’d 
to  carry  it  off,  and  perfuade  her  I’m  not  the  Man.  [A fide. 
Madam,  I’m  oblig’d  to  my  Stars,  however,  tho’  they 
conceal  the  Family,  and  Name  of  her  I  adore,  they  give 
me  an  Opportunity  of  knowing  her  fecond  Self,  you  being 

made  fo  by  the  ftridteft  Bonds  of  Friendfhip - This  is 

the  hardeft  Talk  I  ever  went  thro’,  by  Jupiter.  [A fide. 

Beliz.  I  don’t  wonder  that  you  know  me - but  1  am 

furpriz’d  at  your  Impudence. 

Bel.  This  is  the  firft  Time  I  was  ever  accus’d  of  that 
by  a  fair  Lady :  Wherein  have  I  incurr’d  your  Dif- 
pleafure  ? 

Beliz.  Pray,  Sir,  do  you  adt  this  Part  upon  a  Wager, 
or  do  you  think  I  have  loft  my  Senfes — very  pretty,  truly — 

Bel.  A  Wager. — Part — and  Senfes - What  do  you 

mean,  Madam? — Oh,  mifchievous  Encounter.  [AJide. 

19  VOL.  I.  Beliz. 
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Beliz.  Colonel  Revel  can  inform  Mr.  Conftant  of  my 
Meaning. 

Bel.  Colonel  Revel !  Who’s  he  ? - A  Pox  of  the 

Name.  [ Afide . 

Pat.  So  he  don’t  know  himfelf - 

Beliz.  You  don’t  know  fuch  a  Man  as  Colonel  Revel? 

Bel.  Not  I,  upon  my  Word,  Madam - 

Beliz.  Well,  fuch  an  Affurance  I  never  faw,  and  do 
you  think  this  will  pafs  upon  me  ? 

Bel.  I  hope  fo,  \Afide.\  I  proteft,  Madam,  I  can’t 
guefs  what  you  aim  at - 

Pat.  Were  I  in  your  Place,  Madam,  I ’d  have  him 
toft  in  a  Blanket. 

Bel.  Well  faid,  Mrs.  Patch  :  Egad,  wou’d  I  were  well 
out  of  their  Hands.  [Afide. 

Beliz.  Lookye,  Sir,  your  Declaration  for  my  Coufin 
concerns  me  not  ;  for  from  the  Firft,  to  me  you  appear’d 

as  indifferent  as  now - But  if  you  think  to  impofe  upon 

my  Underftanding,  you’ll  draw  my  utmoft  Malice  on 
your  Head. 

Bel.  And  I  need  no  more - for  the  Malice  of  a 

Woman  exceeds  the  Devil’s.  \  Afide.]  Your  Rallery  is 
very  pleafant,  Madam,  but  very  different  from  what  I  ex- 
pe61ed — for  I  confefs  I  am  a  Stranger  to  your  Meaning. 

Beliz.  Oh,  you  fhift  your  Shape  fo  often,  you  may 
eafily  forget — an  excellent  Contrivance,  to  take  as  many 
Names  as  you  make  Miftreffes. 

Pat.  Confult  your  Pocket-Book,  Sir ;  and  you’ll  find 
your  name  was  'Revel  two  Hours  ago - 

Bel.  This  is  a  new  Way  of  treating  Strangers,  Ma¬ 
dam  ;  Do  you  call  this  telling  me  the  Secrets  of  the  un¬ 
known  Fair?  This  will  make  the  prettied  Novel  in  the 
W  orld -  [A fide. 

Beliz.  The  Secrets  of  the  unknown  Fair  ;  yes,  fhe  fliall 
know  your  Secrets,  I  promife  you,  and  who  you  are — 
believe  me,  your  Affairs  are  done  with  her  ;  you  fhall 
neither  know  her  Name,  nor  Quality. 

Bel.  Recal  that  Sentence,  Madam  ;  or,  let  me  fall  a 

Sacrifice,  to  your  fuppofed  Refentments - never  to 

know  my  lovely,  dear  Incognita  is  Death,  with  all  the 
additional  Racks  Barbarians  e’er  invented,  to  feparate 

Soul 
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Soul  and  Body.  I  begin  to  grow  perfect  in  my  double 
Art,  I  find.  [Ayide. 

Beliz .  This  is  the  moft  bare-fac’d  Impoftor  I  ever 
faw.  [Ayide.]  Really,  now  in  my  Opinion,  Colonel, 
you  aCt  the  fame  Perfon  too  long — Come,  come,  pull 
off  the  Mafk,  and  I’ll  forgive  you,  ha,  ha. 

Bel.  That  Wheedle  (han’t  take,  I’m  in,  and  muff  go 
thro’  it.  [Ayide.]  Mafk,  Madam  !  by  all  the  Pangs  of 
Love  I  feel  for  your  beauteous  Friend,  I  wou’d  wear  no 
Difguife  to  any  Thing  that  belongs  to  her - 

Pal.  Well,  was  I  my  Lady,  I’d  have  that  Tongue 
pull’d  out  of  your  Head. 

Bel.  Pray,  Madam,  who  is  that  pretty  Enemy  ?  is  fhe 
Friend,  or  fome  Relation? 

Pat.  Do,  do,  feem  ignorant,  poor  Devil — you  don’t 
know  me  ;  not  long  fince,  you  knew  me  for  this  Lady’s 
Maid,  and  lik’d  me  well  enough,  to  think  me  worth  a 
Compliment. 

Beliz.  Make  Love  to  my  Woman  !  Pray,  Sir,  what 
Name  wou’d  you  have  taken  to  her,  ha,  ha. 

Bel.  You  are  in  a  pleafant  Humour,  Ladies,  I  hope  I 
(hall  find  the  Benefit  of  it ;  to  my  Knowledge,  I  never 

faw  any  of  you  till  this  Hour - This  is  a  Mafter-piece 

of  Art,  to  face  down  two  Women  at  once.  [Ayide.] 

Pat.  N  ay,  if  I  had  believ’d  all  he  faid  to  me,  I  fhou’d 
have  regiftered  him  amongff  my  Lovers.  That  is  not 
true  neither. 

Bel.  As  the  reft — Poor  Gentlewoman,  I  pity  thee  ; 
pr’ythee  get  Advice,  before  thy  Frenzy  increafe  too 
much. 

Beliz.  So,  you’ll  perfuade  us  we  are  mad  by  and  by — 
and  you  don’t  bear  a  Colonel’s  Commiffion,  and  have 
not  been  in  Portugal  with  Charles  the  Third  ? 

Bel.  No,  upon  my  Honour,  Madam — My  Name  is 
Conjlant ,  born  in  Oxfordjhire ,  and  come  up  about  a  Suit 
in  Chancery  ;  and  know  this  Colonel  no  more  than  you 

know  me  ;  if  you  pleafe,  I’ll  give  you  my  Oath  on’t - 

which  I  can  do  without  Perjury,  that’s  my  Comfort. 

[Ayide. 

Beliz.  A  pleafant  Quibble,  ha,  ha. 

Pat.  This  S^ory  has  coft  you  fome  Pains - 

Bel. 
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Bel.  I  wifh  I  cou’d  fee  this  Gentleman  which  you  take 
me  for  :  Can  you  believe  I  cou’d  be  fo  bafe  to  make 
Love  to  another,  if  once  I  had  prefum’d  to  mention  it 
to  you — your  Charms  are  full  Security  againft  fuch  Pro¬ 
ceedings  ;  I  am  concern’d,  that  Nature  has  made  any 
Refemblance  between  us  :  I  fhall  hate  myfelf  for  being 
like  him. 

Beliz.  Well,  whether  you  will,  or  you  will  not  be 

him.  it  is  the  fame  Thing - provided  you’ll  tell  him, 

that  1  fuffer’d  his  Addreffes  only  for  my  Diverfion,  and 
that  I  never  had  any  Paffion  for  him,  but  loath,  deteil 
and  hate  him. 

Bel.  Tell  him - wdiere  fhall  I  find  him? 

Beliz .  I  have  done,  and  defire  you’d  know  your  Way 
out. 

Bel.  I  wou’d  not  willingly  difobey  a  Lady  ;  but  here. 
Madam,  you  muft  pardon  me,  fince  my  future  good  or 
ill  depends  on  you  ;  I  cannot  flir  from  hence,  till  I  ob¬ 
tain  your  Promife  to  affift  my  Suit,  and  give  me  hopes 
that  I,  at  laft  may  know  my  beauteous  Fair. 
i  Beliz.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  all  that  I  can  fay,  Colonel,  is, 
that  you  are  very  unlucky  in  this  Affair,  not  but  you 
counterfeit  to  a  Miracle  ;  but  the  Mifchief  is,  that  I  have 
all  my  Senfes,  can  fee  Colonel  Revel ,  hear  Colonel  Re¬ 
vel,  and  underftand  Colonel  Revel  too  well  to  folicit  his 
Caufe,  I  affure  you. 

Pat.  There’s  your  Anfwer,  Sir, - and  if  you  pleafe 

to  follow  me.  I’ll  fhew  you  a  Way  out  better  known  to 
you  than  that  you  came  in  by. 

Bel.  Pray,  good  Mrs.  Civility ,  be  not  fo  hafty— give 
me  leave,  at  lead,  to  fee  your  Coufin  before  I  uo 
Madam.  6 

Beliz.  To  what  End,  pray? 

Bel.  To  convince  you  of  your  Error. 

Beliz.  That’s  the  hardefl  Tafk  that  you  ever  under¬ 
took,  Colonel,  and  not  to  be  effected  ;  therefore,  once 
more  I  tell  you,  you  have  feen  your  laft  of  her,  and  your 
Abfence  wou’d  oblige  me. 

Bel.  ’Tis  very  hard,  Madam,  that  becaufe  Nature  has 
made  me  refemble  another  Perfon,  who  may,  for  ought 
I  know,  be  a  Man  of  Honour  too,  tho’  unhappily  under 

your 
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your  Difpleafure,  I  fhou’d  have  the  ill  Fortune  to  fuffer 
for  Nature’s  Fault. 

Beliz.  That  wou’d,  indeed,  be  unjuft - but  I  fhall 

not  be  prevail’d  upon  to  believe  Nature  in  the  Fault  here  ; 
therefore  pray  retire,  the  Scene  is  long  enough,  ’tis  time 
to  change  it ;  good  Colonel  don’t  oblige  one  to  treat  you 
below  your  Title. 

Pat.  Don’t  you  underhand  my  Lady,  Sir  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  but  too  well ;  and  if  I  muft 
go  without  the  Satisfaction  I  expeCled,  let  me  implore 
this  Favour  ;  tell  her,  I  die  hers.  [Exit. 

Pat.  And  every  Body’s,  I  dare  fwear,  in  his  turn. 

Beliz.  This  Man  is  the  very  Epitome  of  his  Sex ;  the 
compleateft  Juggler  I  ever  faw  :  I  proteft  his  Affurance 
has  put  me  quite  out  of  Countenance. 

Re-enter  Camilla. 

Cam.  Well,  how  do  you  like  him.,  Coufm  :  Is  he  not 
a  charming  Fellow  ? 

Beliz „  I  think  not. 

Cam.  Pifh  !  I  know  you  do. 

Bel.  Indeed  1  don’t  ;  and  if  you  knew  as  much  as  I, 
you  wou’d  think  him  as  ugly  as  I  do. 

Cam.  Ugly  !  Can  any  Mortal  think  that  Man  ugly  ? 

But  pr’ythee,  what  have  you  difcover’d - won’t  you 

tell  me  ? 

Beliz.  Yes,  if  you  promife  to  make  right  ufe  on’t. 

Cam.  What  do  vou  mean  ? 

Beliz.  That  your  pretended  Lover  is  a  Villain. 

Cam.  How  !  Pray,  Coufm,  explain  yourfelf  within  the 
Rules  of  good  Manners. 

Beliz.  He  deferves  it  not.' 

Cam.  I  don’t  underhand  you - and  the  Introduction 

grows  tedious — of  what  do  you  accufe  Mr.  Conjtant  ? 

Bel.  In  the  firft  Place,  his  Name  is  not  Conjtant ,  but 
Revel. 

Cam.  How  know  you  that  ? 

Beliz.  From  his  own  Mouth. 

Cam.  When? 

Beliz.  A  Week  ago. 

Cam.  Where? 


Beliz. 
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Beliz.  Here  in  this  Houfe. 

Cam.  In  this  Houfe,  how  came  he  hither? 

Beliz.  Upon  his  Legs,  I  think. 

Cam.  On  what  Bufmefs,  pray  ? 

Beliz.  Much  upon  the  fame  Errand — Love. 

Cam.  Love  !  to  whom  ? 

Beliz.  To  your  Friend  and  Servant. 

Cam.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  now  I  find  your  Drift - you  like 

him  yourfelf,  and  this  is  an  Artifice  to  blaft  my  good 
Opinion — ’tis  poorly  done,  Beliza. 

Beliz.  No,  my  Confiitution  is  not  fo  warm  as  yours — 
remember  you  took  Fire  in  the  middle  of  Water  ;  I  de- 
fpife  him. 

Cam.  We  never  defpife  indifferent  Things - 1  little 

expected  this  from  a  Friend. 

Beliz.  If  you’d  have  the  Friend  continu’d,  don’t  pro¬ 
voke  me  to  return  Sufpicions,  Coufin. 

Cam.  Don’t  you  provoke  me,  by  traducing  of  the  Man 
I  love — he  has  not  been  in  Town  two  Days,  and  you’d 
perfuade  me  he  has  made  Overtures  of  Love  to  you  a 
Week  ago. 

Beliz.  If  I  don’t  prove  this  is  Colonel  Revel ,  lately 
come  from  Rortngal,  and  been  in  Town  this  Fortnight, 
and  made  me  feveral  Vifits  under  Pretence  of  Courtlhip 
A -la  Mode ,  I’m  content  to  forfeit  both  Friendfhip  and 
Eftate. 

Cam.  How  lhall  it  be  prov’d  ?  ’Tis  fure  impoffible. 

Beliz.  Write  to  him,  and  tell  him  what  I  have  con¬ 
firm’d  ;  defire  him  to  come  hither  to  juftify  himfelf,  if  he 
experts  any  farther  Favours  from  you — at  the  lame  Time 
I’ll  fend  for  him  by  the  Name  of  Revel ,  and  appoint  him 
here  alfo,  if  there  appear  two  Men  exactly  the  fame,  (as 
I  am  fure  they  are)  then  I’ll  own  myfelf  in  the  Wrong, 
and  afk  your  Pardon  ;  if  not,  you  fhall  mine. 

Cam.  Agreed,  I’ll  in,  and  write  to  him  this  Moment  ; 
pray  Heaven  there  be  two  Socia’s.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  William. 

Sir  Will.  I  am  pleas’d. 

Beliz.  That’s  more  than  I  am,  I  affure  you,  Sir  William. 

Sir  Will.  To  find  you  alone,  I  meant,  Madam;  I  am 

not 
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not  furpriz’d  at  your  being  out  of  Humour,  for  I  have 
feldom  found  you  in  it  of  late,  the  Reafon  of  which  I'm 
yet  to  learn,  not  being  confcious  of  having  given  you 
any  Caufe,  except  the  trueft  Paffion  that  e’er  poffefs’d  the 
Heart  of  Man  be  one. 

Beliz.  Sometimes,  and  in  fome  Perfons  it  is  fo  ;  but 
from  whence  you  derive  your  Sufpicions,  I  can’t  imagine. 

Sir  Will.  From  your  exceffive  Coldnefs - for  fome 

Days  pall,  I  have  beheld  fuch  a  Referve  in  all  your  Car¬ 
riage  to  me,  very  different  from  what  it  us’d  to  be,  and 
I  begun  to  fear  your  Heart  had  entertain’d  fome  new 
Amour. 

Bel.  I  hope  he  has  not  difcover’d  this  Impoftor,  he 
could  not  meet  him,  fure.  [Ayide.]  You  have  no  Rea¬ 
fon  to  doubt  my  Sincerity,  Sir  William  ;  I  am  not  fub- 
jeCt  to  fall  in  Love,  I  may  venture  to  fay,  you  hold  the 
greatefl  Share  in  my  Heart. 

Sir  Will.  That’s  kind — but  this  thin  airy  Diet  of  PI  ope 
and  Expectation,  Beliza ,  ftarve  thofe  which  feed  on’t 

will  you  not  admit  me  to  the  Banquet  of  Poffeffion - 

when  fhall  I  receive  from  this  Hand  the  Confirmation  of 
thofe  Lips.  [KiJJTes  her  Hand. 

Beliz.  When  I  can  bring  my  Heart  to  a  Refolution, 
Sir  William,  of  quitting,  all  thefe  little  innocent  Pleafures 
a  fmgle  Life  permits,  you  fhall  have  timely  Notice  for  a 
Licenfe. 


Enter  Patch. 

Pat.  Madam,  your  Coufin  Camilla  defires  one  Word 
with  you. 

Beliz.  Pardon  my  leaving  you  in  my  own  Lodgings, 
Sir  William ,  fome  Affairs  of  my  Coufins,  who  is  lately 
come  to  Town,  prefs  me  at  prefent  ;  I  fhall  come  to 
Cards  at  Lady  Cautious’ s  in  the  Evening.  [Exit. 

Sir  Will.  I’ll  not  fail  being  at  home - there’s  fome- 

thing  more  in  this  than  I  can  fathom  ;  I  refolve  to  watch 
her  narrowly,  if  I  have  a  Rival,  and  ’fcapes  me,  I  for¬ 
give  him.  [Exit. 
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ACT'  III. 

Sir  William^  Lodgings. 

Sir  William  meeting  Lady  Cautious. 

Sir  Will.  IN  Tears,  Siller,  what’s  the  Matter? 

.  Lady.  What  fhou’d  be  the  Matter,  but  my 

Huiband  ?  that  doating,  old,  difponding  Wretch,  whofe 
Fears,  Miftrufts  and  Jealoufies,  is  enough  to  diftradl  any 
Lody,  frill  doubting  Providence,  and  fearing  every  Wind 
yet  you  are  fo  far  from  pitying  my  Condition,  you 
a  ."L  my  Misfortunes,  by  making  my  Confinement 
ftricter,  under  Pretence  of  the  Honour  of  our  Family — 
I  hope  Pm  of  Age  to  know  how  far  that  concerns  me. 

Sir  Will.  Ay,  Sifter,  but  the  Wife  that  is  difpleas’d 
with  the  Plufband — and  the  Hufband  that  does  not  pleafe 

the  Wife,  are  always  in  Danger - fhe  of  liking  fome 

Body  elfe — and  he  of  being  a  Cuckold - now,  while 

there  is  fuch  a  Probability,  the  Honour  of  our  Family 
requires  a  Guard. 

Lady.  Why  was  I  marry’d  then  to  that  I  cannot  love  ? 
Sir  Will.  My  Father  knew  his  Reafons,  doubtlefs,  Sifter. 

Lady.  \es,  and  I  know  ’em  too - Sir  Paul  took  me 

without  a  F ortune,  by  which  yours  is  the  greater,  yet 
the  Confideration  has  no  Weight  with  you  ;  it  pleafes 
you  to  fee  your  Sifter  condemn’d  to  the  idle  F ancies,  and 
whimftcal  Miftrufts  of  this  impertinent  Dotard  ;  he  is  fo 
apprehenftve  of  Death,  that  he  allows  a  Surgeon  a  Hun- 
died  a  Year  perpetually  to  attend  him,  and  wou’d  not  fet 
a  Step  without  him  for  a  Thoufand — nay,  he  lays  in  the 

fame  Chamber- - -juft  now  he  fancied  himfelf  call’d 

three  Times,  which  he  takes  for  an  Omen  of  his  Death, 
pi  ay  Fleaven  it  piove  fo — and  has  fent  for  twenty  People 
to  watch  by  him. 

Sir  Will.  Ridiculous  Folly — but  you  muft  bear  with  it, 
Sifter  ;  he  is  old - 

Lady.  That’s  the  worft  Argument  under  the  Sun  for 
a  young  Woman  to  boar  with.  S^AJidc. ]  Pray,  Brother 
what  Gentleman  is  that  which  you  have  oblig’d  with 
thefe  Lodgings  ? 


Sir 
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Sir  Will.  Ha  !  has  fhe  feen  him — Why  do  you  afk  ? 

Lady.  Is  it  a  Crime  to  afk  who  is  in  my  own  Houfe  ? 

Sir  IV ill.  Yes,  if  they  are  not  in  your  own  Apartment 
— ’tis  not  Modefty  in  your  Sex  to  inquire  after  ours — now 
I  forefee  my  Error  too  late,  in  letting  him  have  thefe 
Lodgings — How  came  you  to  know  there  was  a  Man 
here  ? 

Lady.  I  mull  not  fay,  I  have  feen  him —  [Afidei]  my 
Woman  brought  me  Word,  there  was  a  Stranger  dreff- 
ing  himfelf,  when  I  fent  her  this  Morning,  to  afk  if  you 
wou’d  not  drink  fome  Chocolate  with  me. 

Sir  Will.  Then  you  did  not  fee  him  yourfelf  ? 

Lady.  No. 

Sir  W ill.  I’m  glad  to  hear  that,  for  he  is  Libertine 
enough  to  engage  her. 

Lfidy.  But  fuppofe  I  had,  where  had  been  the  Crime  ? 

Sir  Will.  Nay,  no  Crime,  Sifter - only  I  wou’d 

not  have  you  affronted  ;  therefore,  pray  take  care  not  to 
come  near  this  Apartment,  for  he  hates  the  Sight  of 
Women. 

Lady.  That’s  falfe,  to  my  Knowledge — for  he  faid  the 
fofteft  Things  to  me  that  Love  cou’d  form  ;  [AJide.]  fay 
you  fo,  Brother  ?  an  unpolilhed  Brute,  I  hope  he  is  not  to 
continue  long  here  ? 

Sir  Will.  Only,  for  two  or  three  Days. - 

Lady.  Oh,  my  Heart — fo  fhort  a  Stay.  {AJide. 

Sir  W ill.  Ho,  here  he  comes,  retire  Sifter. 

Lady.  I  muft  fee  him  again - tho’  you  prevent 

me  now ;  if  I  don’t  break  through  this  Conftraint,  fay, 
Woman  wants  Contrivance.  {Exit. 

Enter  Belair  and  Robin. 

Rob.  Why  then,  this  prov’d  a  confounded  Miftake, 
Sir,  but  were  it  poflible  you  cou’d  not  know  the  Houfe 
again  ? 

Bel.  How  cou’d  I,  when  I  was  convey’d  the  back 
Way  into  an  Apartment,  where  I  never  was  before  ;  the 
cunningeft  Man  alive,  might  have  been  deceived,  as  well 
as  I — —but  the  Gift  of  Impudence  is  a  wonderful  Gift  ; 
ha  !  Sir  William ,  I  did  not  fee  thee. 

Sir  Will.  I  believe  not,  Love  and  Variety  clouds  thy 
Sight,  but  what  is  the  Difappointment  you  fpeak  of? 

Bel 
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Bel.  I  am  an  unlucky  Dog,  that’s  all - 1  fell  into 

the  Company  of  both  my  Midreffes,  at  once. 

Sir  Will.  This  ’tis  to  have  more  Intrigues  than  one 
can  manage,  ha,  ha,  ha  ;  and  how  did  you  behave 
yourfelf. 

Bel.  Faith  en’cavalierement — I  duck  clofe  to  the 
Name  of  Conjlant ,  and  my  Incognita — for  I  like  her 
bed. 

Rob .  Till  he  fees  fomebody  he  likes  better.  \Afide. 

Bel.  And  fwore  I  never  faw  t’other,  in  my  Life,  nor 
never  heard  of  the  Name  of  Revel — —but  was  as  down¬ 
right  a  Country  Gentleman,  and  made  Love  as  gravely, 
as  ever  a  Squire  of  ’em  all. 

Sir  Will.  And  did  the  Impodtion  pafs  ? 

Bel.  Not  without  Scruple - but  I’ll  undertake  to 

make  myfelf  two  didindt  Perfons,  as  clear  as  the  Sun  at 
Noon-day,  if  thou’lt  adid  me. 

Sir  Will.  How?  for  the  Frolick’s  fake,  I  care  not  if  I 
do - 

Bel.  Then,  as  I  have  Occadon,  you  fhall  receive  In- 
drudlions,  I  want  a  Meffenger  in  my  Intered. 

Sir  Will.  That  I  can  procure  you — but  to  what  Pur- 
pofe. 

Bel.  You  fhall  know  in  Time — I  fhall  want  thy  per- 
fonal  Appearance  too. 

Sir  Will.  You  fhall  want  nothing,  in  my  Power — but 
ppythee  do  you  like  either  of  ’em  well  enough  to  marry  ? 

Bel.  In  my  Confcience  I  think  I  cou’d  be  content  with 
the  Noofe,  if  my  Incognita’s  Family  be  anfwerable  to 
her  Beauty - 

Rob.  Nay,  if  he  grows  honourably  in  Love,  I  may 
hope  for  fome  red  at  lad.  \Afide. 

Sir  Will.  Why  will  ye  not  quit  the  other  then  ? 

Bel.  T’other  is  related,  and  a  Friend — if  I  deceive  her 
not,  fhe’ll  malicioudy  fpoil  my  Intrigue  ;  beddes,  ’tis  a 
pretty  Amufement,  and  the  Defign  fo  Novel,  that  I  mud 
purfue  it  for  the  Pleafure  of  Invention,  and  I  think  it 
podible  to  perform  ;  we  have  feen  two  People  fo  very 
like,  that  when  abfent  they  cou’d  not  be  didinguilh’d 
from  one  another. 

Sir  Will.  But  if  the  Faces  wore  Refemblance,  the 
Voice  or  Shape  difcovePd  it. 

Bel. 
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Bel.  But  a  good  Affurance  folves  all  that. 

Rob.  Why,  Sir,  if  the  word  comes  to  the  word — that 
they  will  both  have  you— why  e’en  marry  them  both, 
keep  one  for  yourfelf,  and  t’other  to  entertain  your 
Friends — or,  if  you  pleafe,  Sir,— to  do  you  a  Service,  I 
don’t  care  if  I  take  one  of  ’em  off  your  Hands. 

Sir  Will.  Then  you’l  venture  to  rely  upon  your  Mader’s 
Choice,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Rob.  Ay,  Sir,  fooner  than  ere  a  Man  in  England ;  my 
Mader  has  taded  fo  many  of  thofe  Difhes — that  I  dare 
trud  to  his  Palate. 

Bel.  You  are  witty,  Rafcal,  ha  !  Who  have  we  here, 
thy  Mimick. 

E?iter  Wou’dbe,  dr  eft  like  Sir  William,  and  Ned.  Freelove. 

Wou’d.  Well,  I  have  furpriz’d  fome  Ladies,  drangely, 
that  dop’d  their  Coach,  and  call’d  out  Sir  William,  Sir 
William  ;  and  when  I  turn’d  back,  and  they  difcover’d 
their  Midake,  they  blufh’d  intolerably,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

[Aftde  to  Ned. 

Ned.  Nay,  your  Drefs  is  exactly  the  fame  with  his  ; 
the  Midake  was  very  eafy. 

Sir  Will.  Mr.  Wou'dbe ,  your  Servant. 

Wou’d.  Surprizing  !  another  Suit  ! 

Bel.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what  a  Condernation  you  have  put 
him  in  ? 

Ned.  What’s  the  Matter  with  you,  Sir  ?  This  Minute 
you  look’d  as  gay,  and  pleafant  as  the  Month  of  June, 
and  now  it  is  December  at  lead — he  has  difcover’ d  you, 
Brother. 

WoEd.  Mod  beatifically  expred,  and  worthy  of  Quo¬ 
tation.  [  Takes  out  a  Pocket-book  and  writes. 

Bel.  I  prefume.  Sir,  you  are  examining,  what  Affig- 
nations  fall  out  this  Hour,  that  you  may  not  difappoint  the 
Ladies. 

Wou’d.  No,  Sir,  I  am  taking  Cognizance  of  the  Gen¬ 
tleman’s  Wit. 

Bel.  I  hope  you  are  not  one  of  thofe  Spungy-brain’d 
Poets,  that  fuck  fomething  from  all  Companies  to  fqueeze 
into  a  Comedy,  at  adting  of  which,  the  Pit  and  Boxes  may 
laugh  at  their  own  Jeds. 


Ned. 
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Ned.  Where  each  may  claim  his  Share  of  Wit. 

Bel.  And  by  my  Content,  fhou’d  claim  a  Share  of  the 
Profits  too,  ha,  ha. 

W odd.  This  is  a  Gentleman  of  an  intellectual  Sub¬ 
limity - No,  Sir,  I  contemn  the  terrene  Extraction  of 

thofe  poor  Animals,  whofe  barren  Intellects  thrufts  fuch 
fpurious  Brats  abroad  ;  when  I  write,  it  fhall  be  all  my 
own  I  affure  you. 

Sir  IV ill  Oh,  Mr.  W oud1  be  can  never  want  Affiftance 
of  that  kind. 

W odd.  What  fhall  I  do  with  thefe  Cloths  !  I  wou’d 

not  give  a  Farthing  for  ’em,  now  he  has  left  ’em  off - 

and  that’s  ten  Times  the  prettier  Suit  in  my  Opinion — • 
Well,  he  is  the  mofl  genteel  Fellow  in  Europe. 

Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  Sir,  Sir,  the  Incognita’s  Maid,  Sir,  has  brought 
you  this  Letter,  and  flays  for  an  Anfwer. 

[Gives  him  a  Letter. 

Bel.  Ha  !  Reads — My  Coujin  has  a  Jlrange  Opinion  of 
you ,  and  nothing  but  your  Per/ onal  Appearance  immediately 
can  prevent  my  giving  Credit  to  her  Story  ;  make  Hafte,  if 

you  expedl  any  farther  Favours  from  your  Incognita - 

any  farther  Favours  !  Yes,  I  do  expeCt  farther  Favours,  or 
I’d  never  take  half  this  Pains— Let  me  fee.  [ Paufes . 

IV od d.  I  wifh’d  I  cou’d  fell  this  Coat - 1  fhall  never 

indure  the  Sight  of  it,  that’s  certain.  [Afide. 

Bel.  Hark  ye,  Sirrah,  do  you  tell  the  Maid,  I’ll  not 

fail  the  Summons - and  do  you  hear,  follow  her  at  a 

Diflance,  till  you  fee  her  Hous’d  ;  if  fhe  goes  to  Belizci s, 
do  you  afk  to  fpeak  with  Beliza’s  Coufm,  and  tell  her 
you  left  me  in  the  Street  talking  to  fomebody,  but  that 
fire  might  not  think  me  long,  I  fent  you  before ;  be  fure 
you  make  no  Blunders,  Sirrah. 

Rob.  I  warrant  you,  Sir,  Lying  is  become  my  Voca¬ 
tion  ;  but,  Sir,  what  Name,  Sir? 

Bel.  Conftant ,  you  forgetful  Blockhead. 

Rob.  Ha,  I  have  it,  the  Country  Gentleman,  Sir - 

Bel.  Ay,  ay,  away,  [Afide  to  Robin.]  [Exit  Robin. 

Sir  Will.  What,  another  Billet-doux  ? 

Bel.  ’Tis  from  my  unknown — now  for  thy  Affiftance. 

Wodd. 
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Wan'd.  What  Contrivance  fhall  I  have  for  fuch  a 
Drefs — my  Rogue  of  a  Taylor  will  not  truft,  that’s  cer¬ 
tain.  Let  me  think - that  won’t  do — nor  that - ho,  I 

have  it - 

[  Takes  out  his  book  and  writes. 

Bel.  This  Meffenger  mull  be  had  immediately,  Sir 
William. 

Sir  Will.  I’ll  procure  you  one  inftantly. 

Bel.  Then  I’m  Matter  of  my  Art. 

Wou’d.  Sir  William,  I  recommend  that  to  your  Perufal 
[ Gives  him  the  Tablets .]  If  this  Project  takes  not,  I’m 
undone  - -  [Afide. 

Sir  Will.  What’s  this  [Beads.]  We  whofe  Names  are 
here  fubfcrib’ d,  do  promife  to  make  our  Perfonal  Appear¬ 
ance  in  the  Side- Box,  the  third  Day  of  a  nezv  Play,  either 
Tragedy,  Comedy,  Farce,  or  Opera,  that  fhall  be  written 
by  Timothy  Wou’dbe,  Esq;  a7id  play’d  at.  one  of  the 
Houfes  or  both,  as  the  Players  can  agree  about  that ,  on 
Forfeit  of  a  Guinea,  which  we  have  depofited  in  the 
Elands  of  the  Author. 

Ned.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  a  pretty  Contrivance  for  another 
Suit. 

Bel.  This  is  new,  indeed,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Will.  I  love  to  encourage  Ingenuity,  he  has  flung 
away  many  a  Guinea  after  me,  now  I’ll  give  him  one 
— pray  enter  me  down  Mr.  Wou’dbe. 

Wou’d.  Let  me  intreat  your  own  Hand,  for  the  In- 
couragement  of  others.  [Sir  William  writes. 

Bel.  I’ll  not  be  out  at  a  Frolic,  there’s  mine,  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  There,  Brother,  enter  your  Name  too - 

[ Gives  Ned  a  Guinea. 

Ned.  Ha,  ha,  with  all  my  Heart  there  is  B elvil,  Loveil , 
and  Freewit — you  may  depend  on  Mr.  Wou’dbe. 

Wou’d.  I’ll  wait  on  ’em  incontinently. 

Bel.  But  when  is  this  Play  to  be  writ,  Sir  ? 

Wou’d.  That  I  mull  confider  on,  Sir  ;  too  many 
Things  at  once  deftroy  the  Thought,  and  dull  the  Fancy. 

Ned.  But  fuppofe  it  fhou’d  not  live  till  the  third  Day, 
the  Town  is  very  capricious. 

Wou’d.  I  know  it,  Sir,  for  that  Reafon  I  took  this 
Method  ;  when  their  Gold  is  at  Stake,  they’ll  bring  in 
'’’Nr  Bodies,  to  fave  their  Bail - egad,  I  fhan’t  have. 

O  Money 
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Money  enough — Let  me  fee - I’ll  fell  thefe  Clothes,  to 

make  it  up - Gentlemen,  I’m  your  mod  oblig’d - 

[Exit. 

Ned.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  he  is  upon  the  Wing,  with  his  Sub- 
fcription,  I’ll  follow,  and  fee  if  he  goes  to  their  Lodgings. 

[Exit. 

Sir  Will.  Now,  for  thy  Bufmefs,  Bel  air,  where  fhall  I 
find  you  half  an  Hour  hence  ? 

Bel.  Here,  for  I  muft  now  drefs  me. 

Sir  Will.  Very  well.  [Exit. 

Bel.  So,  thus  far  I’m  right - now  for  half  an  Hour’s 

Refpite  from  the  Fatigue  of  Bufmefs - egad,  I  wifh  the 

pretty  Creature,  I  faw  in  the  Morning,  wou’d  fall  in  my 
Way — who  the  duce  is  fhe,  I  wonder — no  Matter  who, 
fhe’s  handfome — and  that’s  Knowledge  enough,  to  re¬ 
commend  her - Ha  !  here  fhe  comes  by  Jove. 

Enter  Lady  Cautious. 

Lady.  Here  he  is  !  a  charming  handfome  Fellow - 

what  Excufe  fhall  I  make? — ha — I  thought  Sir  William 
had  been  here — Sir,  I  beg  your  Pardon - 

Bel.  He’s  juft  gone  out,  Madam,  he’s  a  happy  Man 
to  have  fo  much  Beauty  in  Quell  of  him. 

Lady.  Beauty’s  an  Epithet  your  Sex  never  fail  to  make 
Ufe  of  to  raife  our  Vanity,  when  prefent,  but  the  Objedl 
once  remov’d,  you  foon  recall  your  Praifes. 

Bel.  Sometimes,  Madam,  good  Manners  produce 
Adulation  ;  but  here  Flattery  dares  not  fhow  her  Face, 
your  Charms  are  fo  confpicuous,  they  need  no  Art  to  in¬ 
form  your  Knowledge,  nor  I  no  Cunning  to  inllave  my- 
felf ;  I  am  chain’d  already,  your  Eyes  at  firft  Sight  re¬ 
duc’d  me,  and  the  Ihort  Moments  which  we  pafs’d  this 
Day  together,  made  fuch  an  Impreffion  on  my  Heart, 
that  I  have  thought  of  nothing  fmce  but  how  to  fee  you 
again. 

Lady.  Oh  !  how  his  Words  run  thro’  my  Soul - 

alas,  Sir,  to  what  Purpofe  fhou’d  you  fee  me,  I  am 
married. 

Bel.  Good - 

Lady.  Wretchedly  married. 

Bel.  Better  and  better — wretchedly  married,  fay  you  ? 

Lady. 
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Lady.  Wretchedly - to  an  old  peevifh  defponding 

Wretch. 

Bel.  As  I  cou’d  with - her  Diflike  of  her  Hufband  is 

my  fird  Step  to  Poffeffion -  [A fide. 

Lady.  Forc’d  by  my  Friends  to  wed  him,  by  which  all 
my  Happinefs  in  this  World  is  loft. 

Bel.  Banifh  that  Thought,  my  charming  Creature - 

’tis  a  falfe  one;  there  are  Joys,  ineftimable  Joys  in 
Store,  give  me  but  Leave,  and  I’ll  inform  you  where 
they  may  be  reap’d.  [  Taking  her  Hand. 

Lady.  Not  by  me  without  a  Crime. 

Bel.  The  Crime  be  on  their  Heads  that  forc’d  your 
Marriage,  Nature  ne’er  defign’d  thefe  Charms  fhou’d 
wither  in  the  Arms  of  Age,  and  dedin’d  only  to  a  Clod 

- befides  your  not  confenting  to  the  Match  makes  it 

invalid,  and  of  no  force  to  hold  you - take  Pity,  then, 

both  of  yourfelf  and  me,  I  languifh,  figh,  defpair — nay, 
e’en  die  for  you. 

Lady.  Help  me,  Heaven,  I  have  no  Power  to  fpeak — 

Bel.  Oh  !  do  not  ftruggle  fo,  nor  dafh  my  riling  Hopes, 
leave  me  not,  except  you  wifh  my  Death,  which  I  refolve 
the  Moment  you  depart - - 

Lady.  Forbid  that  Thought,  J  cannot  fee  you  die — 
yet  mud  not  yield  ;  let  me  go  for  Virtue’s  fake - 

Bel.  Love  forbids  it — Oh  !  I  fhall  faint  with  Extacy 
of  Pleafure — no  Jeffamin  nor  Rofe  has  half  the  Sweets 
that  dwell  upon  thefe  Lips,  ’tis  Effence  from  the  Throne 
of  Jove — this  Neck,  this  Bread — Oh,  every  Part  about 
thee  is  Celedial,  Loaddone  like,  thy  Breath  attracts  and 
draws  my  Lips  to  thine.  [. KiJJlng  her. 

Lady.  Oh  !  the  Difference  between  his  Kiffes,  and  my 
Hufband’s,  what  fhall  I  do  ? - 

Bel.  Do  !  Confent  to  blefs  the  Man  that  loves  you. 

Lady.  But  how  long  will  he  do  fo  ? 

Bel.  That’s  ever  the  Women’s  Quedion — alk  not  that ; 
can  I  prove  falfe  to  fo  much  Beauty,  oh,  no,  faithful  as 
the  Needle  to  its  Pole,  or  Turtle  to  his  Mate,  fecret  as 

a  Pried - and  loving  as  the  Vine - give  me  Poffeffion 

once,  and  bind  the  trued  of  his  Sex  for  ever. 

[ Pulling  her. 

O  2  Sir 


292 


Love  at  a  Venture . 


Sir  Paul  within. 

Sir  Paul.  Bafilicon - 

Lady.  Ah,  [Shrieks.]  my  Hufband’s  Voice. 

Sir  Paul.  [Within.]  Ah,  Thieves,  Thieves. 

Bel.  A  Curfe  of  all  ill  Luck — Juft  in  the  critical  Mi¬ 
nute  when  fhe  was  yielding - ’Death,  what  fhall  I 

do,  Madam,  can,  can,  can,  can,  you  put  me  no  where  ? 

Lady.  Impoffible,  he’ll  fearch  all  the  Houfe — now  the 
Duce  take  me  for  fhrieking -  [Afide. 

Bel.  Then  there’s  no  way — but  to  cut  his  Throat. 

Lady.  Now  help  me,  dear,  dear  Invention.  [Pau/es. 

Sir  Paul.  Bafilicon ,  why  where’s  my  Surgeon  there — I 
fhall  be  murder’d  ;  here’s  Thieves  got  into  my  Houfe. 

Lady.  A  lucky  Hint,  improve  it. 

Bel.  Improve  what  ? 

Enter  Sir  Paul,  and  Servants. 

Sir  Paul.  What’s  here,  a  Man,  a  Thief,  a  Thief,  fall 
on,  fall  on. 

Bel.  I  fhall  be  apprehended  for  a  Rogue,  here — make 
your  Mermi'dons  be  civil,  Sir,  or  I  fhall  whip  you  thro’ 
the  Guts,  by  Hercules.  [Lays  his  Hand  on  his  Sword. 

Sir  Paul.  Bafilicon ,  keep  near  me  Bafilicon - 

Lady.  Oh  !  Hold,  hold,  Sir  Paul ,  What  do  you  do  ! 
Abufe  a  Gentleman  that  came  to  fave  your  Life. 

Bel.  What  the  Devil  does  fhe  mean  now — fome  Turn, 
to  bring  me  off,  if  I  can  but  hit  her  right. 

Lady.  Tell  him  you  faw  the  Houfe  befet  with  Rogues, 
tell  him,  tell  him  any  Thing.  [Afide  to  Bel. 

Bel.  Humph,  ha,  Oh,  witty  Rogue - 

Sir  Paul.  Ha,  how’s  that  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  Sir,  I  came  to  do  you  Service. 

Sir  Paul.  As  how,  pray,  fweet,  Sir?  To  lye  with  my 
Wife,  ha  ! 

Bel.  No,  Sir,  coming  by  your  Houfe  I  faw  four  Men, 
and  heard  ’em  fay,  that’s  the  Door,  dog  him  to  fome 
convenient  Place,  and  then  fecure  him. 

Sir  Paul.  Secure  me,  for  what,  Sir  ?  I  owe  no  body 
nothing,  I  have  no  Employment  in  the  State,  Sir. 

Bel.  Your  Riches  is  much  talked  on,  Sir,  and  People 

imagine 
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imagine  you  have  got  that  which  we  call  the  Philofo- 
pher’s  Stone  ;  I  believe  they  defign  to  rob  and  murder 
you,  I  heard  ’em  mutter  fomething  of  ripping  you  up, 
and  Differing  you. 

Sir  Paul.  Oh  !  Bloody  Villains. 

Lady.  Excellent  Fellow -  [AJide. 

Bel.  They  talk’d  as  if  you  fwallow’d  the  Stone  everv 
Morning,  and  kept  it  in  your  Body  for  greater  Security 
all  Day. 

Sir  Paul.  Monflrous  ! 

Bel.  I  find  their  Defign  is  to  fearch  for  that  Stone, 
which,  if  they  get  it,  will  make  them  as  rich  as  Aider- 
men  ever  after. 

Sir  Paul.  Barbarous — Sir,  if  you’l  believe  me,  I  don’t 
know  what  they  mean  by  the  Philofopher’s  Stone,  as  I 

hope  for  long  Life - 1  have  no  Stone  worth  a  Groat, 

except  the  Stone  of  this  Ring. 

Bel.  Nay,  I  know  nothing  of  that,  Sir,  I  thought  my- 
felf  bound  in  Honour,  tho’  unknown  to  you,  to  give  you 
Notice  of  your  Danger. 

Sir  Paul.  Sir,  I  heartily  thank  you — My  Coachman, 
indeed,  told  me  there  was  four  Men  behind  my  Coach 
laft  Night,  which  made  me  not  go  abroad  to  Day  ;  thefe 
mull  be  the  Rogues. 

Lady.  It  paffes  as  I  would  have  it - but  I  wifh  he 

had  been  at  the  Bottom  of  the  Sea,  when  he  interrupted 
us,  for  that  charming  Fellow  has  got  my  Heart,  I  find 
that.  '  [AJide. 

Bel.  Pox  take  him  for  his  unfeafonable  Intrufion. 


[AJide. 

Sir  Paul.  I  thought  I  heard  you  fhriek  out,  Wife. 

Lady.  I  wifh  I  had  been  dumb  when  I  did — yes,  my 
Dear,  with  defign  to  raife  the  Houfe,  to  purfue,  and 
take  the  Rogues,  this  Gentleman  told  me  of,  at  lead  dif- 
perfe  ’em,  that  my  Love  might  be  in  no  Danger. 

Sir  Paul.  Oh,  was  it  that,  very  well— come,  you  and 
I  will  retire  to  my  Clofet,  and  return  Thanks  for  this 
Deliverance,  Bafilicon  ;  come  you  along  with  us,  Sir,  I 
thank  you.  [AG  it. 

Lady.  I  never  had  lefs  Religion  about  me  in  my  Life. 
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Bel. 
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Bel.  If  thou  had’ft  flay’d  but  one  Quarter  of  an  Hour 
longer,  Old  Noll,  thou  fhou’dfl  have  had  fomething  to 
have  thank’d  me  for. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir  William  fends  to  tell  you,  that  he,  and  the 
Gentleman  you  want,  flays  for  you  at  the  Coffee-houfe, 
Sir. 

Bel.  I  come —  [Exit  Servant .]  was  there  ever  fuch  a 
promifmg  Proje<5l  crofl ;  I  mufl  have  her — and  I  find  fhe 
mufl  have  me  too - 

What  various  Hazards  do  we  Rovers  run ,  ) 

To  pur  chafe  what  we  flight  as  foon  as  won  ;  r 

And  Women  know  it  too ,  yet  long  to  be  undone.  ) 

The  End  of  the  Third  Act. 


ACT  IV. 

Robin,  folus. 

Rob.  TJ  ERE  fhe  went  in  ! — let  me  fee — I  am  to  fay — 
JL1  what  am  I  to  fay  ? — pox  on’t,  my  Mailer 
gives  me  fo  many  different  Leffons,  one  knocks  t’other 
out  of  my  Head — he  is  doing — doing,  no,  no,  he  did  not 
bid  me  fay  he  was  doing — he  was  flopt  in  the  Street— ay, 

ay,  that’s  right,  and  his  Name - ads  bud,  I  have  forgot 

his  Name  now - but  here’s  the  Maid,  and  fo  ’tis  no 

Matter. 

E?iter  Flora. 

Flor.  Ha  !  Robin  /  is  your  Mailer  come  ? 

Rob.  He’s  coming,  Child— a  Lawyer,  I  believe,  for 
he  had  a  fwinging  Stroke  with  his  Tongue,  flopt  him  in 
the  Street,  about  his  Law-Suit,  I  fuppofe,  fo  he  fent  me 
Exprefs,  fraught  with  his  eager  Wifhes,  to  beg  thy  Lady’s 
Patience  for  two  Minutes  only,  and  then  he’ll  throw  him- 

felf 
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felf  at  her  Feet - egad,  I  think  I  have  made  as  noble 

a  Speech  as  ever  a  Courtier  of  ’em  all.  [Afide. 

Flora.  Why  don’t  you  come  in,  and  deliver  your 
Meffage,  then  ? 

Rob.  Now  I  have  feen  thee  I  dare  not. 

Flor.  Why,  what  do  you  fear  ? 

Rob.  Thofe  pinking  Ogles  of  thine — But  now  I  think 
on’t,  if  my  Mailer  and  your  Lady  Couple,  thou’lt  fall  to 
me  of  Courfe. 

Flor.  To  you - 1  believe  not,  Sir. 

Rob.  But  I  believe  yes — are  not  we  Perquifites  made 
for  one  another? - our  Station’s  the  fame — our  Em¬ 
ployment  alike - you  drefs  your  Lady - fo  do  I  my 

Maher — you  receive  and  deliver  Meffages,  fo  do  I — and 
lying  is  the  common  Vocation  of  us  both. 

Flor.  You  are  very  familiar  in  your  Courtfhip. 

Rob.  ’Tis  my  Way — but  I  know  Truth  is  an  out-of- 
fafhion’d  Courtfhip,  which  your  Sex  is  not  us’d  to.  Ha  ! 
my  Maher.  ■  [Enter  Belair  drejl  for  Revel.]  Sir,  1  did 
your  Meffage. 

Bel.  My  Meffage,  Fellow,  what  Meffage?  This  Dog 
will  fpoil  all  by  his  Blunders  ;  he  does  not  fee  that  I’m 
Revel  now  ;  [ Afide .]  do  you  know  who  you  fpeak  to  ? 

Rob.  By  my  Troth,  I  don’t  know — and  yet  methinks 
1  Ihou’d  know  too. 

Flor.  ’Tis  very  hrange  if  he  fhou’d  not  know  his 
Maher. 

Rob.  Why,  Sir,  pray  are  not  you  my  Maher,  co,  co,  co. 

Bel.  I’ll  tell  you  Rafcal.  {Strikes  him  a  Box  on  the  Ear. 

Rob.  Egad,  I’m  in  the  wrong,  but  where  I  can’t  tell — 
his  Fingers  are  grown  plaguy  flippant  of  late. 

Bel.  Is  Beliza  within,  my  Dear,  doh  know? 

Flor.  I  believe  fhe  is,  Sir— I’ll  let  her  know  you’d 
fpeak  with  her,  if  you’ll  pleafe  to  fignify  what  Name 
you’ll  wear  at  prefent - 

Bel.  Name!  Why,  my  own  Name,  Child,  Revel ; 
what  Name  fhou’d  I  wear?  Thou  art  pleafant,  ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Rob.  There  was  my  Mihake,  now.  [Afide. 

Flor.  Here  fhe  comes,  Sir. 

O  4  Bel. 
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Enter  Beliza. 

Bel.  So  darts  the  Sun  thro5  all  the  thick  wrought  Clouds, 
to  chear  the  labouring  Swain.  \Catching  her  in  his  Arms. 

Beliza.  Hold,  Sir  !  Who  are  you  pray  ?  The  Colonel, 

or  the  Country  Gentleman - the  grave,  ferious,  formal 

Lover,  or  the  gay  rakifh  Soldier  ? — let  me  know,  I  be- 
feech  you,  that  I  may  fquare  my  Converfation  to  yours. 

Bel.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Why  thefe  Interrogatories  ?  Madam, 
do  you  walk  in  your  Sleep  ? — now  I  fancy  you  are  in  a 

Dream  ;  ay,  it  is  fo,  faith - and  I  cannot  refill  the 

Opportunity  for  Gloves.  \KiJfes  her. 

Beliza.  Away,  thou  exquifite  Diffembler - :How 

can  you  look  me  in  the  Face  ? 

Bel.  Becaufe  I  don’t  know  a  Face  in  Europe  that  pleafes 
me  half  fo  well — but  pr’ythee,  why  this  Air  of  Indif¬ 
ference,  or  rather,  Refentment  ?  Look  ye,  Madam,  if 
you  affedl  this  Quarrel  by  the  Way  of  poignant  Sauce — 
you  have  no  Need  of  thofe  little  Recourfes  of  your  Sex 
- Revel  loves  as  much  as  ever,  and  dare  promife - 

Beliza.  More  than  you  perform. - 

Bel.  Accufe  me  not  before  you  try  me— but  why  thefe 
crofs  Purpofes— ha,  my  Incognita  !  now  Belair ,  play  thy 
Part.  [AJide. 

Beliza.  Here’s  one  will  inform  you. - 

Enter  Camila. 

Cam.  Oh,  Mr.  Conjlant,  are  you  come  ? 

Bel.  Conjlant  /  Yes,  Faith,  Madam,  I’m  as  conftant  as 
any  Man - this  Lady  can  witnefs  for  me. 

Beliza.  Not  in  the  Court  of  Confcience,  Sir. 

Bel.  Then  you  have  no  Confcience  at  all. 

Rob.  If  my  Mailer  took  up  Lying  by  the  Week,  what 
a  confounded  Interell  ’twou’d  come  to  in  a  Year.  [AJide. 

Cam.  Do  you  know  why  I  fent  for  you  fo  foon, 
Mr.  Conjlant  ? 

Bel.  No,  Madam — nor  that  you  fent  for  me  at  all. 

Beliz.  You  miflake,  Coufm,  this  is  Colonel  Revel ,  ha,  ha. 

Cam.  Colonel  fiddle,  is  it  not  ? — fure  I  know  Mr.  Conjlant. 

Bel.  Conjlant !  Who  is  he,  Madam  ? 

Cam.  Who’s  he  ?  Why,  are  not  you  he  ? 

Bel.  Not  that  I  know  of. 

Beliza.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  fhall  be  Revel ,  Sir,  till  Con- 
/lant  comes,  if  my  Coufm  will  give  you  leave - 

Cam. 
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Cam.  Pm  furpriz’d  at  his  Impudence — pray,  were  not 
you  here  two  Hours  ago,  Sir? 

Bel.  Not  that  I  remember — 

Cam.  Impoffible — did  not  you  fave  me  from  drown¬ 
ing,  yeherday. 

Bel.  ’Twas  in  my  Sleep,  then — for  waking  Pm  fure  1 
did  not. 

Cam.  DihraCtion — Nor  is  not  your  Name  Conjlant  t 
And  Oxfo7'd/hire. 

Bel.  Quite  wrong - this  is  a  pretty  Chrijlmas  Game 

Lady - but,  pray  let  me  have  fome  Commands,  as 

well  as  all  Queftions. 

Cam.  Nor  don’t  you  know  this  Footman  ? 

Bel.  Again — No,  Madam,  never  faw  him  in  my  Life. 

Rob.  Oh  Lord,  Oh  Lord,  who  am  I  now - for 

he  has  renounc’d  me  heartily.  [. Afide 

Beliza.  What  lay  you,  Friend,  don’t  you  know  this 
Gentleman,  neither  ? 

Rob.  No  more  than  I  do  the  great  Mogul ,  Madam. 

Cam.  Who  do  you  belong  to - 

Rob.  Belong  to,  Madam  !  why,  why,  why,  a  Pox  of 
his  ’tother  Name,  now  I  can’t  think  on’t,  if  I  were  to  be 
hang’d.  [Afide. 

Cam.  Ay,  who  do  you  belong  to,  I  fay,  again  ? 

Rob.  Why,  I  belong  to  my  Maher,  Madam. 

Beliza.  And  what  is  that  Maher’s  Name,  pray? 

Rob.  Name,  Madam — his  name  is — ad,  now  I  think 

on’t,  I  won’t  tell  his  Name - why,  fure  Pm  too  big  to 

be  catechis’d. 

Bel.  This  Dog  will  betray  me.  [Afide. 

Flor.  You  challeng’d  this  for  your  Maher,  juh  now. 

Rob.  What  if  I  did,  Mihrefs,  what  then?  He  is  not, 
it  feems,  without  his  being  double,  as  you  pretend — the 
Devil  fhou’d  have  doubled  me  too. 

Cam.  What  Buhnefs  have  you  here  ? 

Rob.  Buhnefs  !  why  I  brought  a  Meffage  from  my 
Maher  to  one  of  you - and  fo  good  by - 

Cam.  Hold,  hay,  Sir — pray,  what  was  that  Meffage  ? 

Rob.  Why,  that  my  Maher  wou’d  be  here,  prefently — 

Bel.  Oh,  I  fuppofe,  this  is  Mr.  Coufanfs  Man,  that 
you  mihake  me  for — ah,  Pox  of  his  Memory.  [Afide. 

O  5  '  Rob. 
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Rob.  You  have  hit  it,  Sir — Mr.  Conjlant  is  my  Mailer, 
now  his  Name’s  out - 

Cam.  I’m  aftonifh’d  !  Coufin,  did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ? 

Beliza.  Yes,  the  very  fame - but  I  traduc’d  Mr. 

Conjlant  then,  you  know - What  fay  you,  Revel ,  did  I  ? 

Bel.  Hey,  Ladies  !  do  you  defign  to  bait  me,  if  fo, 

give  me  fair  Play,  at  lead - hark  ye,  draw  off  your 

Coufin  and  confefs  your  Plot - or  egad  I’ll  humour 

her  Frenzy,  take  the  Name  of  Conjlant,  and  make  Love 
to  her  before  your  Face. 

Beliza.  With  all  my  Heart,  ’tis  not  the  firft  Time - 

and  I  have  no  further  Services  for  you,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Rob.  So,  he’s  in  a  fair  Way  to  lofe  ’em  both.  [Ajlde. 

Enter  MeJJenger  and  Attendant. 

MeJJ.  I  arreft  you,  Sir,  in  an  Adlion  of  High  Treafon. 

Bel.  Treafon,  Sir  !  Sure  you  miflake  the  Man. 

Beliza.  Ha  !  how’s  this  ? 

MeJJ.  Your  Name’s  Revel ,  Sir. 

Bel.  My  name  is  Revel ,  Sir,  but  guilty  of  no  fuch 
Crime. 

Rob.  Here’s  a  Turn  now — I  muft  fecond  him.  [ AJide . 

MeJJ.  That  muft  be  prov’d,  ’tis  no  Bufmefs  of  mine,  I 
ana  only  to  execute  my  Orders. 

Cam.  I  am  concern’d  for  him  methinks — : - won’t 

you  take  Bail,  Sir? 

MeJJ.  In  thefe  Cafes  no  Bail  is  admitted,  Madam. 

Beliza.  My  Mind  mifgives  me  this  is  a  Trick. 

MeJJ.  Come,  Sir,  I  can’t  ftay - 

Rob.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  pray  enter  my  Adlion  too,  for 

a  Box  of  the  Ear  he  gave  me  juft  now - this  is  fome 

Comfort,  however,  I  fhall  fee  him  bang’d. 

Bel.  Come,  Gentlemen,  I  can  eafily  prove  my  Inno¬ 
cence — If  I  Hand  fair  in  this  Lady’s  Opinion,  I  cannot 
fear  the  World.  [  To  Beliza.]  [ Exit  with  MeJJenger s. 

Beliza.  I  wifh  you  a  good  Deliverance,  Colonel - 1 

know  not  what  to  think. 

Rob.  I’ll  fee  him  lodg’d,  I’m  refolv’d.  [Exit. 

Cam.  Nor  I - to  what  End  can  a  Man  affedt  thefe 

Difguifes  ? 

Beliza.  Out  of  Gallantry,  Coufin — I  fhall  hardly  be 

con- 
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convinc’d  without  I  faw  them  both  together - 1  pity 

the  Colonel’s  unhappy  Difgrace  ;  but,  believe  me,  now 
he  is  arrefted,  Conjiant  is  no  more,  his  Man  following  him 
plainly  fhew’d  the  Cheat. 

Cam.  Nay,  I  confefs,  they  are  extremely  alike,  but  ob- 
ferving  very  narrowly,  I  think  their  Features  are  not  ex¬ 
actly  the  fame. 

Flor.  You  are  of  my  Mind,  Madam— for  methinks,  he 
is  half  an  Inch  taller  than  Mr.  Conjiant. 

Cam.  And  fomething  about  his  Face,  I  don’t  know 
what —  ,  . 

Flor.  I  fancy  his  Nofe  is  fomething  longer. 

Cam.  Thou  haft  hit  it ;  it  is  his  Nofe,  I’m  fure. 

Enter  Belair  for  Conftant. 

Beliza.  You  are  both  mad,  I’m  fure - ha,  ha,  ha, - 

blefs  me  !  Pray  Heaven  it  ben’t  the  Devil  that  thus  de¬ 
ludes  us. 

Bel.  I  am  come,  Madam,  according  to  your  Com¬ 
mands - but  if  my  Reception  prove  like  the  laft,  the 

Pleafure  of  feeing  you  will  very  much  abate — I  am  firft 
at  the  Rendezvous,  I  perceive. 

Ca?n.  Now,  Coufin,  you  are  convinc’d,  I  hope. 

Beliza.  You  are,  I  fee. 

Flor.  Now,  Madam,  I  can  tell  you  the  very  Difference, 
his  Eyes  are  a  little-little  larger. 

Cam.  Nay,  I  think  they  are  a  great  deal  larger. 

Bel.  Why  do  you  furvey  me  fo,  Madam  ?  is  it  poffible 
that  you  can  be  deceiv’d  too — Where  is  this  Colonel  to 
be  found  ?  Will  he  not  come  ? 

Cam.  He  is  juft  gone. 

Beliza.  He  has  difengag’d  himfelf,  Sir,  to  leave  you 
Room  to  aCl  your  Part. 

Bel.  Why  did  you  not  keep  him,  I  fent  my  Man  before 
me  to  let  you  know,  I  would  inftantly  be  here. 

Beliza .  How  could  we  when  the  Queen’s  Authority 
favour’d  his  Retreat  ? 

Bel.  How  fay  you,  Madam  ?  has  the  Queen  fent  for 
him  ? 

Beliza.  How  cunningly  you  diffemble — but  that’s  not 
new,  Diffimulation  feems  your  natural  Gift. 

O  6  Bel . 
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Bel.  Still  thefe  Reproaches,  will  nothing  that  I  fay 

convince  you  ? - Why  did  you  confent  to  let  him 

go  ? 

Cain.  Why,  do  you  really  think  this  is  flill  the  fame  ? 

[To  Beliza. 

Beliza.  I  do  really - the  Trap  was  laid  with  too  much 

Policy  to  be  prevented,  knowing  the  Meffenger  I  never 
fufpedled  the  Truth  of  the  Adtion — but  I  may  change  to 
counter-plot  you  yet.  [Exit. 

Bel.  So,  fire  is  gone  to  the  Prifon - but  fhe’ll  return 

as  unfatisfied  as  Ihe  went.  [AJide.\  Why  do  you  take 
Pleafure  to  infult  the  Man,  your  Beauty  has  inflav’d  ?  If 
my  Vifits  be  offenfive- — tho’  I  die  without  you — I  prefer 
your  peace  fo  much  above  my  own,  Ill  never  difturb 
you  with  my  Prefence  more. 

Cam.  He  looks,  methinks,  with  fuch  an  honeft  Face, 
it  can  be  only  Co7i/lant ;  [ Afide .]  you  muft  own,  I  have 
Reafon  to  fufpedt  you — but  you  have  a  powerful  Advo¬ 
cate  within,  which  pleads  in  your  Excufe,  and  fain  wou’d 
juflify  you. 


Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  At  laft,  I  am  fatisfied — the  Spark  is  Cag’d. 

Flo.  Did  you  follow  him  ? 

Rob.  Do  you  doubt  it  ? 

Bel.  Whom,  fpeak. 

Rob.  Oh,  Sir,  are  you  there  ? - you’ll  be  hang’d  in 

Effigy  To-morrow - 

Bel.  How,  Sauce-box  ! 

Rob.  Ay,  Sir,  he  did  box  me,  but  I  fhall  have  a 
fwinging  Revenge. 

Bel.  Revenge,  for  what  ? 

Rob.  Why,  Sir,  your  Likenefs — that  here  has  been 
fuch  a  Sputter  about — is  taken  up  for  Treafon,  Murder, 
Robbery,  and  the  Devil  and  all - 

Bel.  Oh,  Misfortune  !  to  be  like  fuch  a  Rafcal. 

Rob.  Ay,  fo  it  is  indeed,  Sir — I  thought  he  wou’d 
have  been  pull’d  to-pieces  in  the  Street — there  were 
Girls  of  Fourteen,  and  Women  of  Fourfcore,  with 
Actions  of  Ravifhment  againft  him — and  Tavern,  and 
Eating-houfe  Bills  in  abundance. 


Bel. 
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Bel .  The  Rogue  has  improv’d  the  Hint  admirably. 

[ A  fide . 

Rob.  (’Tis  an  ill-bred  Scoundrel,  he  is  very  like  you, 
Sir,  that’s  the  Truth  on’t)  he  gave  me  the  damndeft  Box 

on  the  Ear,  only  becaufe  I  miftook  him  for  you - he 

has  a  Twinging  Fift,  Sir,  that  was  all  the  Diftindlion  I 

cou’d  make  between  you - but  I  fhall  fee  him  trufs’d 

up  for  it,  that’s  my  Comfort. 

Cam.  I  am  extremely  pleas’d  to  find  they  are  two  dif¬ 
ferent  Perfons. 

Enter  Sir  William. 

Sir  Will.  Conjlant !  I  can’t  believe  my  Eyes. 

Bel.  Why,  what  furprizes  thee  ? 

Sir  Will.  I  met  thy  very  Likenefs  in  Cuftody  of  a 

Meffenger,  and  Hop’d  ’em  to  examine  the  Reafon - 

the  Spark  fnapp’d  me  up  fhort,  and  told  me  ’twas  none 

of  my  Bufinefs,  bad  ’em  pafs  on - 1  admir’d  at  the 

Meaning,  for  I  cou’d  have  fworn  it  had  been  thee — ha  ! 
that  is  Belizrf s  Lodgings  certainly.  [. Afide . 

Bel.  Was  he  dreft  like  me  too  ? 

Sir  Will.  No,  that  was  the  only  DiftinCtion  I  found 
about  him - 1  with  Beliza  ben’t  the  other  Woman - 

Bel.  Now,  Madam - are  you  Hill  in  Sufpence  ? 

Cam.  I’m  convinc’d,  and  over-joy’d,  to  find  you  what 
I  wifh  you. 

Sir  Will.  If  my  Sufpicions  be  true,  I  have  a  pretty 

Kind  of  an  Employment  here - ferving  my  Rival 

againft  myfelf.  \Afide. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  your  Father  wants  you - he  talks 

of  having  you  married  to-night - 

Rob.  How’s  that,  egad,  my  Mailer  will  be  fobb’d  at 
laft,  I  fear.  \Afide.  * 

Cam.  Oh,  Unfortunate - 

Sir  Will.  If  it  be  fo,  ’tis  fome  Pleafure  at  leaf!  to  know 
the  Man.  [. Afide . 

Bel.  What  do  I  hear?  Oh,  Madam,  if  ever  Pity 
touch’d  your  Soul,  exert  it  now — think  where  you  are 
going,  think  too,  who  you  leave — give  me  fome  Affure- 

ance 
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ance  to  fupport  my  Hope,  that  you  will  difobey  your 
Father— or  I  am  miferable. 

Cam.  Believe  me,  my  Surprize  is  as  great  as  yours,  I 
promife  to  ufe  my  utmoft  Arguments  againft  it ;  if  I 
fail,  you  fhall  then  know  my  Father,  and  ufe  your  own 
Difcretion.  [Exit  with  Flora. 

Bel.  That’s  all  I  afk — unexpected  Turn  of  ill  Fortune  ; 
this  News  has  chang’d  the  very  Countenance. 

Sir  Will.  Why,  one  wou’d  fwear  thou  wer’t  really  in 
Love. 

Bel.  And  not  be  forfworn,  Sir  William  ;  for,  faith, 
I  do  love  her  heartily,  and  am  ready  to  capitulate  for 
better  for  worfe,  as  foon  as  fhe  pleafes. 

Sir  Will.  I'm  glad  to  hear  that — one  Thing,  pray,  tell 
me,  without  Referve - 

Bel.  Moft  willingly - 

Sir  Will.  What  Defign  have  you  upon  the  other?  for 
you  can’t  marry  ’em  both  ? 

Bel.  Humph — faith,  no  Defign  at  all,  if  I  cou’d  come 
off  handfomely  ;  tho’  fhe’s  very  pretty,  but  too  well  ac¬ 
quainted  with  my  Incognita,  to  have  any  Intrigue  with. 

Sir  Will.  Does  fhe  love  you  Belair  ? 

Bel.  Not  that  ever  I  cou’d  difcover,  to  fay  the  Truth. 

Sir  Will.  One  Thing  more - Is  not  her  Name 

Beliza  ? 

Bel.  Ha  !  does  he  know  her - I’m  afraid  my  Plot’s 

fpoil’d  again.  [AfideC\  Nay,  Sir  William,  don’t  force  me 
to  tell  Names,  efpecially  after  the  Stratagem  I  have 
made  Ufe  of. 

Sir  Will.  Nay,  nay,  I  am  convinc’d  ’tis  the  fame  ;  had 
I  apprehended  it  fooner,  Friend,  you  had  not  carried 
your  Defign  thus  far. 

Bel.  So,  I  have  made  my  Rival  my  Confident  ;  I  find 
I  am  a  lucky  Fellow,  now,  may  he,  out  of  pure  Revenge 
difcover  me.  [AJide.]  If  I  have  committed  any  Fault, 
Sir  William,  ’twas  a  Fault  of  Ignorance  ;  could  I  divine 
the  Lady  was  your  Acquaintance — fo  that  I  am  affur’d 
your  Friendfhip  muft  forgive  me. 

Sir  Will.  What  Friendfhip  muft  forgive,  Love  denies 
• — as  I  imagin’d,  here  fhe  comes. 

Bel.  Well,  Sir  William ,  whatever  Satisfaction  you  de¬ 
mand 
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mand  I’m  ready  to  return- 


-this  Favour  let  me  obtain, 
as  you  are  a  Gentleman  betray  me  not,  to  my  fair  Un¬ 
known — this  ’tis  the  moft  unfortunate  Thing.  Exit . 

Rob.  Quite  undone  again.  [Exit . 

Enter  Beliza. 

Beliza.  I  am  confounded  !  I  know  not  whether  there 

be  two  or  not - the  Meffen^er  affirms  that  Revel  is  in 

his  Cuftody,  but  his  Orders  run  fo  ftriCt,  that  none  mufl 
be  admitted  to  fee  him - ha,  Sir  Williain. 

Sir  Will.  Pray  what  was  the  Subject  of  your  Lady- 
fhip’s  Contemplation - Colonel  Revel. 

Beliza.  He  has  found  it  then  at  lafl - why,  do  you 

know  Colonel  Revel ,  Sir  William  ? 

Sir  Will.  You  do,  I  find - perfidious  Woman - 

have  I  difcovered  thy  Falfhood — all  thy  Turnings  and 
Windings  of  Indifference,  had  their  Source  from  hence. 

Beliza.  The  readieft  Way  to  flop  his  Tonge  is  to  let 
loofe  mine.  [Ajlde.]  Do,  do,  exalt  your  Voice,  and  raife 
your  Paffion  higher — but  know  !  your  jealous  Rage  fhall 
extort  no  Submiffion  from  me,  tho’  I  cou’d  clear  my  In¬ 
nocence  with  Eafe — but  the  Man  that  dares  fufpeCt  my 

Conduct - and  ftart  a  Quarrel  Hufband-like,  e’er  I 

have  confirmed  his  Title,  I  fcorn  to  difabufe - fo  leave 

him  to  what  Method  he  thinks  beft.  [Exit. 

Sir  Will.  Oh,  Guilt !  What  an  Affurance  doft  thou 
give,  Oh,  Hell,  Hell. 

What  Fate  than  this  coitd  more  injurious  prove , 

Deceiv'd  by  Friendjhifi ,  and  dejlroy'd  by  Love.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  Sir  William’^  Lodgings. 

Enter  Bellair  and  Robin. 

Rob.  You  aCt  your  Part  very  well,  Sir,  but  there  was 
one  Thing  fuperfluous  in  that  of  Revel. 

Bel.  What  was  that,  ppythee  ? 

Rob.  The  Box  o’th’  Ear,  Sir  ;  ’twas  very  uncomfort¬ 
able. 

Bel.  Oh,  there’s  a  Cordial  for  thee.  [Gives  him  Money. 
’twas  only  to  teach  you  a  good  Decorum. 

Rob. 
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Rob.  Oh,  Sir,  your  humble  Servant,  I  am  ready  to  be 
taught,  Sir,  when  ever  you  pleafe. 

Bel.  But  how  are  you  fure  my  Father  knows  I  am  in 
Town. 

Rob.  Sure  on’t,  Sir  !  Why  I  faw  him,  and  told  him  you 
came  but  two  Hours  ago — and  that,  you’d  wait  upon 
him  as  foon  as  you  had  refrefh’d  yourfelf  with  clean 
Linen - 

Bel.  Z’death,  and  why  did  you  fo,  Sirrah  ? 

Rob.  Becaufe,  Sir,  that  was  the  firft  Excufe  that  came 
at  my  Tongue’s  End — and  you  know  there  is  no  hum¬ 
ming  and  hawing  with  my  old  Matter,  Sir. 

Bel.  I  am  in  a  bleffed  Condition,  —  in  Love,  with  I 
know  not  who,  to  be  found  I  know  not  where - un¬ 

doubtedly  out  of  Favour  with  my  Father,  if  I  refufe  his 
Choice,  as  I  moll  certainly  fhall 

Rob.  Nay,  good  Sir,  be’nt  over  certain - may  be 

flie’s  as  handfome  as  t’other — and  you  may  like  her  as 
well. 

Bel.  And,  in  all  Probability,  in  Danger  of  a  Duel 

with  my  Friend - to  rectify  all  thefe  Matters,  require  a 

Machivilian  Brain — go  you  wait  at  t’other  Lodgings. 

Rob.  Yes,  Sir. - Now  has  he  fo  many  Women 

upon  his  Hands,  he  knows  not  what  to  do  with  ’em - 

the  firft  Time  I  ever  faw  him  puzzled  in  thefe  Matters — 

[Exit. 

Lady  Cautious  ftajjing  over  the  Stage. 

Bel.  My  Charmer  !  the  Sight  of  thee  difpels  my  Me- 
lancholly,  and  revives  the  Joy  within  my  Breaft,  which 
firft  thofe  Eyes  infpired - 

Lady.  Why,  were  you  melancholly,  Sir  ?  impoflible. 

Bel.  How  fhou’d  I  be  otherwife  in  the  Abfence  of  my 
Love. 

Lady.  Abundance  of  Love,  but  not  a  Grain  of  Con- 
ftancy,  I  fear. 

Bel.  As  conftant  as  the  Sun  my  Faireft - 

Lady.  What,  like  him,  court  all  you  meet,  and  quit  as 

foon  as  tailed - Nature  never  defign’d  my  Sex  to  feed 

your  Luxury— but  for  Health,  Content,  and  Neceffaries. 

Bel.  Right,  why  then  can  you  deny  the  Man  that  en¬ 
deavours  to  engrofs  thofe  Neceffaries  you  fpeak  of. 

Lady. 
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Lady.  Where  they  are  lawful - but  upon  fecond 

'Thoughts,  I  find  I  have  Scruples.' - 

Bel.  Vapour,  Vapours,  all - lawful !  Why  the  me¬ 

chanical  Notion  I  have  of  the  World,  is  a  rich  Banquet, 

fet  off  with  all  the  choiceft  Things  of  the  Creation - 

where  Man’s  the  Gueft — and  would  it  not  be  the  Height 
of  ill  Manners  to  fnatch  a  Difh,  and  run  away  with  it, 
when,  perhaps,  twenty  more  had  a  Mind  to  the  fame  Meat. 

Lady.  And  would  it  not  be  the  Extremity  of  Folly  to 
tafle  of  every  Difh — when  your  Curiofity  may  bring  a 
Surfeit - 

Bel.  Then  there’s  Phyficians  enough  in  Town  to  cure 
me — 

Lady.  Or  kill  you. 

Bel.  With  all  my  Heart - becaufe  a  Houfe  may 

fall  on  my  Head - muft  I  therefore  lie  in  the  Field — 

but  what  have  we  to  do  with  Philofophy  ? 

For  f of  ter  Plcafures  was  your  Sex  defign'd, 

Heaven  formed  and fent'em  to  delight  Mankind. 

No  Rule  or  Cuftom  did  we  firft  obey , 

But  freely  lov’d  where  Nature  led  the  Way. 

[Embracing  her. 

Lady.  Blefs  me  !  you’l  fmother  me - 

Bel.  Let  us  not  in  cold  difputing  wafte  the  Time,  lead 
Fortune,  angry  at  our  dull  Delay,  fend  another  Interrup¬ 
tion — 

Lady.  Well,  you  was  born  to  ruin  me - but  do  not, 

pray  do  not — life  your  Force — for  well  I  find  my  Weak- 
nefs -  [In  a  yielding  Tone. 

Bel.  A  good  Hint — fure  Fortune  will  not  jilt  me 
again — but  hold,  I’ll  fecure  the  Door — [Shuts  the  Door. 
now  fhew  me  a  Man  poffeft  of  half  an  Hour’s  Happinefs 
above  me.  [  Takes  Hold  of  her.\  [Knocking  without. 

Lady.  Undone  for  ever - there’s  fome  body  at  the 

Door,  if  I’m  difcover’d - Ruin  attends  me. 

Bel.  Another  malicious  Devil  has  croft  me  again - 

why,  why,  why — which  Way  fhall  I  get  out?  Is  there 
no  back  Stairs,  nor  Trap-Door — I,  I,  I,  I’ll  jump  out  of 
the  Window. 

Lady.  By  no  Means - what  will  come  of  me - 

here,  here,  get  into  that  Ciofet.  [Knocks  again. 

Bel. 
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Bel.  Ay,  ay,  any  where — oh,  Succefs,  Succefs,  thou 
haft  forfaken  me.  [Exit.1 

[She  Jhuts  the  Door ,  then  opens  Mother. 

Lady.  Who  knocks  with  that  Authority  ?  Brother,  is 
it  you  !  what  fhall  I  fay  ?  [A/ide. 

Sir  W ill.  What  Bufmefs  have  you  here - Confufion, 

how  fhall  I  contain  myfelf  ?  [Afide. 

Lady.  If  he  has  difcover’d  me,  I’m  a  dead  Wo¬ 
man.  [Afideh]  Why  do  you  look  fo  angry,  Brother - 

Is  it  a  Crime  to  be  in  your  Lodgings  ? 

Sir  Will.  Yes,  I  forbad  you - and  what  was  the 

Door  fhut  for,  ha? 

Lady.  I  fhall  be  found  out,  there’s  no  avoiding  it- 


becaufe  I  was  afraid  the  Stranger  which  you  fay  hates 
Women  fhou’d  furprife  me— I  came  hither  to  be  private, 
and  to  avoid  the  Impertinency  of  Sir  Paul — I  tremble 
every  Joint.  [Afide. 

Sir  Will.  Ay,  fhe  did  come  to  avoid  Sir  Paul,  that’s 

plain  enough - Oh  Nature,  Nature,  why  did’ft  thou 

make  a  Woman - I’m  fure  I  heard  his  Voice— far  off 

he  cannot  be— that  Clofet  muft  conceal  him— I’m  glad 

to  find  you  was  fo  circumfpedl,  Siller - 1  am  out  of 

Humour - you’ll  forgive  me - how  fhall  I  get  rid  of 

her?  [Afide. 

Lady.  Better  than  I  expected -  [Afide. 

Sir  Will.  Pray  oblige  me  with  Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper,  I 

have  loll  the  Key  of  my  Scrutore,  and  can’t  come  at 
mine - 

Lady.  With  all  my  Heart,  Brother - a  fortunate 

Efcape.  [Exit. 

Sir  Will.  Let  me  confider  fhall  I  facrifice  his  Blood  to 
my  injur’d  Honour— no,  I  owe  this  Life  to  him  which 
now  I  bear— and  a  folemn  League  of  Friendfhip  join’d 
our  Souls— I  lodg’d  him  here— and  lhall  I  break  the 
Laws  of  Hofpitality  ? — no — firft,  let  me  know  how  far 
my  Honour  is  concern’d— if  my  Siller  has  betray’d  her 
Virtue— and  I  prove  it— my  juft  Refentment  then  lhall 

fall  on  both— ’tis  refolv’d - [Puts  out  the  Candle, goes 

to  the  Clofet  and  knocks.']  Sir,  Sir— [Belair  opens  the  Door, 

and  comes  out. 

Bel.  Are  they  gone,  my  Life,  my  Love - 


Sir 
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Sir  Will.  My,  Life,  my  Love  !  Damnation  [Afide. 
they  are  gone,  hufh,  make  no  Noife  for  your  Life,  I  ex¬ 
pert  my  Hufband  every  Minute,  therefore  if  you  love  me 
retire  inftantly — 

Bel.  Love  thee  ;  do  I  live  ?  But,  oh,  I  fear  thefe  curd 
malicious  Planets  ne’er  will  crown  my  Wifhes.  [Exit. 

Sir  W ill.  By  that  I  find  he  has  not  enjoy’d  her — now 

know  how  far  fhe’s  inclin’d.- - 

[Goes  into  the  Clofet ,  and Jhnts  the  Door  after  him. 

Enter  Lady  Cautious,  with  Pen ,  Ink,  and  Paper. 

Lady.  Here’s  Pen  and  Ink,  Brother - ha,  in  the 

dark,  Brother  —  Brother  —  ha  !  gone  —  lucky  Oppor¬ 
tunity — let  me  ’fcape  now,  and  I’ll  never  run  the  Danger 

more - [Goes  to  the  Clofet. ]  you  may  come  out,  the 

Coaft  is  clear. 


Enter  Sir  William. 

Sir  Will.  Then  I’m  happy — now  let’s  lofe  no  Time — 

but  improve  the  precious  Moments - condurt  me  to 

fome  more  private  Place,  there  let  me  breathe  my  Soul 
into  your  Bofom,  and  pay  the  Hazards  which  we  have 
both  run - 

Lady.  This  is  no  Time  except  you  wifh  my  Ruin - 

my  Brother  is  alarm’d  and  may  return  this  Minute,  and 
lacrifice  me  to  his  jealous  Fears - have  you  no  Re¬ 
gard  for  my  Safety - yet  will  you  loiter  to  undo  me. 

Sir  Will.  Deftrurtion  feize  thee.  [Afide.\  I  will  go, 
but  firft  tell  me  when,  and  where  I  fhall  be  bled  again. 

^  Lady.  Prefs  me  not  to  further  Folly — I  own  the  tender 
Sentiments  of  my  Heart - and  I  fear  I  love  you - 

Sir  Will.  Excellent  Confeffion -  [Afide. 

Lady.  But  my  Fears  grow  drong,  and  reprefent  Vice 

in  hideous  Forms - twice  this  Day  Surprize  preferv’d 

my  Virtue. 

Sir  Will.  Twice  !  Oh,  Traiterefs.  [Afide. 

Lady.  And  now  by  all  the  Virtuous  Stars,  I’ll  never 
fee  you  more.  [Llings  from  him.]  [Exit. 

Sir  Will.  I’m  glad  to  hear  that - but  did  not  die 

know  me,  fo  took  her  Opportunity  to  dart  from  my 

Vengeance?  It  may  be  fo,  and  this  be  all  a  Lye - it 

mud 
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mud  be  fo - and  now  I  cou’d  rip  that  Bofom  where 

her  Heart,  her  hot  ludful  Heart  refides - yes,  if  thou 


be’d  guilty — thefe  Hands  (hall  flrait  let  out  thy  tainted 
Blood,  to  walh  the  Stains  thou  haft  thrown  upon  our 
Family. 


Enter  Sir  Paul  with  a  Candle. 


Sir  Paul.  Mercy  on  me,  what  a  Noife  is  here  in  this 
Houfe — Adfbud,  it  were  a  Bleffing  to  be  deaf — what  did 

I  fay — Heaven  forgive  me - if  I  fhou’d  be  ftruck  deaf 

now,  what  a  lamentable  Thing  ’twou’d  be - humph — 


ha — in  my  Confcience,  my  Ears  hng,  I  have  a  ftrange 
Humming  in  my  Head  —  pray,  Heaven,  I  grow  not 
deaf  in  earned — Well,  my  Wife  has  fo  many  Relations — 
that  lodge  here,  and  vifit  her  together — I  fhall  certainly 
be  undone — it  cods  me,  at  lead,  Five  Pounds  a  Week  in 
Coffee —  Tea—  Chocolate  —  and  Ratafee  —  Mercy  upon 

me — if  I  fhou’d  come  to  want  now  in  my  old  Age - 

I  may  thank  Marriage  for  it  —  if  I  fhou’d  come  ’to  be 
maintain’d  by  the  Parifh  now  —  Oh,  fad  —  Oh,  fad — 
or  fhou’d  live  to  be  blind — and  led  with  a  Dog  and  a 
Bell — what  fhall  I  do,  if  I  come  to  that,  and  who  knows 
but  I  may — Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  Pll  try  how  I  can 
walk  in  the  Dark.  [Puts  out  the  Candle. 


Enter  Belair. 


Bel.  The  Devil  take  thefe  Difappointments,  I  fay- 


I  have  peep’d  into  every  Room  I  cou’d  dnd  open,  but 

no  Sight  of  her - well,  if  my  Incognita - falls  to  my 

Lot  at  lad,  ’twill  be  fome  Amends - 


Sir  Paul.  What  a  wretched  Condition  is  it  to  be  de¬ 
priv’d  of  Sight - the  very  Apprehendon  puts  me  in  a 

Sweat  all  over — ah,  ah,  within  there,  Lights,  Lights. 

Bel.  I  can’t  imagine  into  what  Part  of  the  Houfe  I’m 
got.  [Runs  agamjl  Sir  Paul. 

Sir  Paul.  What’s  that  ?  Thieves,  Thieves. 

Bel.  Pox  take  this  old  Cuff,  how  came  I  to  dumble 
on  him  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Baftlicon ,  why  Baftlicon ,  I  fay,  Murder, 
Murder. 

Enter 
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Enter  Servants ,  with  Lights ,  and  Bafilicon. 

Bel.  Sir,  I’m  glad  to  fee  you  with  all  my  Heart - 

Sir  Paul.  That’s  a  Lye,  I  believe - but  what’s  your 

Bufinefs  here  now,  Sir?  Anfwer  me  that — do  you  come 
to  bring  me  another  Information  of  Rogues,  ha  !  I  know 

you  again - either  you  come,  Sirrah,  to  make  me  a 

Cuckold — or  to  rob  my  Houfe - but  I’ll  have  you  laid 

by  the  Heels - 1  will  fo - 

Bel.  Very  fine,  Faith - my  next  Step  will  be  to 

Tyburn. 

Sir  Paul.  Bind  his  Hands,  there - 

Bel.  Keep  off  Scoundrels - without  you’l  have  your 

Guts  full  of  Oylet-holes. 

Sir  P aul.  Oh,  Bafilicon ,  fee,  fee,  am  I  not  wounded  ? 
Keep  clofe  to  me. 

Enter  Sir  William. 

Baf.  Not  in  the  lead,  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  How  now,  what’s  the  Matter  here — 

Bel.  Oh,  Sir  William ,  you  come  opportunely,  to  fave 
me  from  thefe  Rafcals. 

Sir  Will.  Sir  Paul ,  why  thefe  Diforders?  Of  what  are 

you  Apprehenfive - this  Gentleman  is  a  Friend  of 

mine. 

Sir  Paul.  But  how  came  he  here,  Sir,  in  the  Dark - 

Bel.  I  midook  this  for  Sir  William’s  Apartment - 

Sir  W ill.  Oh,  Hippocrify - but  e’er  you  and  I  have 

done,  you’ll  own  ’twas  upon  another  Score,  [Afde.]  it 
mud  be  fo,  Sir  Paul ,  I  lent  my  Lodgings  to  the  Gentle¬ 
man  for  two  or  three  Days — curfe  of  my  fhallow  Rea- 
fon — I  did  not  tell  you  of  it,  Sir,  not  thinking  it  material 
enough  to  trouble  you  about. 

Sir  Paul.  Say  you  fo,  Sir - then  Cuckoldom  is 

nothing  material,  you  fhall  all  out  of  my  Houfe - 

you  fhall  fo,  every  Mother’s  Child  of  you - 

Sir  Will.  What  you  pleafe,  Sir  Paul - hark  ye,  Be- 

lair,  there’s  fomething  to  adjud  between  you  and  I, 
which  require  more  Privacy — follow  me.  [ Exit. 

Bel.  So  my  affair  goes  fwimmingly.  [Exit. 

”  VOL.  I.  Sir 
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Sir  Paul.  What  the  Devil  had  I  to  do  with  a  young 
Wife  ? 

They  who  in  Age  will  drag  the  Marriage  Chain , 

Like  me  they'll  find  the  Hopes  of  Comfort  vain ; 

But  if  Relations  ufher  in  the  IV ife , 

There  needs  no  greater  Curfe  to  Human  Life.  [Exit. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 


*  »  &  « -W-  ^  &  & 

A  C  T  V. 

SCENE,  Sir  Williams  Lodgings. 


Enter  Sir  William  and  Belair. 

Sir  Will.  THUS  far,  Sir,  I  have  had  a  drift  Regard 
J_  to  the  League  we  made  in  Spain — ferv'd 
vou  in  the  minuted,  as  well  as  greateft  Things,  even  be¬ 
yond  the  Character  of  a  Gentleman, .  in  helping  you  to 
impofe  upon  a  Lady,  making  good  Manners  fubfervient 
to  my  Friendfhip. 

Bel.  Pr’ythee,  Sir  William ,  let  me  know  the  Sum  at 
once,  without  this  regular  Account. 

Sir  Will.  Twill  be  caft  up  immediately— at  your  Re- 
queft,  refign’d  my  own  Lodgings,  to  oblige  you,  kept 
your  Secret,  even  to  the  Woman  I  lov’d — tho’  you  abus  d 
her — 

Bel.  Nay,  there’s  a  falfe  Tally,  Sir  William  — l  never 
abus’d  a  Lady  in  my  Life - 

Sir  Will.  Have  you  not  abus’d  Reliza  ? 

Bel.  Which  Way?  I  never  alk’d  a  Favour  that  cou’d 
put  her  to  the  Blufh — or  promis’d  Marriage,  and  declin'd 
my  Word. 

Sir  Will.  Have  you  not  pafs’d  by  a  wrong  Name  to 
her  ? 

Bel.  But  the  Perfon  is  the  fame,  when  once  a  Woman 
likes  the  Man — die  feldom  finds  Fault  with  the  Name. 

Sir 
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Sir  JT7//.  Look’e,  Belair,  you  may  affecl  what  Air  you 
pleafe — but  fupplanting  my  Love,  and  difhonouring  my 

Family,  are  Things  not  to  be  repair’d  with  a  Smile - 

Bel.  The  difhonouring  of  your  Fanily  !  What  mean 
you,  Sir?  Such  Accufations  are  not  like  a  Friend. 

Sir  Will.  Nor  fuch  Actions,  therefore  draw — {Draws. 
Bel.  I’ll  never  draw  my  Sword — till  I  know  the  Caufe 
you  allege ;  I  endeavour’d  to  fupplant  you  ;  I  deny 
it — I  wou’d  not  fupplant  my  Friend,  tho’  I  dy’d  for  the 
Woman — but  this  was  only  Gallantry — and  I  ignorant 
of  your  Pretences  ;  and  before  I  knew  you  lov’d  Beliza, 
I  had  fix’d  upon  her  Friend — that  Point  is  clear’d  with 

any  reafonable  Man - but  the  other  Article  it  is  that 

flings  me— How  have  I  difhonour’d  your  Family? - 

for  there  my  Honour,  Faith  and  Friendfhip  are  con¬ 
cern’d — 

Sir  Will.  Are  they  gone,  my  Life - my  Love - 

Bel.  Ha  !  my  own  Words  ! 

Sir  Will.  And  fpoke  to  my  Sifter,  Sir - 

Bel.  The  Devil  they  were. 

Sir  Will.  What  !  are  you  aftonifh’d,  Sir  ?  Draw  in- 

ftantly - or  by  the  bafe  Affront  you  offer’d  me - 

Bel.  Nay,  nay,  hold,  hold,  Sir  William ,  for  Faith  I 

will  not  fight  thee— — one  Word - were  it  poffible  that 

I  cou’d  know  thy  Sifter  by  Inftindl  ?  Or,  deny  a  fair  Lady 
in  Diftrefs. 

Sir  Will.  Trifle  no  longer  with  my  juft  Refentment — 
Bel.  Hear  me  out,  and  if  I  plead  not  within  the  Rules 
of  Reafon,  Jufiice,  and  Probability,  pafs  Sentence  on  me 

freely - fhe’s  young  and  handfome - her  Hufband  old 

and  impotent — —he  full  of  Whimfies  ;  fhe  full  of  Love  ; 

he  wrinkled  and  decay’d - fhe  warm  and  wifhing  ;  I 

young  and  vigorous - fhe  married  againft  her  Will - 

I  not  married  at  all - we  met  by  Accident - fhe  la¬ 
mented  her  Misfortune - 1  pitty’d  her - and  what 

Return  fhe  might  have  made - no  Man - not  your- 

felf,  cou’d  have  refus’d,  had  the  Cafe  been  yours - Oh, 

but  then  fhe  proves  the  Sifter  of  my  Friend - but  my 

Friend  never  told  me  that - confequently  he  is  the 

Aggreffor - Now,  Sir  William ,  will  you  put  yourfelf 

upon  your  Guard,  or  put  up  your  Sword,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sir 


312  Love  at  a  Venture. 

Sir  Will.  My  Friend,  again - 1  confefs  thy  Argu¬ 
ments  are  unanfwerable - thofe  we  do  not  trufi,  can 

ne’er  betray  us. 

Enter  Robin  hajlily. 

Rob.  Oh,  Sir,  your  Father,  Sir  Thomas ,  has  found  your 
Lodgings,  and  hears  you  have  been  in  Town  this  Fort¬ 
night - and  fwears  if  I  don’t  find  you  out  immediately, 

he’ll  flice  me  into  Hafh-meat  ;  he  fays,  he  fha.ll  forfeit 
a  Thoufand  Pounds  if  you  come  not  prefently - 

Bel.  What  fhall  I  conclude  on - is  he  at  my  Lodg¬ 

ings  ? 

Rob.  No,  Sir,  he’s  upon  the  Hunt  like  any  Blood¬ 
hound  ;  I  run  down  twenty  Bye-ways,  leaf!  he  fhou’d 

dog  me - for  you  know,  Sir,  I  am  your  moft  careful 

Servant. 

Sir  Will.  That  thou  art  indeed - you  muft  refolve 

to  fee  him. 

Bel.  And  if  I  fee  him,  there  will  be  no  avoiding  this 
hated  Match - 

Rob.  Without,  Sir,  you  fhou’d  take  another  Name, 

and  perfuade  him  you  are  not  his  Son - 1  have  the 

fame  honefl,  lying  Face,  Sir,  flill,  I’ll  fwear  you  are  none 
of  my  Mailer.  \Knocks  without. 

Bel.  No,  Sirrah,  that  won’t  do  with  him - ha,  fee 

who  knocks. 

Rob.  If  it  be  my  old  Mailer - what  fhall  I  fay,  Sir, 

muff  I  lye,  or  fpeak  Truth  ? 

Bel.  Which  you  will,  the  Condition’s  defperate. 

Re-enter  Robin  with  a  Letter. 

Rob.  Safe,  Sir,  fafe,  a  Letter  from  your  Incognita, 
Sir.  [  Gives  him  the  Letter. 

Bel.  Thou  dear  Cordial  to  my  love-fick  Mind  \KiJfes  it. 
[Reads. I  have  us’d  all  my  Rhetoric  without  EffeTt ;  my 
Father  refolves  this  Night  to  give  me  to  thy  Rival— there- 
fore  if  thou  haft  any  Stratagem  to  relieve  me ,  be  quick  in  the 

Execution - We  are  now  co?ning  to  Sir  Paul  Cautious’r, 

who ,  it f eons,  is  a?i  old  Friend  of  my  Father’s,  you  being  in 
the fame  Houfe,  renders  you  capable  of  feeing— your  Incog¬ 
nita — now,  Sir  William,  I’ll  throw  off  Difguife,  confefs 

who 
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who  I  am,  and  a(k  her  of  her  Father - if  he  refufe,  my 

Rival  muft  meafure  Blades  with  me  ;  you’ll  be  my  Se¬ 
cond,  if  it  come  to  a  Pufh,  Sir  William. 

Sir  Will.  My  Sword  is  ftill  at  my  Friend’s  Service. 

Bel.  Have  at  him,  then - I’ll  to  my  Lodgings,  Drefs, 

and  return  in  an  Inflant - Now  all  ye  Stars,  that  fa¬ 

vour  faithful  Lovers,  prevent  my  meeting  with  my  Fa¬ 
ther.  f  Exit. 

Rob.  And  his  Cane  meeting  my  Shoulders.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  Paul,  pulling  in  Lady  Cautious. 

Sir  Paul.  You,  troop,  troop" - there,  Sir,  take  your 

Sifter,  and  get  out  of  my  Houfe — do  fo — you  fhan’t  bring 
Gallants  under  my  Nofe,  and  lend  your  Lodgings  to 

Rafcals  that  wou’d  cut  my  Throat - Mercy  upon  me, 

’tis  a  Miracle  the  Houfe  don’t  tumble  on  our  Heads - 

I  admire  I’m  alive - 

Lady.  Thou  art  alive,  indeed,  and  that’s  all - 

Sir  Paul.  All,  Houfewife,  why,  why,  why,  you  han’t 
poifon’d  me,  or  wounded  me,  have  you  ? 

[. Looking  and  feeling  about  him. 

Enter  Bafilicon. 

Why,  where  are  you,  Rafcal  ?  Look,  am  I  hurt — do  I 
Bleed  anywhere  ? 

Bafil.  Not  a  Drop,  Sir. 

Sir  Paul.  Can  you  know  by  my  Eyes  or  Hands,  or 
any  Thing,  if  all  be  right  within  me  ? 

Bafil.  Very  eafily,  Sir — you  are  in  perfect  Health — 

Sir  Paul.  You  are  fure  on’t  ? 

Bafil.  I  am  fure  on’t,  Sir  ! 

Sir  Paul.  Why  then,  Miftrefs,  what  do  you  mean,  ha  ! 

Lady.  That  thou  art  an  old  doating, — defpicableWretch. 

Sir  Will.  Hold,  Sifter - better  Language  to  your 

Hufband  wou’d  become  you — and  for  you,  Sir,  fince  your 
ill  Manners  proceeds  from  groundlefs  Jealoulles,  taxing 
a  Gentleman  with  Crimes  of  which  I  know  him  in¬ 
nocent-making  that  a  Pretence  to  traduce  the  Virtue  of 
your  Wife — I  advife  you  to  recall  your  Temper,  and  ufe 
her  like  my  Sifter - or  I  fhall  ufe  you  like  my  Enemy. 

Sir  Paul.  And  run  me  thro’  the  Guts,  I  fuppofe — was 
ever  Man  thus  plagu’d  before  ! 

Lady.  [  Weeping.]  This  is  the  Life  I  lead— my  Virtue 
dill  fufpedted — my  Innocence  accufed,  and  the  Quiet  of 

P  my 
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my  Life  deftroy’d - Did  I  truly  merit  his  Abufes— 

Patience  and  Submiffion  wou’d  become  me — but  I  defy, 
even  the  Tongue  of  Malice,  to  afperfe  my  Fame  or  Con¬ 
duct - and  do  you  think,  Brother,  IT1  endure  this - 

tamely  to  fubmit  and  cringe  to  what  I  hate  ? 

Sir  Will.  One  Word,  Madam— [Pulls  her  afide.']  Bo  aft 
not  of  your  Conduct,  nor  your  Virtue — vile  audacious 
Woman — the  Clofet,  Miftrefs,  think  on  the  Clofet. 

Lady.  Does  he  know  that  ?  now,  I’m  loft  for  ever. 

Sir  Will.  Now,  vent  your  clamorous  Virtue - 

while  thofe  in  whofe  Hands  you  lodge  it,  Echo  back, 
you  have  none. 

Lady.  What  fure  Difgrace  attends  unlawful  Love  ;  had 
I  really  fall’n,  I  now  fhou’d  die  with  fhame. 

Sir  Paul.  What  are  they  whifpering  about,  Now — 
contriving  to  make  me  away,  ten  to  one,  Bafilicon. 

Baf.  Oh,  Sir,  I  defy  ’em  to  do  that  whilft  1  am  near  you. 

Lady.  Oh,  Brother,  forgive  me  ;  ’twas  the  only  Slip  I 

ever  made - methinks  I  hate  myfelf,  for  having,  but 

in  With,  confented,  and  grow  in  Love  with  Virtue. - 

Since  I  have  not  ftain’d  my  Family - the  molt  was 

Thought,  for  fome  good  Angel  flill  did  interpofe  to  prop 
my  nodding  Virtue. 

Sir  Will.  Take  heed  it  nods  no  more. 

Lady.  I  will,  for  now  the  Shame  and  Ruin  that  mull 
have  attended  me,  are  fo  confpicuous  to  my  Sight,  that  I 
will  fhun  even  the  refemblance  of  a  Crime  like  this  ;  if 
you’ll  but  pardon  me,  Fll  vow  never  to  fall  again  from 
Duty. 

Sir  Will.  On  that  Condition  I  do— and,  now,  Sifter, 
fince  your  Marriage- Knot  can  never  be  diffolv’d,  till 
Nature  flips  it — fhew  yourfelf  the  Pattern  of  a  virtuous 

Wife,  indulge  his  Age - and  that  Way  preferve  your 

Eafe,  and  by  your  Meeknefs  and  Humility,  fix  your  Re¬ 
putation. 

Lady.  I  readily  obey — Sir  Paul ,  my  Youth  has  hitherto 
engaged  me  in  a  foolifh  Paffion,  contradictory  to  your 
Will,  but  my  Brother’s  InftruEtions  has  fo  far  inform’d 
me  of  my  Duty,  that  my  Behaviour,  for  the  future,  fhall 
give  you  no  Caufe  for  Complaint. 

Sir  Will.  I’ll  engage  my  Honour  for  the  Performance 
of  her  Promife. 

Sir 
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Sir  Paul.  Here’s  a  Turn  ;  who  can  find  what  Plot  is 

going  forward - Are  you  both  in  Earned  now,  or  not  ? 

Sir  Will.  Pray,  be  lefs  fulpicious,  and  more  a  Man— 
the  lefs  you  fufpert,  the  more  you  are  fecur’d,  Sir  Paul. 

Lady.  A  generous  Confidence,  will  always  oblige  your 
Wife. 

Sir  Paul.  Well,  for  once  I  will  trull  thee - come  to 

my  Arms  then - hold,  hold,  let  me  fee - you  have 

no  Penknife  nor  Piflol  about  you,  have  you  ? 

Lady.  To  what  Purpofe,  my  Dear - Nay,  did  you 

not  fay,  you’d  trufl  me - 

Sir  Paul.  Well,  fo  I  will  then.  [Embrace. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here’s  a  Gentleman,  calls  himfelf  Pofitive , 
to  wait  on  you,  Mrs.  Beliza,  and  another  young  Lady, 
with  him. 

Sir  Paul.  Bring  them  in  immediately,  I  have  not  feen 

him  this  many  a  Year - and  your  Midrefs  too  Will , 

we’ll  have  a  Match  before  you  part,  a  Faith  we  will,  my 
old  Friend - 

Enter  Mr.  Pofitive,  Beliza,  Camilla,  Patch,  and  Flora. 
Welcome,  I’m  glad  to  fee  thee  with  all  my  Heart, 
Ladies,  you  are  welcome — 

Pof.  Sir  Paul ,  your  Hand - 1  cou’d  not  come  to 

Town  without  feeing  you,  Faith - this  is  your  Lady,  I 

fuppofe  ;  by  your  Leave,  Madam.  [ Salutes  heri]  This  is 
my  Daughter,  Sir  Paul ,  I  am  come  up  to  marry  her. 

Sir  Paul.  Why  then,  I  with  her  much  Joy. 

Lady.  I  fhou’d  be  proud  of  being  better  known  to  you. 
Cam.  And  I  of  your  Acquaintance. 

Lady.  Dear  Beliza ,  how  do  you  expert  I  fhou’d  forgive 
your  long  Abfence?  Not  fee  me  in  two  Days. 

Beliz.  I  confefs  my  Fault. 

Sir  Will.  The  readied  Way  to  be  pardon’d,  is  not  to 
perfid  in  the  Wrong,  indeed,  Madam. 

Beliz.  But  who  fhall  judge  between  Right  and  Wrong? 
Sir  Will.  Our  Reafon,  Madam. 

Beliz.  That  very  often  deceives  us,  efpecially  if  we 
put  too  much  Trud  in  the  Perfon. 

Sir  Will.  It  requires  Judgment  therefore,  to  make  a 
proper  Choice,  for  every  Accident  depends  on  that ;  but 
why  this  Indifference,  Madam  ? 

P  2 


Beliz. 


Love  at  a  Venture. 


316 

Beliz.  Why,  that  Queftion  ? 

Sir  Will.  Becaufe  Love  requires  more  Freedom. 

Beliz.  But  Jealoufy  forbid  it,  Sir  William. 

Sir  Will.  Only  the  Effedl  of  too  much  Love  ;  I  afk 
your  Pardon  for  all  paft  Offences. 

Beliz.  Rather  of  too  much  Folly. 

Enter  Belair. 

Ha,  Revel ,  at  Liberty  again - and  here,  what  can  this 

mean  ? 

Bel.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  your  Servant — 

[Sir  William  takes  him  aftde. 

Lady.  Ha  !  the  handfome  Stranger— lie  ftill  my  Heart, 
and  think  not  of  him.  [Aftde. 

Cam.  Now  am  I  diftradled,  to  know  whether  this  be 
her  Lover,  or  mine,  [Aftde. 

Sir  Will.  Sir,  here’s  a  Gentleman  begs  Leave  to  un¬ 
fold  a  Secret  to  you -  [To  Mr.  Pofitive. 

Pof.  To  me - out  with  it  then. 

Sir  Paul.  Has  he  a  Secret  for  him  too. - This 

Spark  is  full  of  Secrets.  [Aftde. 

Bel.  Sir,  I  prefume  you  are  the  Father  of  this  Lady. 

Cam.  This  is  Confant ,  that’s  certain.  [Aftde. 

Beliza.  So,  now  the  Game’s  up - as  I  fufpedted, 

all  one  Man.  [Aftde. 

Pof.  And,  what  then,  Sir  ? 

Bel.  Then,  my  Requeft  is,  to  be  admitted  for  your 
Son-in-Law. 

Pof.  For  my  Son-in-Law - 

Bel.  Yes,  Sir,  provided  I  make  it  appear  my  Fortune 
(ind  Family  are  equal  to  yours - 

Pof.  Sir,  in  one  Word — if  you  cou’d  prove  your  De- 
fcent  from  the  Blood-royal,  and  as  many  Acres  of  Land 
as  the  Po  has  engrofs’d,  ’twou’d  not  avail  you  that,  do  you 
fee  [Snaps  his  Finger  si]  my  Word’s  my  Word,  fhe’s  dif- 
pos’d  of  already,  and  fo  give  yourfelf  no  farther  Trouble. 

Cam.  Heart-breaking  Sentence.  [Aftde. 

Bel.  Is  this  your  final  Refolution,  Sir? 

Pof  Why,  Sir,  what  Reafon  have  you  to  believe,  I 
fhou’d  alter  it  ? 

Bel.  Becaufe,  Sir,  I  have  fome  Reafons  to  believe, 
your  Daughter  loves  me — and  I  hope  you’ll  not  force 
her  Inclinations — - 
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Pof  You  have  fome  Reafons  to  believe  fhe  loves  you — 
what  Reafons,  Sir,  what  Reafons?  You  have  not  lain 
with  her,  have  you  ?  for  that’s  the  fureft  Reafon  a  Man 
can  build  upon. 

Bel.  You  furprife  me,  with  your  Queftion,  Sir, - and 

make  me  blufh,  to  hear  you  give  Utterance  to  a  Thought 

like  that - Your  Daughter’s  Virtue  needs  no  Guard 

againft  fuch  foul  Advances. 

Pof.  I  hope  not - 

Cam.  I  ne’er  fhall  give  you  Caufe  to  doubt  my  Virtue, 
Sir,  and  ’tis  unkindly  urg’d - 1  own,  I  love  this  Gentle¬ 

man. 

Pof.  What,  this  is  he,  that  you  have  pick’d  up  fince 
you  came  to  Town,  is  it  ? 

Cam.  This  is  he,  that  fav’d  my  Life,  Sir - and  if  I 

have  him  not,  I  ne’er  can  love  another ;  yet  your  Com¬ 
mands  fhall  fix  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Sir  Paul.  Well  faid. 

Pof.  As  to  your  Love,  and  Liking,  that’s  out  of  my 

Power,  but  your  Portion  and  Perfon  are  not - fo 

whether  you  confent  or  not,  ’tis  the  fame  Thing - look 

ye,  my  Word’s  my  Word,  fo  never  trouble  yourfelf  about 
that. 

Bel.  Is  it  fo,  I’ll  not  leave  the  Sight  of  her — till  I  fee 
my  Rival - and  then  the  beft  Arm  carry  her. 

Beliza.  And,  this  is  your  worthy  Friend,  you  have  fo 
often  mention’d,  Sir  William  ? 

Sir  Will.  The  fame,  another  Time  I’ll  inform  you  of 
every  Thing,  and  hope  to  obtain  your  Pardon  for  him. 

Beliza.  Nay,  I’m  inclining  to  be  good-natur’d  ;  I  like 
his  Humour  mightily - 

Cam.  But,  Sir,  have  you  no  Regard  to  the  Hazards 
which  he  run  to  fave  my  Life  ;  had  not  his  generous 
Care  preferv’d  me,  you  had  now  been  Childlefs  in  your 
Age. 

Pof.  Humph  !  Why,  to  fay  Truth,  I  wou’d  be  grate¬ 
ful,  but  I  want  the  Means — he  fays,  his  Efiate  is  large, 
fo  that  he’s  above  a  Prefent— and  I  know  not  what  to 

offer  him - Sir,  I  thank  you  for  the  Service  which  you 

did  my  Daughter,  and  had  I  not  given  my  Word,  I 
might  have  chofe  you,  as  foon  as  another,  but  now 
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there’s  no  Help  for’t— if  you’ll  be  one  of  her  Bride-men, 
you  fhall  have  a  Favour  to  keep  for  her  Sake. 

Sir  Paul.  That’s  fomething. 

Lady.  Rude  unpolifhed  Monfter.  {Afide. 

Bel.  Infult  me  not,  Sir, - the  Favour  I  wou’d 

wear  you  have  refus’d. 

Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  Sir,  here’s  your  Father  will  come  in,  in  Spite  of. 

my  Teeth - or  he  fwears  he’ll  have  a  File  of  Mufquet- 

teers,  and  blow  the  Houfe  up.  {Aftde  to  Bel. 

Sir  Will.  What  News  brings  Robin  ? 

Bel.  That  my  Father  is  at  the  Door,  I  muft  go  and 
try  to  appeafe  him. 

[ Goes  towards  the  Door,  and  meets  Sir  Thomas. 

Sir  Tho.  Give  me  Entrance,  or,  I’ll  knock  you  down, 
you  Dogs - 

Enter  Sir  Thomas. 

Where  is  this  gracelefs  Rogue. 

Bel.  [. Kneeling .]  Your  Bleffing,  Sir,  and  with  it  your 
Pardon,  for  having  thus  long  conceal’d  myfelf,  but  when 
you  fhall  know  my  Reafons - 

Sir  Tho.  Reafons,  Sirrah,  what  Reafons  have  you  to 

fhun  your  Father - and  a  handfome  Woman  ;  come 

along,  come  along,  \P tilling  him.\  the  Parfon  and  the 
Bride  has  waited  this  two  Hours,  while  I  have  been 
hunting  you  all  over  the  Town,  Sirrah. 

Bel.  And  now  you  have  found  me,  Sir,  I  canot  com¬ 
ply  with  what  you  propofe. 

Sir  Tho.  How,  how’s  this  ? 

Bel.  There  hands  the  Lady  that  deftroys  my  Duty — 

Sir  Tho.  Ha  !  What  do  I  fee? 

Bel.  Now,  Sir,  fhew '  a  true  Paternal  Love,  and  force 
me  not  to  wed  againfl  my  Will ;  for  tho’  the  Lady  you 
have  chofe,  fhou’d  have  all  the  Charms  that  bounteous 
Nature  gave  the  whole  Sex — there  I  am  fix’d— and  muft, 
and  will,  refufe  her. 

Pof.  Ha  !  Is  not  that  Sir  Thomas  Belair? 

Sir  Tho.  Sayfl  thou  fo - why,  then,  take  her,  my  Boy  ; 

{Throws him  into  Camilla’.?  Arms.\  for  this  is  fhe,  thy  Fa¬ 
ther  did  defign  for  thee. 

Bel.  Oh,  Tranfport,  oh,  unexpected  Happinefs  ! 

Cam.  Oh,  Excefs  of  Pleafure  !  {They  embrace. 

Sir 
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Sir  Tho.  Mr.  Pofitive,  your  Servant  ;  there’s  my  Son. 

Pof.  So  I  fee,  Sir,  and  am  glad  of  it  with  all  my 
Heart. 

Bel.  Now,  Sir,  your  Confent  I  hope  is  free. 

Sir  Paul.  Why,  this  is  the  prettied  Turn  I  ever  faw. 

Rob.  I,  I,  I,  am  fo  overjoy’d,  I  fhall  jump  out  of  my 
Skin - 

Pof.  Camil. — there  take  him. 

[ Calls  her  to  him ,  and  throws  her  to  Belair. 

Bel.  My  Love,  my  Life - my  Soul’s  bed  Com¬ 

fort — 

Beliza.  I  am  pleas’d  to  fee  the  Event  fo  lucky. 

Sir  Will.  So  am  I,  Love  is  the  dronged  Guard  to  re¬ 
drain  Liberty. 

Cam.  Look  up  my  Conftant ,  and  blefs  our  friendly 
Stars  that  thus  have  turn’d  our  Difobedience  into  Duty. 

Bel.  Oh,  I  was  lod  in  Rapture,  the  powerful  Torrent 
rowl’d  too  fad,  and  finks  me  down  with  Pleafure  ;  now 
no  more  that  Name,  but  know  thy  Hufband  wears  that 

of  Belair - and  now,  Madam,  I  mud  afk  your  Pardon 

too — and  you,  my  Friend,  I  give  you  a  thoufand  I  hanks, 
and  wifh  you  as  happy  in  Beliza! s  Love - - - 

Beliz.  I’m  glad  to  fee  you  out  of  Prifon,  Sir  ;  but  how  ? 

Bel.  Thofe  Stratagems  are  vanidi’d  now,  and  I  rely 
on  your  good  Nature  to  forgive  me. 

Sir  Paul.  Nay,  Niece,  I  feldom  adc  Favours,  therefore 
mud  not  be  deny’d  ;  you,  and  my  Wife’s  Brother,  mud 
make  the  fecond  Couple. 

Lady.  I  mud  fecond  Sir  Paul ,  in  that  Requed. 

Cam.  Compleat  my  Happinefs,  and  bear  me  Com¬ 
pany. 

Bel.  Augment  my  Joys,  by  crowning  of  my  Friends. 

Sir  Will.  Let  not  all  intreat  in  vain,  Madam. 

Beliz.  Well,  Sir  William ,  I’ll  run  the  dangerous  Ven¬ 
ture  of  a  Jealous  Hufband,  for  once  ;  but  let  me  caution 

you,  aforehand - the  more  you  fufpeft  my  Conduct, 

the  lefs  I  fhall  confult  your  Humour?  the  more  you 

watch  me,  the  more  I  fhall  dudy  to  deceive  you - 

Leave  then,  your  Spanifh  Airs - and  put  the  true 

Englifh  Hufband  on,  that  is  the  only  Way  to  have  a  vir¬ 
tuous  Wife. 
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Sir  Will.  Your  Advice  is  fo  reafonable,  that  you  fhall 
be  Miftrefs  both  of  yourfelf,  and  me. 

Sir  Paul.  Well  faid,  Brother,  thy  Example  fhall  be 
my  Guide,  for  the  future  ;  come,  we’ll  be  merry,  I'm 
refolv’d  ;  who  is  within  there  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Go  to  the  Play-Houfe,  and  defire  fome  of  the  Singers 
and  Dancers  to  come  hither  ;  I  am  not  often  in  this  Hu¬ 
mour,  but  will  be  merry  while  it  lads. 

Sir  Will.  Go  in  my  Name - they’ll  not  refufe  me. 

Bel.  No,  thou  art  a  good  Benefactor  to  ’em. 

Enter  Ned. 

Ned.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  I  wifh  you  Joy,  I  over¬ 
heard  the  Conclufion  of  your  Happinefs - and  to 

crown  your  Mirth,  here’s  a  comical  Figure  upon  En- 
terance. 

Enter  Wou’dbe,  in  his  Waiftcoat. 

Sir  Will.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Mr.  Wou’dbe ,  without  his 
Clothes — what  doft  thou  defign  this  for  a  Mafquerade, 
at  my  Wedding. 

Would.  Married,  and  to  Beliza,  then  the  good  Opinion 
Ned  faid  fhe  had  of  me,  is  come  to  nothing,  I  find  [Ayide. 
Oh,  Sir  William,  I  am  undone  for  ever,  robb’d  of  my 
new  Coat,  that  I  but  juft  put  upon  my  Back,  by  the 
mod  whimfical  Stratagem  you  ever  hear’d. 

Beliza.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Mr.  Wou’dbe  out-plotted. 

Sir  Will.  How  was  it,  pr’ythee? 

Wou’d.  Why,  Sir,  you  mud  know  I  had  jud  made  up 

fuch  a  Suit  of  Cloaths  as  that  you  have  on^ - and  was 

coming  hither,  but  meeting  your  Brother  Ned,  he  wou’d 
needs  prefs  me  to  the  Tavern,  to  give  him  Beveridge,  fo 
in  we  went,  the  Fellow  that  waited  on  us,  told  me  I  had 
a  Cut  crofs  the  Shoulder  of  my  new  Coat ;  I  look’d,  and 

found  I  had - he  faid  there  liv’d  a  Fine-drawer  at  the 

next  Door - he  wou’d  draw  it  up  in  a  Minute  ;  Where¬ 

fore  I  gave  it  him,  but  my  Eyes  ne’er  encounter’d  him 
dnce. 

O nines.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bel.  Is  your  Subfcription  come  to  this,  ha,  ha,  ha  ;  why 
did  not  you  examine  the  Houfe  ? 

Wan’d.  I  did,  and  they  fay  he  came  in  with  me,  and 
told  them  he  was  my  Servant. 
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Ned.  And  that  he  never  fuffer’d  a  Drawer  to  wait  on 
him,  and  therefore  borrow’d  an  Apron  of  them  to  attend 
us. 

Wou'd.  To  cheat  me  of  my  Coat - nothing  vexes 

me  fo  much,  as  that  I  have  not  been  feen  in  it,  had  I 
but  made  the  Tour  of  St.  James' s,  and  both  Play-houfes, 
my  Paffion  for  it  would  have  ebb’d  to-  an  Indifference — 
and  then - 

Beliza.  That  was  an  unparallel’d  Grievance,  indeed. 

Bel.  Mr.  Wou'dbe,  might  I  advife  you  as  a  Friend, 
leave  off  this  foolifh  Whim  of  Mimicking;  Sir  William 
he’s  a  Gentleman  of  a  plentiful  Fortune,  and  can  afford 
Change  of  Cloaths  for  every  Day ;  but  you,  whofe 
flender  Allowance  from  a  Father’s  Hand,  admits  of  no 
Profufenefs - to  imitate  him  is  Madnefs. 

Rob.  What  a  grave  Piece  of  Advice  is  there - well, 

Marriage  has  chang’d  my  Mafter  already,  I  find. 

Beliza.  I  heard  you  was  about  writing  a  Play,  Mr. 
Wou'dbe ,  I’d  advife  you  to  make  your  top  Character  a 

Sharper - you  fee  they  can’t  out-wit  a  Gentleman  ;  he 

has  lhew’d  you  Plot  for  Plot. 

W ou'd.  With  what  Courage  can  I  proceed  with  the 
Play,  when  this  Rafcal  is  run  away  with  the  Subfcrip- 
tion  —  Well,  I’ll  into  the  Country,  and  never  fee  this 
damn’d  Town  again.  [Exit. 

Enter  Servant. 

O nines.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Serv.  The  Singers  and  Dancers  are  come,  Sir. 

[Here  is  Songs  and  Dances. 

Sir  Will.  Bring  ’em  in,  come,  Gentlemen,  take  your 
Seats,  but  you  forget,  Belair — Robin  is  unrewarded  yet. 

Bel.  Why,  he  lhall  chufe  between  the  two  Maids. 

Rob.  Ah,  Patch  ! 

Patch.  Me  do  you  chufe  ? 

Rob.  Thou  tempts  me,  and  if  I  fhou’d  look  any 
longer,  perhaps  the  Devil  might  be  more  cunning 
than  I. 

Patch.  You  don’t  like  me  then  ? 

Rob.  Look  ye,  Marriage  is  a  lading  Thing - 

if  it  were  for  fix  Months  only,  I  might  venture  upon 

thee - but  for  all  the  Days  of  my  Life - 

Mercy  upon  me - thy  Features  are  too  high 
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Priz’d  Furniture  for  Houfe  keeping,  efpecially  where 

they  muft  let  Lodgings - therefore,  Flora ,  have  at 

thee - 

Flora.  Why  will  you  quit  her  for  me  ? 

Rob.  To  fhew  the  Extremity  of  my  Love,  I  will. 

Patch.  Fool,  didft  thou  think  I  wou’d  have  had  thee? 
Doft  thou  know  that  I  have  had  my  Nativity  caft,  and  am 
told  that  I  fhall  marry  a  Knight,  at  leaft,  if  not  a 
Lord. 

Rob.  Oh,  good  Night  to  your  Ladyfhip,  then. 

Ned.  Well,  Patch ,  Hay  till  my  Brother  dies,  and  I’ll 
marry  thee,  to  make  good  thy  Calculation,  ha,  ha. 

Patch.  Though  you  fhou’d  make  me  a  Lady,  you’d 
not  better  my  Fortune  much  by  being  your  Wife, 

our  Humours  wou’d  quickly  confume  our  Eftate  ; - 

I  love  fine  Cloaths, - —  fine  Coach, - fine 

Equipage,  and  fine  Houfe  ; - You  Drinking, 

Wenching,  Gaming,  and  fo  forth - that  when  I 

wanted  a  New  Suit,  in  the  Morning,  you  have  Hung 

off  your  Money  over  Night. - 

Sir  Will.  She  has  hit  you  home,  Brother,  for  your 
jefting. 

Ned.  Well,  fince  we  know  one  another’s  Infirmities 

fo  well,  we’ll  keep  as  we  are - 

Bel.  Now,  my  fair  Camilla ,  I  am  happy - thefe 

Arms  fhall  fix  my  rambling  Heart. 

Ln govern'd  Youth ,  of  Tafle  not  over-nice , 

Roves  thro ’  the  various  Fields  of  Pois' nous  Vice. 
Cheated  with  Health ,  they  ride  thro ’  Pleafure  Pof , 

To  purchafe  Liberty ,  what  e’er  it  cofi. 

True  Englifh  like ,  that  Idol  they  adore , 

And  fear  the  Marriage-Knot,  as  much  as  G  all ick  Power. 
But  if  once  Reafon  checks  the  loofer  Reins , 

And  bring  found  Judgment  into  Play  again , 

Then  all  muft  own - 

The  truefl  Joy  that  waits  on  human  Life , 

Is  a  conftant  Temper - and  a  virtuous  IV ife. 


THE 


THE 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Penkethman. 


THE  Plodding  Tribe  are  fo  refold d  of  late , 

To  model  and  refine  our  little  State. 

I  fear  to  Great  Ones  we  have  this  relation , 

Thef  ll  ruin  us  at  lafi  by  Reformation  / 

What  heavy  Race  fo  far  without  the  City , 

Coil’d  think  of  plaguing  us  for  being  Witty  ? 

But  were  we  broke  ( dif  banded  I  wou’d fpeak , 

For  nothing  but  a  Shopkeeper  fhou’d  break! ) 

Me?i  of  our  Quality  s  wou’d  rife  by  falling , 

And  grow  more  eminent  in  any  Calling. 

Our  various  Virtues  wou’d fit  all  Conditions  ; 

They  that  want  Piety  might  turn  Phyficians. 

A  Door-keeper  whofe  Cheats  we  can’t  prevent, 

Wou’d purely  thrive  in  any  State-Employment. 

He  that  his  Hopes  from  Impudence  does  draw , 

Might  turn  his  happy  Genius  to  the  Law. 

The  Under  Fry  a  little  Thing  will  ferve , 

For  by  the  Laws  of  England,  younger  Brothers  fiarve. 
No  Change  of  Government  the  Women  drop ,  [Putting  on 
For — Eighteen  Pence  in  Velvet fets  them  up.  a  Maik. 

As  for  my f elf ;  may  Marriage  be  my  Fate , 

Chain’d  to  a  Crofs ,  I  may  repent ,  tho ’  late  ; 

Grow  fit  to  turn  Informer  to  the  Town , 

And  thrive  by  the  fame  Means  I  was  undone. 
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VOL.  I. 


PROLOGUE. 

Spoke  by  Mrs.  PRINCE. 

OUR  Author  fearing  his  Succefs  to  Day , 

Sends  me  to  bribe  your  Spleen  againfi  his  Play , 
And  if  a  Ghoft  in  Nelly Time  could footh  ye, 

He  hopes  in  thefe  that  Flefh  and  Blood  may  move  ye, 
Nay ,  what  is  more ,  to  wi?i  your  Hearts,  a  Maid ! 

If  e  ver  fech  a  Thing  the  Play-houfe  had. 

For  Cold  and  Shade  the  waxen  B l off o ids  born , 

Not  to  endure  the  Regions  of  the  Sun, 

Let  every  Beau  then  his  Applaufe  begin, 

And  thmk  the  Rarity  was  born  for  him  : 

Your  true-bred  Knights  for  fancy1  d  Dames  advance, 

And  think  it  Gallantry  to  break  a  Launce , 

And  fhall  a  real  Damfel  e'er  be  found 
To  plead  her  Caufe  in  vain  on  Englifh  Ground, 

Unlefs  that  dreadful  Prophecy’s  begun , 

I?i  which  Seven  Women  are  to  fhare - one  Man  ! 

But  thanks  my  Stars  that  Danger  I  difown , 

For  in  the  Pit,  I  fee  ’ tis — one — to  one. 

And  while  the  Fair  can  all  their  Rights  enjoy, 

We’ll  keep  our  Title  up  to  being  Coy, 

So  let  your  Praife  be  noify  as  your  Wine, 

And  grant  your  Favours,  if  you’d  pur  chafe  mine. 


A  SO  NG  defign’d  to  be  fung  by  Mr.  Dogget. 

THE  Man  you  Ladies  ought  to  fear, 

Behold  and fee  his  Pi  Bure  here. 

With  A  rms  a-crofs ,  and  down-caft  Eyes 
Thus  languifhes ,  and  thus  he  dies, 

Then  gives  his  Hat  a  carelefs  Pull, 

Thus  he  fighs,  and  thus  looks  dull, 

Thus  he  ogles,  thus  he  fneers, 

Thus  he  winks,  and  thus  he  tears. 

This,  this  is  he  alone  can  move , 

A  nd  this  the  Man  the  Ladies  love. 


E  P  i- 


THE 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoke  by  Mr.  D  O  G  G  E  T. 

YOU  have  feen  what  Scholar  is  in  Cap  and  Gown , 
Before  his  Breeding’s  polijh’d  by  this  Town  : 

’ Tis  not  enough ,  that  he  can  Hebrew J "peak , 

Greek,  Latin,  Chaldeac,  and  Arabick  ; 

He  may  perform  his  Tafk  in  Church  and  School , 

Nder  drop  a  Word ,  that  is  not  Grammar-Rule. 

Run  through  the  Arts  ;  can  each  Degree  commence, 

Yet  be  a  Frefhman  fill,  to  Men  of  Serif e. 

Tho’  the  learn’ d  Youth,  can  all  the  Sages  quote , 

Has  Homer,  Hefiod,  and  the  ref  by  Wrote  ; 

Yet  what’s  all  this  to  Picquet ,  Drefs  or  Play  ? 

Or  to  the  Circle,  on  a  Vif  ting- Day  ? 

A  finifi’d  Beau  ;  for  fuch  fine  things  I  have  feen. 

That  heretofore ,  has  of fome  College  been  : 

But  that  Defpifng ,  nothing  now  7'etains, 

For  Learning  is  a  Thing  requires  Brains  ; 

And  that’s  a  Perquifte  the  Gentleman  difdains. 

The  Great  Dull  Afs,from  breaking  Head  of  Prifcian  ; 
Hither  he  comes ,  and  writes  approv’d  Phyfcian . 

The  Noife  of  Chariot  brings  the  Patients  in  ; 

Grant  them  Patience,  that  Phyfick  for  their  Sin. 

Well  then - 

Since  Learning’s  ufelefs,  PH  the  Tafk  defy  ; 

Practice  to  Ogle,  Flatter,  Swear  and  Lye  ; 

For  that’s  the  Way  the  Ladies  Hearts  to  gain, 

Burn  all  my  Books  ;  my  Studies  are  but  vain  : 

To  gain  their  Looks,  each  Shape  and  Drefs  Til  try  ; 
Smile  when  they  Smile  ;  and  when  they  Frown,  I  Die. 


Drama- 


Dramatis  Perfonae 


MEN. 

Governor  of  Palermo, 

Count  Pirro,  Nephew  to  the  Governor , 
Gravello,  a  Sicilian  Lord ,  Father  to ' 
Lucafia,  J 

Larich,  his  Brother, 

Lord  Euphenes,  an  old  Sicilian  General, 
Palante,  Son  to  Euphenes,  but  unknown  i 
in  Love  with  Lucafia,  J 

Clerimont,  his  Friend, 

Eugenio,  Son  to  Gravello  in  Difguife 
tinder  the  Name  of  Irus,  J 

Alphonfo,  formerly  an  Officer  under  \ 
Euphenes,  J 

Francifco,  in  Love  with  Lavinia, 

Sancho,  a  Pedant,  bred  at  Salamanca,' 
defigtid  by  Larich,  a  Hufband  for 
Lavinia, 

Triflram,  his  Man, 

Rofco,  Servant  to  Count  Gravello, 


WOMEN. 

Lucafia,  Daughter  to  Gravello,  in 
Love  with  Palante, 

Lavinia,  Daughter  to  Larich,  in  Love 
with  Francifco, 

Laura,  Woman  to  Lucafia, 


Mr.  Bowman. 
Mr.  Griffith. 

Mr.  Freeman. 

Mr.  Fieldhoufe. 
Mr.  Arnold. 

Mr.  Powel. 

Mr.  Bade. 

■Mr.  Booth. 

Mr.  Knap. 

Mr.  Pack. 

■Mr.  Dogget. 

Mr.  Lee. 

Mr.  Bright, 


Mrs.  Barry. 

Mrs.  Prince. 
M rs«  Lawfon, 
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Salamanca  Doctor  Out-plotted. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Count  Gravello  and  Rofco. 


Gravello. 

OSCO  / 

Rofco.  My  Lord. 

Grav.  Haft  thou  divulg’d  the  News  that  my 
Son  died  at  Rome ? 

Rofco.  Yes,  my  Lord,  with  every  Circumftance,  the 
Time,  the  Place,  and  Manner  of  his  Death  ;  that  ’tis 
believed,,  and  told  for  Truth  with  as  much  Confidence,  as 
if  they  had  been  Spectators  of  his  End. 

Grav.  That’s  well,  that’s  very  well,  now  Rofco  follows 
my  Part,  I  muft  exprefs  a  moft  unufual  Grief,  not  like  a 
well-left  Heir  for  his  dead  Father,  or  a  lufty  Widow  for 
an  old  decrepit  Hufband  ;  no,  I  muft  counterfeit  in  a  far 
deeper  Strain  ;  weep  like  a  Parent  for  an  only  Son  :  Is 
not  this  a  hard  Talk  ?  Ha,  Rofco  ? 

Rofco.  Ah,  no,  my  Lord,  not  for  your  Skill ;  in  your 
Youth  your  Lordfhip  faw  Plays,  converfed  with  Players, 
knew  the  fam’d  Alberto. 

Grav.  ’Tis  true,  by  Heav’n,  I  have  feen  that  Knave 
paint  Grief  in  fuch  a  lively  Colour,  that  for  falfe  and  aCled 
Paffion  he  has  drawn  true  Tears,  the  Ladies  kept  Time 
with  his  Sighs,  and  wept  to  his  fad  Accents  as  if  he  had 
truly  been  the  Man  he  feem’d,  then  I’ll  try  my  Part, 
thou  haft  ftiil  been  privy  to  my  Bofom  Secrets  ;  know’ft 
Wealth  and  Ambition  are  the  Darlings  of  my  Soul  ;  nor 
will  I  leave  a  Stratagem  uneffay’d  to  raife  my  Family. 

My 
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My  Son  is  well  and  fafe,  but  by  Command  from  me  he 
returns  not  this  three  Months.  My  Daughter,  my  Luca - 
fca,  is  my  only  Care,  and  to  advance  her  Fortune  have  I 
fram’d  this  Project ;  how  doft  like  it,  Rofco ,  ha  ! 

Ro/co.  Rarely,  my  Lord,  my  Lady  will  be  now  fup- 
pos’d  the  Heir  to  all  your  vaft  Revenues,  and  pefter’d 
with  more  Suitors  than  the  Grecian  Queen,  in  the  long 
Abfence  of  her  Lord.  You’ll  have  the  Dons,  Lords  and 
Dukes  fwarm  about  your  Houfe  like  Bees. 

Grav.  My  Aim  is  fix’d  at  the  Rich  and  Great,  he  that 
has  Wealth  enough,  yet  longs  for  more,  Count  Pirro  r 
the  Governor’s  Heir  and  Nephew,  that  rich  Lord  that 
knows  no  End  of  his  large  Fortunes,  yet  dill  gapes  on,  for 
Gold  is  a  fure  Bait  to  gain  him,  no  other  Loadftone  can 
attract  his  Iron  Heart,  ’tis  proof  againfl  the  Force  of 
Beauty,  elfe  I  fhould  not  need  this  Stratagem,  for  Nature 
has  not  prov’d  a  Niggard  to  my  Daughter. 

Rofco.  To  him,  I’m  fure,  file’s  play’d  the  Step-Dame, 
I  much  fear  Lucajia  will  not  relifh  fuch  a  Match. 

Grav .  Ha  !  not  relifh  it  !  has  file  any  other  Tafle  but 
mine,  or  fiiall  fiie  dare  to  with  ought  that  may  contradi6l 
my  Purpofe — But  hold,  perhaps  you  know  how  file’s  in¬ 
clin’d,  you  may  be  confederate  with  her,  and  manage  her 
Intrigues  with  that  Beggar  Palante ,  who  is  only  by 
Lord  Euphene1  s  Bounty,  my  mortal  Enemies,  kept  from 
ftarving. 

Rofco.  Who  I,  my  good  Lord  ?  HeaVn  knows,  I  have 
learnt  by  your  Lordfhip’s  Example,  always  to  hate  the 
Poor,  and  like  the  Courtier,  never  to  do  ought  without  a 
Bribe. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  Count  Pirro,  to  wait  upon  your  Lord- 
fhip. 

Grav.  Condudt  him  in.  [Exit.  Serv.]  Now  Rofco, 
to  my  Couch  ;  if  my  Plot  takes,  I’m  a  happy  Man. 

E?iter  Count  Pirro. 

Pirro.  Is  your  Lord  afleep  ? 

Rof  I  think  not,  my  Lord,  but  thus  he  lies,  Heav’n 
knows  when  this  Grief  will  end — My  Lord,  my  Lord, 
the  Count  of  Pirro . 

;  Grav.  I  pray  your  Lordfhip  pardon  me,  at  this  Time 
I’m  not  fit  to  entertain  Perfons  of  your  Worth. 


Pir. 
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Pir.  Alas  !  my  Lord,  I  know  your  Grief. 

Rof.  Ay,  ’twas  that  brought  his  good  Lordfhip  hither. 

Pir.  You  have  loft  a  worthy,  and  a  hopeful  Son,  but 
Heav’n  that  always  gives,  will  fometimes  take,  and 
there’s  no  Balfam  left  to  cure  thefe  W  ounds  but  Patience ; 
there’s  no  difputing  with  it,  yet  if  there  were,  in  what 
could  you  accufe  thofe  Pow’rs,  that  elfe  have  been  fo 
liberal  to  you,  and  left  you  to  blefs  your  Age  a  beaute¬ 
ous  Daughter. 

Rof.  Now  it  begins  to  work.  [Afde. 

Pirro.  Your  Blood  is  not  extindl,  nor  are  you  Childlefs, 
Sir,  from  that  fair  Branch  may  come  much  Fruit  to  glad 
Posterity  ;  think  on  this,  my  Lord. 

Grav.  I  know  I  fhould  not  repine,  my  Lord,  but  Na¬ 
ture  will  prevail,  I  cannot  help  reflecting  on  my  Lofs  ; 
alas,  my  Lord,  you  know  not  what  it  is  to  lofe  a  Son  ; 
’tis  true,  I  have  Dili  a  Child,  Heav’n  has  now  confin’d 
my  Care  to  one,  to  fee  her  well  bellow’d  fhall  be  the 
Bufmefs  of  my  Life — Oh  !  my  Eugenio. 

Rof.  Egad,  he  does  it  rarely.  [A fide. 

Pirr.  How  fhall  I  manage,  that  he  may  not  fufpea  my 
Love  to  his  Daughter  proceeds  from  his  Son’s  Death, 
[Afde.]  I  was  juft  coming  to  make  a  Propofal  to  your 
Lordfhip  as  the  News  reach’d  my  Ear,  I  much  fear  the 
Time’s  improper  now  to  talk  of  Bufmefs. 

Grav.  Pray  Heaven  it  be  the  Bufmefs  I  wilh  ;  were 
my  Grief  more  great,  if  poflible,  yet  would  I  fufpend  it 
to  hear  my  Lord  of  Pirro. 

Rof.  Cunningly  infmuated.  [Afde. 

Pirro.  Your  Lordfhip  is  too  obliging. 

Grav.  Not  at  all,  pray  proceed,  my  Lord. 

Pirro.  It  was,  my  Lord,  to  have  afk’d  the  fair  Lucajia 
for  my  Wife.  -  ■ 

Rof.  So  he  has  fwallow’d  the  Bait.  [ Afde. 

Grav.  As  I  could  wifh.  [Afde. 

Pirro.  ’Twas  not  out  of  any  Confederation  of  her  pre- 
fent  Fortune,  my  Lord,  I  hope  you’ll  not  believe,  fince  I 
defigned  it  e’er  I  knew  Engemo  dead.  I  wifh  he  may 
believe  me.  [Afde. 

Grav.  If  ’twas,  my  Lord  of  Pirro  does  deferve  it  all, 
nor  would  I  wifh  my  Child  a  better  Match.  But  ’tis  too 
foon  to  treat  of  Marriage  after  fuch  a  Lofs. 

Rofco. 
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Rofco.  Dear  Sir,  confent  to  this  good  Lord,  fo  will 
your  Care  be  over,  and  hopeful  Grandfons  make  up  poor 
Eugenio’s  Lofs. 

Grav.  What  would  you  have  me  think  of  Joy  and 
Death  at  once,  and  mingle  the  Grave  and  Marriages  to¬ 
gether. 

Pirro .  If  you’ll  confent,  my  Lord,  a  private  Marriage 
may  be  had,  and  fo  difpenfe  with  the  ufual  Solemnities  of 
Joy.  If  you  refufe  me,  I  lhall  think  you  flight  my  Claim. 

Grav.  That  Argument  alone  prevails  :  No,  I  will  never 
give  the  Count  of  Pirro  Caufe  to  doubt  of  my  Efteem. 

Ro/co.  Confider,  my  Lord,  fhe’s  an  Heirefs,  that  may 
fet  bold  defperate  Youths  on  rafh  Attempts  ;  and  tho’ 
they  know  Sicilian  Laws  gives  Death  to  him  that  heals 
an  Heirefs,  yet  I’ll  not  warrant  her  Safety  till  to-morrow 
Night. 

Pirro.  He’s  in  the  right,  my  Lord. 

Grav.  Away,  and  call  her,  tho’  fhe’s  diforder’d  with 
her  Griefs.  Now  thou  hah  rais’d  another  Fear,  and  my 
poor  Heart  trembles  for  Luc afi a,  as  it  for  Eugenio  bleeds. 

[Ex.  Rofco. 

Pirro.  Within  my  Arms  hie  fhall  be  fafe  and  happy, 
the  Governor,  my  noble  Uncle,  and  my  Friend,  her 
great  Protestor. 

Enter  Rofco  with  Lucafia. 

Gray.  Come  near  Lucajia ,  like  the  Ambaffadors  from 
this  World’s  great  Rulers,  I  bring  thee  Grief  and  Joy, 
paufe  not  upon  a  Brother’s  Lofs,  tho’  ’twas  a  dear  one  ; 
but  fix  thy  Thoughts  here,  upon  this  Lord  ;  thus  I  be¬ 
queath  thee  to  the  illuhrious  Count  of  Pirro. 

Pirro.  Thus  I  with  Extafy  receive  her. 

[Kneels  and  ki/J'es  her  Hand. 

Luc.  You’ll  give  me  Leave,  my  Lord,  to  wake  from 
this  Confufion  : 

Is’t  poffible  !  do  I  behold  my  Father? 

Can  he  refolve,  at  once,  to  part  with  both 
His  Children,  my  Brother,  the  bell  of  Men, 

N o  more  will  blefs  his  Roof,  no  more  will  grace 

This  Palace  with  his  Prefence - 

Mufl  I  be  caft  out  too,  far  more  unbleft 
Than  he  who’s  lodg’d  within  the  peaceful  Grave. 

Oh,  fend  me  to  him,  e’er  you  condemn  me 
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To  perpetual  Bondage,  to  a  Life  of  Woe  ; 

To  a  Marriage  unthought  of,  unforefeen. 

Pirro.  Madam - 

Grav.  Mind  her  not,  my  Lord,  ’tis  Grief,  ’tis  mere 
Didradlion,  (he  fhan’t  difpute  my  Will.  Pleafe  to  walk 
in,  my  Lord,  we’ll  perufe  the  Writings  of  your  Eftate, 
and  hear  what  Settlement  you’ll  make  her,  and  to¬ 
morrow  the  Priefl  fhall  join  you,  to  alleviate  her  Griefs, 
and  Mine. 

Pirro.  But  to  fee  her  weep  thus,  damps  all  my  rifmg 
Joy. 

Grav.  They  are  but  Virgin  Tears,  pray  come  with 
me,  Daughter,  you  know  my  Will,  I  expedl  you  be  obe¬ 
dient  ;  you  know  ’tis  your  Duty. 

Luc.  I  know  ’tis  Sir. - 

But  you,  I  hope,  will  give  my  Tortur’d  Heart 
Your  Leave  to  break,  and  that  may  fhew  my  Duty. 

Pirro.  Fair  Lucafia. 

Liu.  Oh,  Dift  radii  on  !  [Flings  from  him. 

Grav.  Pray  come,  my  Lord,  let  her  have  her  Way, 
the  Fits  of  Women’s  Grief  lad  not  long,  at  leaft  when  I 
command  fhe  fhall  obey.  [ Exeunt ,  all  but  Lucafia. 

Luc.  A  difmal  Sentence,  it  drikes  me  upon  my  Soul, 
And  raifes  Terrors  far  more  grim  than  Death  ; 

Forgive  me,  Brother,  if  t’thy  Memory 
I  pay  not  one  Tear  more,  all  now  are  due 
To  Love,  and  my  Palante. 

Enter  Laura. 

Lau.  You  name  the  Man  that  waits  by  me  conceal’d, 
For  one  bleft  Minute  to  comfort  his  Lucafia. 

Luc.  All  Minutes  now  are  curs’d,  no  chearful  day, 

Will  ever  bring  the  loll  Lucaria  Peace. 

Lau.  Come  forth,  Sir,  I  believe  you’ll  prove  the  bed 
Phyfician. 

Enter  Palante. 

Luc.  Oh  Palante ,  art  thou  come  prepar’d  to  weep, 

Elfe,  for  me,  thou  art  no  fit  Companion, 

For  I  have  News  will  rack  thy  very  Soul. 

Pal.  Yes,  I  have  heard  of  brave  Eugenio's  Death  ; 

He  was  thy  Brother,  and  my  early  Friend  : 

Thus  doubly  ty’d,  thou  need’d  not  doubt  I  mourn 
Him  truly - 

Luc. 
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Luc.  Oh  poor  Palante  l 
So  wretched  Alcione  did  at  Diflance  grieve. 

When  fhe  beheld  the  floating  Corps, 

And  knew  not  ’twas  her  Hufband. 

Pal.  What  means  my  Love  ? 

Luc.  Doft  thou  not  love  me,  my  Palante? 

Pal.  Oh  !  after  fo  many  Years  of  faithful  Service, 
Why  am  I  afk’d  that  Queftion  ? 

Luc.  It  were  better  that  thou  didfl  not,  for  when 
rhou  hear’ft  the  Story  ’twill  turn  thee  into  Marble  ; 
’Twill  fhock  thy  manly  Heart,  and  make  each  Nerve 
Lofe  its  accuflomed  Faculty,  chill  all 
Thy  Blood,  and  make  thine  Eyes  run  o'er  like  mine, 

For  we  mufl  part  for  ever. 

.  Pul.  Can  that  Voice  pronounce  a  Sound  fo  dreadful  ? 
Art  thou  then  alter’d  with  thy  Fortune  ?  Mufl. 

I  lofe  thee  ? 

Luc.  O  thou  unkind  one  to  fufpecfl  my  Love, 

My  promis’d  Faith,  or  think  me  in  the  leaft 
Confenting  to  my  rigid  Father’s  Will, 

Who,  but  now  has  given  me  to  the  Count  of  Pirro. 

Pal.  Ha  !  to  the  Count  of  Pirro ,  that  Lump  of  De¬ 
formity  : 

My  Sword  has  been  my  Fortune  hitherto, 

And  ne’er  was  wont  to  fail  its  Mafter,  and 
Whilft  this  Arm  can  hold  it,  I’ll  maintain  my  Right. 

Luc.  Which  Way  rafh  Man,  is  he  not  furrounded 
By  numerous  Friends,  and  waiting  Slaves? 

Does  not  inevitable  Death  attend 
Thy  defperate  Purpofe  ? 

P al.  Then  let  that  fame  Sword,  the  old  Acquaintance 
Of  my  Arm,  pierce  its  lofl  Maher’s  Breafl,  and 
End  my  Sorrows. 

Luc.  Forbid  it  Heaven,  is  there  no  other  Way? 

P al.  But  one,  and  that  I  dare  not  name. 

Lite.  Oh  !  how  has  thy  Lucafia ,  fince  firfl  our 
Mutual  Vows  were  plighted,  given  Caufe  for  Doubt. 

\\  hy  doft  thou  fear  to  afk,  fince  all  is  thine,  within 
The  Bounds  of  Honour. 

P al.  When  I  attempt  ought  againft  Lucafia, 

Contrary  to  the  niceft  Rules  of  Virtue, 

May  Heaven,  and  fhe,  forfake  me. 


Luc. 
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Luc.  Oh,  I  know  it,  and  when'  I  refufe  what 
May  advance  our  Loves,  may  I  be  curd 
With  that  hated  Count  of  Pirro.  Speak,  my  Palante. 

Pal.  Can  I— Ye  all-feeing  Powers,  move  fo  bold  a  Suit, 
Oh  !  let  me  humbly  afk  it  on  my  Knees, 

To  quit  her  cruel  Father's  Houfe, 

And  all  the  Grandeur  of  a  pompous  Court. 

To  bear  a  Part  in  my  hard  Fortunes  ; 

Oh  !  ’tis  too  much  to  think,  to  wifh,  to  hope. 

Luc.  Yes,  dear  Palante ,  more  than  this  Pd  do  for  thee. 
What’s  Pomp  and  Greatnefs  when  compared  with  Love  ? 
Oh  !  that  thou  wert  fome  humble  Shepherd  on 
Our  Sicilian  Plain,  I  thy  chearful  Mate, 

Wou’d  watch  with  Pleafure  till  the  Ev’ning  Tide, 

And  wait  thy  bled  Return,  with  as  much  Joy 
As  Queens  expeCt  Victorious  Monarchs,  and 
Think  myfelf  more  bled  than  they.  But,  oh  Palante  ! 
Thou  know’d  our  Country’s  Laws  gives  Death  without 
Reprieve  to  him  that  weds  an  Heirefs  againd  her  Parents 
Tho’  with  her  own  Confent.  Will, 

Pal.  Who  would  not  die  to  purchafe  thee  ?  For  I 
Mud  die  without  thee. 

Luc.  No,  live  Palante ,  we’ll  together  tread 
The  Maze  of  Life,  and  dand  the  Shock  of  Fate. 

The  Power’s  Decree,  or  both  our  Happinefs, 

Or  both  our  Miferies,  where  fhall  we  meet  ? 

For  I  will  leave  this  loathfome  Houfe,  before  their 
Watch  grows  driCter. 

Pal.  Will  thou  then  forfake  the  World  for  thy  Palante  ? 
Everlading  Blefdngs  fall  around  thee, 

And  crown  thy  Days  and  Nights  with  Peace  and  Joy. 

Oh  !  my  fond  Heart,  I  cannot  half  exprefs 
The  Raptures  thou  had  rais’d,  thou  Treafure  of 
My  Soul,  let  me  embrace  thee,  and  while  thus 
1  hold  thee  in  my  Arms,  Pm  richer  than 
The  Eajtsrn  Monarch,  nor  wou’d  I  quit  thee 

To  be  as  great  as  he - 

Oh  !  let  but  what  my  Arms  infolds  be  mine  ; 

Take  all  the  red  the  World  contains,  my  Life. 

Luc.  My  Palante - 

Pal.  I  have  an  only  Friend,  faithful  and  jud 
As  men  of  old  before  Deceit  became 
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A  Trade,  he  {hall  affift  us  in  our  Flight  ; 

He  fhall  prepare  a  Prieft,  if  thou  wilt  meet 
Me  in  the  Eaflern  Grove  ;  when  we  are  wed 
We’ll  fly  to  Spain ,  till  Time  and  Friends  procure 
My  Pardon. 

Luc.  In  fome  Difguife  I’ll  meet  thee  there, 

Juft  at  the  Hour  of  Noon, 

For  then  my  Father  fleeps,  and  I  will  take 

The  Opportunity - - 

And,  oh  !  I  fear  no  Danger  but  for  thee. 

P al.  For  me  there’s  none,  whilft  thou’rt  fafe,  and  with 
Me  thy  Lofs  alone  can  make  Palante  die. 

Enter  Laura. 

Laura.  Madam,  your  Father - 

Luc.  Away  Palante ,  may  all  the  Pow’rs  preferve  thee. 

Pal.  And  thou  the  beft  of  Woman-kind. 

[Exeunt  feverally. 

Luc.  O  Love ,  thou  that  hajl  join'd  a  faithful  Pair , 
Guard  my  Palante,  make  him  all  thy  Care. 

Fate’s  utmofl  Rigor  we  refolve  to  try , 

Live  both  together ,  or  together  die. 

Enter  Count  Gravello,  Larich,  and  Lavinia. 

Grav.  Brother,  you  are  welcome  to  the  Houfe  of  Sor¬ 
row  ;  but  I  have  learnt  fo  much  Philofophy,  to  ceafe  to 
mourn  when  the  Caufe  is  pall  Redrefs.  Once  more,  for¬ 
getting  Grief,  you  are  welcome,  you,  and  my  fair  Niece. 

Lar.  Thank  you  Brother — the  Girl’s  a  foolifh  Girl — 
Marriageable,  but  foolifh — You  underftand  me. 

Lavin.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Larich.  Why,  are  you  not  a  Fool,  Huffy — look’e  Bro¬ 
ther,  I  have  provided  the  Mynxarich  Hufband,  a  Scholar 
too,  Body  of  me  bred  all  his  youth  at  Salajnaiica,  learn’d 
enough  to  commence  Dodtor — I  love  a  learn’d  Man,  ef- 
pecially  when  Riches  too  concur  ;  he’s  the  Son  and  Heir 
of  my  old  Friend  Don  Sancho,  of  Syracufe — and  the  Bag¬ 
gage  cries  I  hate  him ,  and  yet  has  never  feen  him  ;  but 
fhe  is  in  Love,  forfooth,  with  a  young  beggarly  Dog,  not 
worth  a  Groat ;  but  I’ll  prevent  her,  I’ll  warrant  her. 

Grav.  Juft,  juft  my  Cafe,  we  are  Brothers  in  every 
Thing,  my  Daughter  too  thinks  her  Judgment  wifeft, 
and  flies  a  Fortune  for  a  Princefs,  but  her  Reign’s  at 

an 
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an  End,  to-morrow  I’m  rid  of  her  ;  I  warrant  you,  Bro¬ 
ther,  we’ll  hamper  the  young  Sluts. 

Lavin.  You  may  be  both  miftaken,  old  Gentlemen,  if 
my  Coufin  is  of  my  Mind. 

Larich.  What’s  that  you  mutter,  Mrs.  Littlewitt 

Lavin.  I  fay,  I  long  to  fee  my  Coufin  Lucafia,  Sir,  I 
hope  that’s  no  Crime. 

Grav .  No,  no,  Rofco ,  wait  of  her  into  my  Daughter, 
and  dolt  hear  Lavinia  ?  Pr’ythee,  let  Obedience  be  thy 
Study,  and  teach  it  her. 

Lavm.  I’ll  warrant  you,  Sir,  I’ll  teach  her  to  be  Obe¬ 
dient,  if  fhe’ll  but  follow  my  Advice,  ( A/idei]  but  ’tis 
fomething  hard,  though  U  ncle,  to  marry  a  Man  at  firft 
Sight  one’s  heard  but  an  indifferent  Character  of. 

Larich.  How,  Huffy,  are  you  a  Judge  of  Chara6ters  ?  Is 
he  not  a  Scholar  ?  Anfwer  me  that. 

Lavin.  A  meer  Scholar  is  a  meer - You  know  the 

old  Proverb,  Father. 

Larich.  Do  you  hear  the  perverfe  Baggage  ;  get  you 
out  of  my  Sight,  Huffy. 

Lavm.  I  am  obedient,  Sir — I  dare  fwear  I  fhall  find 
better  Company  than  two  old  arbitrary  Dons. 

[ Exit  with  Rofco. 

Larich.  Did  you  ever  fee  fuch  a  Slut  ?  body  o’me  thefe 
wild  Wenches  are  enough  to  make  old  Men  mad. 

Grav.  My  Daughter  is  of  another  Strain,  folid  as  Man 
but  obfiinate  as  Woman  ;  but  no  Matter,  when  file  is  mar¬ 
ried  my  Care  is  over,  let  Count  Pirro  look  to’t. 

Larich.  Count  Pirro  /  body  o’me  a  mighty  F ortune  for 
my  Coufin  ;  why,  he’s  rich  enough  to  buy  a  Principality  ; 
my  Son’s  rich  too,  and  a  great  Scholar,  which  I  admire 
above  all  Things. 

Enter  Rofco. 

Rofco.  Oh  !  Sir,  fuch  News,  fuch  a  Sight,  Sir  ! 

Larich.  What’s  the  Matter  ? 

Rofco.  Don  Sancho  come  to  Town  in  his  Salamanca 
Habit,  his  Drefs,  and  grave  Phiz  has  alarm’d  the  Mob, 
that  there’s  fuch  a  crowd  about  the  Inn  Door,  I’ll 
maintain’t  his  Landlord  gives  him  free  Quarter  for  a 
Twelve-month,  if  he’ll  let  him  expofe  him  to  Advantage, 
ha,  ha,  ha,  he  makes  as  odd  a  Figure,  Sir,  as  the  famous 
Don  Quixot ,  when  he  went  in  Search  of  his  Dulcinea. 

Larich.  Brother,  pray  corre<ft  your  Servant,  I  like  not  his 
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ridiculous  Jefts  upon  the  Habit  of  the  Learned,  my  Son-in- 
Law  that  is  to  be,  minds  nothing  but  his  Books. 

Rofco.  Sir,  I  afk  your  Pardon,  my  niggard  Stars  have  not 
allow’d  Line  enough  to  my  Judgment,  to  fathom  the  Profun¬ 
dity  of  your  Son’s  Shallow  Capacity —  \_B owing  comically. 

Grav.  Peace,  Sirrah — Come, Brother,  now  your  Son’s  ar¬ 
riv’d,  I  hope  we  fhall  have  a  double  Match  to-morrow - 

We’ll  not  confult  the  Women,  but  force  them  to  their  Hap- 
pinefs. 

Experienc’d  Age  knows  what  for  Youth  is  fit ; 

With  Wife  Men,  Wealth  out-weighs  both  Parts  and  Wit. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  I.  Lucafia’s  Chamber. 


Enter  Lucafia  and  Lavinia. 

Lavin.  T  TPON  my  Life,  Coufm,  I  think  my  Condition 
LJ  worfe  than  yours,  and  yet  you  fee  I  am  not 
fo  much  dejedted. 

Luc.  Oh  !  What  Condition  is’t  can  equal  mine  ? 

Much  lefs  exceed  it  ;  to  be  oblig’d  to 
Break  my  Vow,  to  part  from  my  Palaiite  ; 

Forc’d  to  the  Arms  of  a  mifhapen  Monfter, 

Whom  Nature  made  to  vex  the  whole  Creation. 

Nor  is  his  crooked  Body  more  deform’d 
Than  is  his  Soul,  Ambition  is  his  God  ; 

He  feeks  no  Heav’n  but  Intereft ;  nor  knows  he 
How  to  value  ought  but  Gold. 


Oh  !  my  deareft  Brother,  had’fl  thou  but  liv’d 

I  had  been  truly  happy,  but  now  am 

Doubly  miferable,  in  lol'ing  thee  and  my  Palante. 

Lavin.  For  Heaven’s  Sake  don’t  afflidt  yourfelf  at  this 
Rate,  but  fludy  rather  to  avoid  the  ill,  if  you  would  counter¬ 
plot  my  Uncle  ;  dry  up  your  Eyes,  and  let  the  Woman 
work,  I  warrant  you  may  contrive  fome  Way  to  get  rid  of 
this  Lump  of  Worms-meat ;  I  don’t  fear  givingmy  Father 
the  drop,  for  all  his  Care,  yet  tho’  he  made  me  ride  pofl  to 
Town,  to  meet  the  F ool  he  has  pick’d  out  for  me  ;  it  fhall 
cofl  me  a  Fall,  if  I  don’t  marry  the  Man  I  have  a  Mind  to  ; 
1  fhall  fee  who’s  the  bell  Politician,  my  Dad,  or  I. 

Luc.  Thy  Courage  gives  frelh  Life  and  Liberty, 

To  poor  Lucafia’s  tired  refllefs  Soul, 

Such  Pow’r  have  chearfui  Friends  t’eafe  our  Sorrows. 

Oh  ! 
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Oh  !  my  Lavinia,  may  thy  Counfel  prove 
Prophetic,  Pm  going  now,  in  this  Difguife,  to  meet  my 
Dear  Pala?ite  ;  may  no  malignant  Star 
Interpofe  to  crofs  our  mutual  Wifhes. 

May  thy  Defigns  fuccefsful  prove, 

To  fix  thee  ever  in  Francifcd s  Arms. 

Lavin.  And  make  Pala?ite  yours. 

SCENE  the  Street. 

Sancho  and  Francifco  meeting. 

Fran.  Don  Sancho  your  Servant  ;  who  thought  of  feeing 
you  at  Palermo,  I  thought  you  had  been  at  the  Univerfity 
of  Salamanca  ? 

Sancho .  I  came  lately  from  thence. 

Fran.  Pr’ythee,  what  brought  you  hither  ? 

Sane.  Why,  that  that  brings  fome  Men  to  the  Gallows,  a 
Wench. 

Fran.  What,  I  warrant,  you  have  got  your  Bed-maker 
with  Child,  and  fo  are  expell’d  the  College. 

'  Sancho.  That’s  a  Miflake. 

Fran.  What,  thou  art  not  come  hither  to  take  Phyfic,  ha  ! 

Sancho.  No,  not  the  Phyfic  you  mean  ;  but  am  going  to 
enter  into  a  Courfe,  that  is,  the  Courfe  of  Matrimony. 

Fran.  Matrimony,  with  who,  pr’ythee  ? 

Sane.  Why,  with  Don  Larichl s  Daughter  :  Do  you  know 
her  ? 

Fran.  Ha  !  Is  this  my  Rival  ?  This  was  a  lucky  Difcove- 
ry,  ( AJide.]  I  know  her ;  ay,  very  well,  Sir.  1  can  affure 
you  fhe’s  very  handfome,  and  as  witty  as  fhe’s  fair  :  Thou 
wont  vifit  her  in  that  Drefs,  fure  ? 

Sancho.  To  chufe,  Sir,  ’tis  an  Emblem  of  Learning ;  nay, 
I  defign  my  Man  fhall  carry  a  Load  of  Books  along  with 
me  too,  that  Ihe  may  fee  what  he  is  Mailer  of,  that  is  to  be 
Mailer  of  her. 

Fran.  Indeed,  my  Friend,  you’ll  never  fucceed  upon 
thofe  Terms. 

Trijir.  Sir,  my  Mailer  has  fuch  an  Itch  to  this  foolilh 
Learning,  that  he  bellows  more  Money  yearly  upon  Books, 
than  would  build  an  Hofpital  for  all  theCourtefans  in  Italy. 

Sancho.  No  more,  or  you’ll  difpleafe  me,  Trijir  am. 

Trijir.  I  can’t  help  that,  Sir, — Sir,  will  you  believe  me,  I 
have  fpent  two  Days  in  forting  Poets  from  Hiftorians,andas 
many  Nights  in  placing  the  Divines  on  their  own  Chairs, 
I  mean  their  Shelves  ;  then  feparating  Philofophers,  from 
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thofe  People  that  kill  with  a  Licenfe,  cod  me  a  whole  Day’s 
Labour  ;  and  tho’  my  Mailer  fays  Learning  is  immortal,  I 
find  the  Sheets  it  is  contain’d  in  favours  much  of  Mortality. 

Sancho.  I  hope  my  Books  are  in  good  Cafe,  Trijlram  ? 

Trijir.  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  in  as  good  Cafe  as  the  Moths  have 
left  ’em 

Sancho.  Od’fo,  I  had  forgot,  to  get  me  Suarez  Metajhy- 
Jtcks ,  Tolet  de  Anima ,  and  Granados  Commentaries ,  on 
Pnmum  Secundce  Thomce  Aquinatis. 

Trijir.  How  the  Devil  does  he  do  to  remember  all  thefe 
Author’s  hard  Names,  I  dare  fwear  he  underflands  not  a 

Syllable  of  their  Writings - Sir,  would  not  the  famous 

Hiftory  of  A  midis  de  Gaul  do  as  well  ? 

Fran.  Ay,  better,  better  far,  Man,hark’eeSVz;zc/^,you  are 
not  at  Salamanca  now,  amongft  your  fquare  Caps,  but  in 
Palermo,  come  up  to  fee  your  Midrefs  the  fair  Lavinia,  the 
Glory  of  the  City  ;  go  and  court  her  like  a  Gentleman, 
without  your  Tropes  and  Figures,  or  all  the  Phyfics,  Meta- 
phyfics,  and  Metaphors,  will  dreight  be  made  pitiful  Mar¬ 
tyrs. 

Sa?icho.  Martyrs,  Sir,  why,  I  thought — 

Fran.  Thyfelf  an  errant  Idiot,  thy  Brain’s  more  dull  than 
a  Dutch  Burghers.  I  s  this  a  Drefs  fit  for  a  Gentleman  to 
court  his  Midrefs  in  ?  Away,  away,  the  Lady  you  fpeak 
of,  I  can  affure  you  is  too  much  a  Gallant  to  be  taken  with 
a  Band  and  a  fquare  Cap — If  you  would  fucceed,  you  mud 
throw  off  that  Pedant,  and  affume  the  Gentleman,  learn 
the  Tofs  of  the  Head,  and  know  the  Principles  of  each 
Man  by  the  Cock  of  his  Hat. 

Sancho.  How’s  that,  pray  ? 

Fran.  Oh  !  I’ll  teach  you  :  If  you  be  but  willing  to  im¬ 
prove,  I’ll  warrant  you  carry  the  Lady. 

Sanch.  But  I  am  to  be  married  to  her  as  foon  as  I  fee  her, 
fo  my  Father  told  me,  and  that  her  Father  admired  a  Scho¬ 
lar  above  all  Things. 

Fran.  I’ll  improve  that  Hint— Ay,  as  I  told  you,  a 
Scholar  that  is  read  in  Men,  not  in  Books. 

Sancho.  In  Men,  what’s  that  ?  in  Men  !  Trijlram,  what 
does  he  mean?  what  Man  is  to  be  read?  In  Men  !  I 
don’t  underhand  you  ;  but  you’ll  teach  me,  you  fay. 

Fran.  Ay,  ay,  I’ll  give  you  a  Leffon  upon  that  Subject. 

Sa?icho.  Very  well  ;  but  what  Ihall  I  do  for  Cloaths  to 
drefs  like  a  Gentleman  ? 

Fran.  If  you  pleafe  to  dep  into  my  Lodgings  here,  I’ll 
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equip  you  with  a  Suit  of  mine  till  you  can  have  one  made 
and  there  1 11  teach  you  a  little  of  the  Town  breeding,  and 
I  warrant  you  you’ll  fucceed. 

Sancho.  Come  on  ;  faith  I  long  to  become  thy  Scholar. 
Fran .  And  I  to  make  you  an  Afs.  '  [Exit. 

Enter  Eugenio  and  his  Man. 

Eug.  What  can  this  mean  ;  where  e’er  I  come  the  News 
is  current  of  my  Death,  yet  not  two  Davs  fince,  I  wrote  and 
received  Letters  from  my  Father,  and  here  the  Rumour  ernes, 
I  have  been  dead  this  fortnight  !  I  am  refolv’d  to  know  the 
Grounds,  if  poffible.  Pedro ,  go  get  me  fome  Difguife,  and 
for  your  Life  difcover  not  who  I  am,  I’ll  flay  here  at  this 
Inn  ’till  you  return,  and  in  the  mean  Time  think  what 
Method  to  purfue  my  Project  in.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Grove.  Lucafia  fola. 
Lucajia.  Methinks  this  filent  folitary  Grove 
Should  drike  a  Terror  to  fuch  Hearts  as  mine  ; 

But  Love  has  made  me  bold,  the  Time  has  been, 

In  fuch  a  Place  as  this,  I  fhould  have  fear’d 
Each  Ihaking  Bough,  and  darted  at  the  Wind. 

And  trembled  at  the  Rufhing  of  the  Leaves  ; 

My  Fancy  would  have  fram’d  a  thoufand  Shapes  ; 

But  now  it  feems  a  Palace, 

Delightful  as  the  Poets  feign 

The  Elizian  Fields  ;  Here  do  I  expedt 

To  meet  my  Love,  my  faithful,  dear  Palante. 

Why  does  he  day  thus  long?  when  lad  we 
Parted,  each  Hour  he  faid  wou’d  feem  a  Year, 

Till  we  were  met  again,  and  yet  I’m  here 
Before  him  ;  I’ll  red  a  while,  for  come  I 
Know  he  will.  ^  [Goes  and fits  down. 

Enter  Palante  and  Clerimont. 

P al.  This  Clerimont ,  this  is  the  happy  Place, 

Where  I  fhall  meet  the  Sum  of  all  my  Joys, 

And  be  poffed  of  fuch  a  vad  Treafure 
As  wou’d  enrich  a  Monarch  to  receive  ; 

And  thou,  my  Friend,  mud  give  her  to  my  Arms. 

Luc.  Tis  my  Palantds  Voice.  [Corner  forwai'd. 

Pal.  My  Life,  my  Soul,  what  here  before  me  ?  dill 
Thou  prevent’d  me  in  the  Race  of  Love,  and 
Maked  all  my  Endeavours  poor  in  Competition 
With  thy  large  Favours - 

But  I  forget,  Deared  ;  bid  my  Friend  here  welcome 
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This  is  he  whom  I  dare  trud,  next  my  own 
Heart,  with  Secrets. 

Luc.  I  mud  admire  him  that  loves  Palante  ; 
Friendfhip’s.  a  noble  Name,  ’tis  Love  refin’d  ; 

’Tis  fomething  more  than  Love,  ’tis  what  I  wou’d 
Shew  to  my  Palci?ite. 

Cler.  It  is  indeed  a  Beauty  of  the  Mind,  a  Sacred  Name, 
In  which  fo  brightly  fhines  that  Heavenly  Love, 

That  makes  th’  immortal  Beings  tafie  each  others  Joy  ; 
’Tis  the  very  Cement  of  Souls.  Friendfhip’s 
A  Sacred  Name,  and  he  who  truly  knows 
The  Meaning  of  the  Word,  is  worthy  of  Eflimation. 

No  Pains  he’ll  fpare,  no  Difficulties  dart, 

But  hazard  all  for  th’  Int’red  of  his  Friend. 

Pal.  Ay  !  Now  methinks  I’m  Emperor  of  the  World, 
With  my  inedimable  Wealth  about  me  : 

To  fuch  a  Midrefs,  fuch  a  Friend,  what  can  be 

Added  more  to  make  me  happy  ? - 

Oh  !  thou  darkfome  Grove,  that  wont  to  be  call’d 

The  Seat  of  Melancholy,  and  Shelter 

For  the  difcontented  Souls  !  fure  thou’rt  wrong’d  ! 

Thou  feem’d  to  me  a  Place  of  Solace  and  Content  ? 

A  Paradife  !  that  gives  me  more  than  Courts 
Cou’d  ever  do  :  Bled  be  then  thy  fair  Shades, 

Let  Birds  of  Mufick  always  chant  it  here  ; 

No  croaking  Raven,  or  ill-boding  Owl, 

Make  here  their  baleful  Habitation  : 

But  may’d  thou  be  a  Grove  for  Loves  fair  Queen 
To  fport  in,  for  under  thy  bled  Shade  two  faithful 

Lovers  meet - Why  is  my  Lucafia  fad  ? 

Luc.  I  know  not,  but  I  long  to  quit  this  Place, 

My  Thoughts  feem  to  divine  of  Treachery, 

But  whence  I  know  not ;  no  Creature’s  confcious 
To  our  meeting  here  but  Laura ;  I  have  always 
Found  her  honed,  and  yet  I  would  fhe  did  not  know  it. 

Pal.  ’Tis  only  Fear  affaults  thy  tender  Mind  ; 

But  come,  my  Friend,  let’s  to  the  Cell  adjoining 
To  this  Grove,  and  there  the  Pried 

Shall  make  us  one  for  ever.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Larich  and  Lavinia. 

Lar.  Come,  fet  your  Face  in  order,  for  I  expetft  young 
Sanchohtre  immediately,  he  arriv’d  in  Town  lad  Night,  and 
Sent  me  Word  but  now,  he’d  be  here  in  an  indant. 
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Lav.  But,  Sir. 

Lar .  Sir  me  no  Sirs,  for  I’m  refolv’d  you  fhall  be  mar¬ 
ried  to  Night. 

Eater  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here’s  a  Gentleman  to  wait  on  you  calls  him- 
felf  Don  Sancho. 

Lar.  Odfo,  fhew  him  up  ;  now,  you  Baggage,  you  fhall 
fee  the  Pink  of  Learning,  one  that  can  travel  thro’  the  whole 
World  in  an  Afternoon,  and  fup  in  Palermo  at  Night,  ha  ! 
you  fhall ;  you’ll  be  as  wife  as  the  Sibyls  in  a  Month’s  Time, 
with  fuch  a  Hufband,  and  will  bring  forth  a  Race  of  Poli¬ 
ticians  that  fhall  fet  the  World  together  by  the  Ears,  then 
patch  it  up  again  in  the  fupping  of  a  poach’d  Egg. 

Enter  Sancho  Triflram. 

Lar.  Save  you,  Sir. 

Sane.  You  don’t  think  me  damn’d,  Sir,  that  you  bellow 
that  Salutation  upon  me  ? 

Lar.  By  no  Means,  Sir,  ’tis  only  my  Way  of  expreffing 
a  hearty  Welcome. 

Sane.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant  :  Is  this  your  fair 
Daughter,  Sir  ? 

Lar.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sane.  She’s  very  handfome,  Faith. 

Lar.  She’s  as  Heaven  made  her. 

Sane.  Then  fhe  fhou’d  be  naked  ;  the  Taylor  fhou’d 
have  no  Hand  in  her — I  fuppofe  you  know  my  bufmefs, 
fhall  we  be  married  inflantly  ? 

Lar.  Won’t  to-morrow  ferve,  Sir  ?  I  wou’d  firft  hear  a 
little  of  your  Proceedings  in  the  U  niverfity  ;  came  you  from 
S alamanca  now,  Sir  ? 

Sane.  From  IS  alamanca  /  What  do  you  fee  in  my  Face 
that  fhou’d  make  you  judge  me  fuch  a  Coxcomb  ? 

Lar.  Your  Father  writ  me  word,  that  his  Son  that  was 
to  marry  my  Daughter,  was  a  Scholar,  wholly  given  up  to 
Books. 

Satie.  My  Father  was  an  errant  Afs  for  his  Pains,  I  ne’er 
read  a  Book  in  my  Life  but  what  I  was  beat  to,  and  thofe 
I  forgot  as  foon  as  I  left  School  :  A  Scholar  !  he  lies  in  his 
Throat  that  told  you  fo. 

Lav.  In  my  Confcience,  Sir,  you  may  believe  him  ;  I 
darefwear  he  never  faw  a  Book  except  the  Chronicle  chain’d 
in  his  Father’s  Hall. 

Lar.  Hold  your  Tongue,  Huffy  ;  how  now  ? 

Q  4  ' 
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Sane.  Sir,  I  underftand  a  Horfe,  a  Hawk,  or  Hound,  as 
well  as  any  Man  living  ;  nay,  I  underftand  Men  too  ;  I  know 
now  that  you  are  an  old  covetous  Hunks,  by  the  fett  of  your 
Hat  now  ;  but  no  Matter  for  that,  your  Daughter  is  the 
better  Fortune. 

Lav.  The  Fool  has  hit  right  upon  my  Father,  we  fhall 
have  rare  Sport  prefently. 

Sane.  I  have  ftudied  Men,  Sir - 1  knowT  each  Man’s 

inward  Principle  by  his  out-ftde  Habit. 

Lav.  Doos  your  profound  Knowledge  reach  to  Women 
too,  Sir? 

Lar.  You  will  be  prating - 

Sane.  Look  you,  Sir,  obferve  the  Management  of  my 
Hat  now - This  is  your  bullying  Gamefter. 

[  Three  Corners  JJiort  Pinch. 

Lar.  What  the  Devil  have  we  here  !  z’death  this  can 
never  be  Don  Sanctions  Son  ? 

Lav.  This  is  indeed  the  Pink  of  Learning,  Sir — I  fhall 
be  as  wife  as  the  Sybils  with  fuch  a  Hufband  ;  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sane.  Your  Beaus  wear  their  Hats  [ Offering  to  put  it  on.] 
no,  hold,  thus,  Sir  ;  \Clappingit  under  his  Ann. ]  your  con¬ 
ceited  Wit,  thus,  [. Flitting  it  on  over  the  left  Eye ]  and  your 
travell’d  Wit  thus  [Over  the  right  Eye  without  a  Pinch.] 
your  Country  ’Squire,  thus,  [ Putting  it  behind  his  Wig. ) 

Lar.  I  wonder  how  an  Afs  wears  it,  I’m  fure  thou  art  one ; 
I  am  amaz’d  !  this  muft  be  fome  Trick  certainly.  [Afide. 

Lav.  What  think  you  now,  Sir,  fhall  we  get  a  Race  of  Po¬ 
liticians  Pin  my  Confcience  this  falls  out  as  well  as  I  could 
wifh.  Oh  that  I  could  but  once  fee  Francifco.  [Afide. 

Lar.  Huzzy,  hold  your  Tongue,  or - or — — 

[Holds  uf  his  Cane. 
This  may  be' fome  of  your  Contrivance,  for  ought  I  know. 
This  is  a  very  great  Blockhead  ;  Ounds,  I — I — I — have  a 
good  Mind  to  add  one  Fafhion  more  to  your  Hat,  and 
knock  it  down  to  your  Crown. 

Sane.  Evermore,  Sir,  when  you  fee  a  Man  wear  his  Hat 
thus,  [Pulling  it  down  on  both  Sides.]  he’s  a  Projector,  a 
Projector,  Sir,  or  a  Member  of  the  Society  of  the  Reforma¬ 
tion  of  Manners,  [In  another  7b/z<?.]What  think  you  of  this, 
old  Gentleman  ?  ha  !  is  not  this  a  greater  Knowledge  than 
ever  Man  attain’d  to  by  Books?  ha  ! 

Lar.  I  admire  that  my  old  Friend,  knowing  my  Averfion 
forthefe  foolifh  Fopperies,  fhou’d  breed  up  his  Son  to  ’em, 

then 
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then  write  me  Word  he  had  made  him  a  Scholar,  purpofely 
becaufe  I  was  a  Lover  of  Learning ;  pray,  Sir  was  you 
ever  in  Palermo  before  ? 

Sane.  No,  Sir  ;  but  I  like  it  very  well  now  I  am  in’t. 

Lar.  I  muft  be  fati s tied  that  you  are  S eignor  Sancho’s  Son, 
e’er  I  fhall  like  you  for  mine.  \Afule. 

Sane.  What  think  you  of  a  Glafs  of  Champaign,  Sir?  If 
you’ll  go  to  the  Tavern,  I’ll  give  you  a  Bottle  of  the  bell  the 
Houfe  affords  ;  what  fay  you,  old  Dad  ?  ha  !  and  there  we 
will  confult  about  our  Marriage. 

Lar.  If  you’ll  go  to  the  Tavern  that  joins  to  the  Piazza, 
I’ll  wait  on  you  in  a  quarter  of  an  Hour. 

Sane.  Sir,  I  fhall  wait  your  Pleafurc. 

Lar.  I  took  the  Hint,  to  get  rid  of  him,  what  fhall  I  do 
to  find  the  Truth  of  this  ?  •  [. Exeunt . 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  a  Scholar  enquires  for  you. 

Lar.  A  Scholar  !  admit  him  immediately. 

Enter  Francifco  in  SanchoT  Habit. 

Fran.  So,  I  watch’d  Sancho  out,  now  for  my  Cue.  [Afde. 
If  you  be  the  venerable  Man  to  whom  this  goodly  Manfion 
is  impropriated  ;  I  come  to  negociate  about  authentic  Bu- 
finefs. 

Lav.  This  rather  fhou’d  be  Don  Sancho’ s  Son - his 

Words  and  Habit  fpeak  him  moft  learned - 1  am  the 

Perfon,  pray  let  me  be  bold  to  crave  your  Name. 

Fran.  My  Appellation,  or  pro  Nomen ,  as  the  Latins  term 
it,  is  call’d  Jeremie ;  but  my  Cognomen ,  in  our  Mother 
Tongue,  is  call’d  Sancho. 

Lav.  Ha  !  upon  my  Life  ’tis  Francifco  ;  oh,  for  an  Op¬ 
portunity  to  fpeak  to  him  :  I  hope  to  Heaven,  my  Father 
won’t  find  out  the  Cheat.  [A fide. 

Lar.  Ay,  this  is  he,  this  is  he  ;  what  Don  Sancho’ s  Son  ? 

F r an.  The  Nominate, the  Thomifls  all  the  ScCts  of  old 
and  modern  School-men,  do  oblige  me  to  pay  to  that  Gen¬ 
tleman  filial  Duty. 

Lar.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it  with  all  my  Heart,  I  know  the 
other  muft  be  an  Importer,  but  I’m  refolv’d  to  apprehend 
and  punifh  him :  Sir,  you  are  welcome  ;  I  guefs  your  Bu- 
finefs,  my  Daughter  is  yours. 

Fran.  My  Bufinefs  is  about  Propagation,  as  the  civil 
Lawyers  do  learnedly  paraphrafe,  is  of  Concomitance,  or 
Cohabitation,  or  what  you  pleafe  to  term  it. 
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Lar.  How  am  I  bleft  that  this  wonderful  Scholar  fhall  be 

match’d  into  my  Family - Daughter,  what  fay  you  now, 

here’s  a  Hufband  for  you  now,  here’s  a  Hufbandfor  you. 

Lav.  Pray  Heaven  you  hold  but  in  the  Mind  ’till  you 
have  made  him  fuch.  [Ajide. 

Lar.  Does  he  not  fpeak  like  an  Oracle?  ’egad  I’ll  main- 
tain’t,  he  fhall  put  down  ten  Univerfities  and  Inns  of  Court 

in  twenty  Syllables - Pray,  Sir,  fpeak  learnedly  to  my 

Girl,  for,  tho’  I  fay  it,  fhe  has  a  good  Capacity. 

Fran.  Moll  rubicund,  ftilliferous,  fplendant  Lady,  the 
occular  Faculties  by  which  thebeamsof  Love  are  darted  into 
every  Soul,  or  human  Effence,have  convey’d  into  my  Bread, 
the  Luftre  of  your  Beauty ;  and  I  can  admire  no  other  Ob¬ 
ject;  therefore  pardon  me,  Sir,  if  I  only  exprefs  myfelf  in 
Terms  Scholaftic,  and  in  Metaphors,  my  Phrafe  to  her. 

[ Turning  to  Larich. 

Lar.  Learned,  learned,  young  Man,  how  happy  am  I  in 
thee  ? 

Lav.  Now  do  I  long  to  fee  my  F ather’s  Back  turn’d,  that 
he  might  change  his  learned  non-fenfe,  and  talk  more  mo¬ 
dern,  to  talk  more  wife ;  you  may  fpare  your  Rhetoric,  Sir, 
unlefs  you  come  down  to  my  U  nderftanding ;  but  I  know 
juft  enough  of  your  Meaning,  to  tell  you  it  does  not  fuit 
with  my  Inclination. 

Lar.  What  don’t  fuit  with  your  Inclination,  ha,  forfooth  ? 

Lav.  Marriage,  Sir. 

Lar.  ’Tis  falfe,  huffy,  you  have  an  Inclination,  and  you 
fhall  have  an  Inclination  ;  not  an  Inclination,  quoth  the 
Baggage  :  Sir,  I  fay  fhe’s  yours,  come  into  the  next  Room, 
and  I’ll  have  the  Settlement  drawn  immediately,  and  you 
fhall  be  married  to  Night.  Not  an  Inclination  !  \_Exit. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  the  Street. 

Enter  Eugenio. 

Eug.  nr  H  U  S  ill  Difguife  I  fhall  difcover  all, 

JL  And  find  the  Caufe  of  my  reported  Death, 
Which  does  fo  much  amaze  me. 

A  Month  ago  my  Father  fent  me  Word,  that  I  fhou’d  haften 
my  Journey  to  Palermo ;  and  I  met  the  Poft  upon  the  Road, 
that  gave  me  a  Letter,  wherein  he  ftridtly  charges  me  not  to 
come  this  three  Months  :  Nofooner  had  I  enter’d  the  Town, 

but 
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but  I  met  the  Rumour  of  my  Death,  which  hill  furpris’d  me 
more  ;  but  this  Letter  (hall  help  me  to  the  Knowledge  of 
the  Truth.  {Shews  a  Letter ,  goes  to  tke  Door  and  knocks. 

Enter  Rofco. 

Rofc.  Who’d  you  fpeak  with  Friend? 

Eng.  With  the  Lord  Gravello ,  if  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Rof  Marry  gap,  and  can’t  I  ferve  your  Turn?  Nothing 
but  my  Lord,  good  lack  !  I  guefs  he  knows  you  not ;  pray 
what’s  your  Bufinefs  ?  What’s  your  Name  ?  From  whence 
come  you  ?  What  do  ye  want  ?  I  believe  you  are  of  no  fuch 
Extraction,  that  you  Ihou’d  be  introduc’d  to  my  Lord  ;  let 
me  be  judge,  whether  your  Affair  requires  his  Lordfhip’s 
Ear,  elfe,  Friend,  I  fhall  bring  you  but  a  fcurvy  Anfwer; 
either  he’s  bufy,  or  a-fleep,  or  gone  abroad,  any  of  thefe 
are  fufficient  for  your  Quality,  I  fuppofe. 

Eng.  Thus  great  Men  always  are  abus’d,  becaufe  there’s 
no  Accefs,  but  through  fuch  Knaves  as  thee  ?  then  I’ll  re¬ 
turn  my  'Meffage  back  unto  his  Son,  and  bid  him  employ  a 
finer  Fellow,  if  he  expects  that  he  fhould  fee  his  Father. 

{Going. 

Rof.  Ha  !  his  Son  !  flay,  Sir,  and  forgive  me  ;  here 
comes  my  Lord. 

Enter  Count  Gravello,  Rofc o  goes  and  whiffters  him. 

Grav.  Wou’d  you  ought  with  me,  Friend  ? 

Eng.  If  you  be  the  Lord  Gravello. 

Grav.  The  fame. 

Eng.  I  came  from  Rome ,  my  Lord ;  laden,  I  hope,  with 
happy  Tidings,  and  after  the  fad  Report  I  have  met  with, 
I  dare  fay,  welcome  ;  your  Son  Eugenio  lives,  and  with  his 
Duty,  recommends  this  Letter  to  your  Lordfhip’s  Perufal. 

Grav.  How!  does  my  Boy  live?  Oh!  I’m  overjoy’d, 
for  I  thought  him  dead.  Rofco ,  reward  him  for  his  Tidings, 
reward  him  largely,  Rofco. 

Rof  There’s  a  Piflole  for  you,  eat  like  an  Emperor,  d’ye 
hear,  till  that  be  out. 

Grav.  He  writes  me  Word  that  you  are  a  Gentleman 
fallen  to  Decay, andbegsthat  I  would  take  you  into  my  Ser¬ 
vice  :  I  have  no  Place  vacant  at  prefent,  but  the  firfl  that 
falls  worth  your  Acceptance,  fhall  be  yours  ;  in  the  mean 
Timecommandmy Houfe.  {I muflnot let  him f nfpedl  1  knew 
Eugenio  was  alive]  the  happy  News  that  thou  hall  brought 
me,  has  rais’d  me  from  the  Vale  of-  Death  ;  but  tell  me, 
Friend,  haft  thou  reveal’d thistoany  inPtfAr//zc?,butmyfelf  ? 

Q  6  Eng. 
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Eug.  To  none.  For  tho’  I  met  the  tragic  Story  in  every 
Street  through  which  I  pafs’d,  hill  I  conceal’d  the  Truth, 
intending  your  Lordfhip’s  Ear  fhould  firft  receive  it. 

Grav.  d  hou  haft  done  exceeding  well  ;  Rofco ,  give  him 
a  double  Reward,  a  double  Welcome ;  I  have  fome  private 
Reafons  to  myfelf,  that  it  fhould  hill  be  kept  a  Secret, 
which  if  thou’rt  faithful,  thou  in  Time  (halt  know. 

Eug.  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  I  am  no  Blab ;  I  ever  thought  a 
flippery  Tongue  Mankind’s  Shame.  What  can  this  mean  ? 

{A fide. 

Roy.  This  is  a  notable  Fellow. 

Grav.  Rofco ,  bid  him  welcome  ;  tell  him  my  Houfe  is 
his,  bid  him  be  free. 

Rof.  As  long  as  you  have  Occafion  for  him - Sir,  I  am 

yourmoft  obedient,  moft  devoted,  and  thrice  humble  Servi- 

teur  ;  command  the  Pantry,  Cellar,  Maids,  Chambers - 

tor  in  thefe  I  rule,  and  thefe  are  at  your  Service,  Sir. 

[. Bowing  low. 

Eug.  I  thank  you  my  quondam  Friend  ;  but  a  quiet  Re- 
iidence  in  my  Lord’s  Houfe,  the  Time  I  flay,  fatisfies  my 
Defires. 

Rof.  A  worthy  Man,  upon  my  Faith.  Oh  !  my  Lord, 
here  comes  the  Bridegroom,  I  know  by  this  Fellow’s  bein0- 
out  of  Breath.  a 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord  Count  Pirro  fo  fine,  fo  britk,  fo  ugly. 
Grav.  How,  how,  Sirrah,  ugly  ? 

Serv.  So  handfome,  I  mean,  Sir ;  Pox  on’t,  how  came  my 
Head  to  run  fo  of  Uglinefs  ? 

Rof.  Seeing  the  Count,  I  warrant  thee  Jack. 

Grav.  Be  gone,  Varlet,  and  attend  his  coming.  {Exeunt. 
Eug.  Ha!  Count  Pirro ,  the  Bridegroom— and,  my  Life 
a  Secret  ;  I  begin  to  find  the  Caufe.  [A Jute. 

Enter  Count  Pirro. 

Pir.  I  came  my  Lord,  to  claim  your  Promife,  and  re¬ 
ceive  into  my  Arms  the  beautiful  Lucafia. 

Grav.  And  I  d  acquit  myfelf  inftantly.  Within  there — 
call  Lucafia. 

Enter  Laura. 

Laura.  My  Lord. 

Grav.  My - call  your  Lady  ;  what  does  your  Flurt- 

fhqi  do  here?  I  want  your  Miftrefs - why  don’t  the 

Wench  ft  ir? 
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Laura.  My  Lord,  I  don’t  know. - 

Grav.  What  don’t  you  know  ?  nay,  no  grinding  between 
your  Teeth,  fpeak  out. 

Laura.  Why  then,  my  Lord,  I  don’t  know  where  fhe  is. 

Grav.  ’Tis  falfe,  ’tis  impoffible  ;  when  went  ihe  out  ?  and 
whither  ?  Speak  ye  confederate  Mifchief ;  how  long  ago,  I 
fay  ?  Confefs,  or  I’ll  have  ye  rack’d. 

Laura.  She  would  not  take  me  with  her  to  prevent  Sus¬ 
picion  ;  and  now  all  muft  out,  for  my  Limbs  will  never  bear 
firetching,  that’s  certain.  [Afide. 

Grav.  What  are  you  inventing  a  Lye - don’t  hand 

muttering  your  Devil’s  Pater-nofter  there,  but  fpeak  quick¬ 
ly — or —  [Draws  his  Sword. 

Laura.  Oh  hold,  it  was,  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  a,  a,  a - 

Grav.  What  was  it  ?  fpeak. 

Laura  It  was  a  great  while  ago,  my  Lord. 

Grav.  Ha,  fpeak  to  the  Purpofe,  or  thou  dy’h. 

Laura.  No,  no,  no,  my  Lord,  it  was - it  was  juh  now  ; 

what  fhall  I  fay  to  fave  my  unhappy  Mihrefs  ?  [Afide. 

Pirro.  You  terrify  the  Creature  fo,  that  we  fhall  never 
learn  the  Truth,  my  Lord  ;  don’t  tremble  fo,  Sweetheart, 
but  tell  when  went  your  Lady  out,  and  whither  ? 

Grav.  Away  my  Lord,  my  Sword  fhall  fetch  the  Secret 
forth  ;  Huzzy,  fpeak,  or  by  this  Hand,  this  Minute  is  thy 
lah.  [Holds  his  Sword  to  her  Breajl. 

Laura.  Oh,  hold  Sir,  and  I  will  tell  you  all ;  I  do  confefs. 

Grav.  What  ? 

L^aura.  It  muft  out ;  that  my  Lady’s  fled  to  meet Palante 
in  the  Eaflern  Grove,  and  I  believe,  by  this,  they  are  married. 

Grav.  Fly  and  efcape  my  Fury,  thou  more  than  Devil. 

[* Straps  her  with  his  Sword ,  Jhe Jhrieks  and  runs  off. 
Now,  my  Lord  of  Pirro ,  you  that  fo  kindly  came  this  Day 
to  comfort  me,  how  fhall  I  look  you  in  the  Face?  or  what 
Reparation  can  I  make  you,  if  my  Daughter’s  loft  ?  Within 
there  !  raifethe  Houfe,  take  Officers  immediately,  I  charge 
you  ;  fly  to  the  Eaflern  Grove,  and  feizemy  Daughter  and 
all  that  you  find  with  her  :  We’ll  have  Revenge,  my  Lord, 
at  leafi. 

Pirro.  There’s  yet  a  Pleafure  left  in  that,  and  I’m  refolv’d 
my  Arm  fhall  give  him  Death  ;  let’s  to  the  Grove,  my  Lord. 

Rofco.  Do  you  confider,  my  Lord,  the  Danger  of  your 
rafh  Attempt,  the  Law  will  do  you  right  ;  ’tis  prefent  Death 

in 
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in  Sicily ,  to  fteal  an  Heirefs  without  her  Friends  confent; 
fil'd  fecure  him,  and  his  Lifes  yours. 

Eug.  ’Tis  as  I  fuppofe  ;  oh  Treachery  !  [. A fide . 

Grav.  Rofco ,  thou  art  an  Oracle,  that  Way  the  Revenge  is 
more  fecure  and  certain.  I’ll  after ’em,  and  fee  the  Traitor 
brought  to  condign  Punifhment.  [ Exit  with  Rofco. 

Pirro.  I’ll  to  the  Governor,  and  prepare  him  for  the 
Judgment,  my  Intered  there  will  furely  fign  his  Death. 

[Going. 

Etig.  Am  I  alive  ?  do  I  breathe  ?  can  I  have  a  human 
Soul,  and  fuffer  this  injuflice  to  proceed  ?  Poor  Pal  ante , 
muft  thou  die,  becaufe  Fortune  has  not  bled  thee  with  her 
Favours  ;  No,  fomething  I  will  do  to  fave  thee  ;  and  yet, 

if  poffible  not  difcover  who  I  am.  My  Lord - 

[Pulls  Count  Pirro  by  the  Sleeve  as  he  goes  out. 

Pirro.  What  art  thou 

Eug.  A  poor  Poet,  my  Lord,  little  beholden  to  Fortune. 

Pirro.  None  of  thy  Profeffion  are,  take  up  fome  more 
thriving  Occupation  ;  turn  Pimp,  Solicitor,  Gamefler,  any 
Thing  will  do  better  than  Rhiming  ;  there’s  fomething  for 
thee,  I’m  in  Hafte  now. 

Eug.  My  Lord,  I  thank  you  for  your  Charity,  and  your 
good  Advice  ;  but  I  have  fome  for  you  too. 

Pirro.  Forme!  whatis’t? 

Eug.  I  underhand,  my  Lord,  that  you  are  to  marry  my 
Lord  Grav  ell  o’ s  Daughter. 

Pirro.  Yes,  an  Heirefs - 

Eug.  No  Heirefs,  my  Lord,  her  Brother  is  alive. 

Pirro.  The  Fellow’s  mad. 

Eug.  What  I  fay  is  certain  Truth  ;  and  to  my  Know¬ 
ledge,  his  Father  gives  out  the  Report  of  his  Death  only  as 
a  Bait  for  you. 

Pirro.  Ha  !  where  is  he  ? 

Eug.  In  this  T own  conceal’d  till  your  Marriage  be  over ; 
know  I  hate  this  Family,  and  that  makes  me  difcover  it. 

Pirro.  Does  he  hate  the  Family  ?  then  perhaps  he  has 
only  forg’d  this  Lye  to  hinder  Lucafia  from  marrying  into 
mine  ;  I’ll  try  him  farther.  [ A fide. 

Art  thou  fure  he  is  alive  ? 

Eug.  As  fure  as  that  I  live  myfelf ;  my  Lord,  I  fawhim 
not  two  Hours  ago  ;  I  wifh  he  was  not,  for  your  Lordfhip’s 
fake  :  I  am  his  Domeflic,  and  come  now  to  learn  Intelli¬ 
gence  ; 
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gence  ;  I  loath  my  Servitude,  detefl  the  proud  Family,  and 
fhou’d  rejoice  to  fee  ’em  ruin’d. 

Pirro.  From  whence  proceeds  thy  Hate?  the  World 
reports  Eugenio  a  Man  of  Honour,  Honefty  and  Courage. 

Eug.  That  Part  of  the  World  that  thinks  him  fuch,  fees 
thro’  the  wrong  End  of  the  Profpedtive  ;  his  Honour’s  but 
Pretence,  his  Honefly  Hypocrify,  and  his  Courage  Lewd- 
nefs ;  he  ravifht  a  Sifter  of  mine  at  Rome ,  for  which  I 
never  can  forgive  him 

Pirro.  This  Fellow,  I  find  is  ripe  for  Mifchief ;  and  if  I 
durft  truft  him,  wou’d,  for  a  large  Reward,  remove  Eugenio , 
and  make  Lucci/lci  indeed  an  Heirefs  ;  and  ’twere  but  juft, 
fince  Count  Gravello  did  defign  to  wrong  me  of  his  Eftate, 
why  fhou’d  not  I  rob  him  of  his  Son  ?  where  could  be  the 
Danger  of  this  ACt  ;  I  can’t  fore-fee  any,  for  he  has  already 
given  it  out  he’s  dead,  and  therefore  dares  not  fearch  into 
the  Matter  ;  but  is  it  fafe  to  truft  this  Stranger,  he  may  be¬ 
tray  my  Purpofe,  or  not  do  it ;  yet  ’tis  reafonable  to  think 
the  contrary,  for  he  hates  him  for  his  Sifter’s  Rape,  and 
therefore  would  be  glad  to  meet  Occafion  to  revenge  it,  ef- 
pecially  when  ufher’d  in  by  a  great  Sum  :  I’m  refolv’d  to 
break  it  to  him.  [A/ide.]  What  is  your  Name,  Friend? 

Eug.  Irus ,  my  Lord. 

Pirro.  Your  Name  as  well  as  Habit  fpeak  you  poor. 

Eug.  I’m  poor  enough,  my  Lord. 

Pirro.  Very  poor? 

Eug.  Very  poor,  my  Lord. 

Pirro.  Would  you  not  gladly  mend  your  Fortunes. 

Eug.  I  wifh  your  Lordlhip  would  fhew  me  the  Way. 

Pirro.  What  think  you  now  of  taking  Revenge  for  your 
SifteFs  Rape,  ha  ? 

Eug.  Alas  !  my  Lord,  that  I  wou’d  have  done  long  ago, 
but  Want  prevented  my  Efcape. 

Pirro.  Say’ft  thou  fo  ?  my  Friend:  well,  poifon  this 
Eugetiio ,  and  thou  fhalt  not  want ;  for  thy  Reward,  a  thou- 
fand  Crowns  are  thine. 

Eug.  Think  it  done,  my  Lord,  nor  will  I  receive  my 
Hire  till  I  have  brought  you  a  certain  Proof  Eugenio  is  no 
more  ;  all  I  afk  is  but  your  Hand  to  the  Agreement,  my 
Lord,  that  I  may  be  fure  of  my  Reward. 

Pirro.  I’ll  give  it  thee - We  muft  be  fafe,  for  his  F ather 

will  be  afham’d  to  profecute,  after  his  reported  Death.  I 
muft  confefs  I  lov’d  Lucafia  as  an  Heirefs,  but  was  fhe  ten 

times 
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times  as  fair,  I  would  not  marry  her  without  the  Dowry, 
therefore  make  fure  my  Fortune  by  thy  Maher’s  Death. 
Eug.  He  dies  this  Night. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Grove. 

Enter  Palante,  Lucafia,  and  Clerimont. 

Pal.  ’Tis  done,  ’tis  done,  the  Sacred  Knot  is  ty’d, 

And  bright  Lucafia  is  for  ever  mine. 

I  ne’er  till  now  did  tafte  the  Sweets  of  Life  ; 

Or  the  tranfporting  Extafy  of  Joy. 

Burft  not  ye  feeble  Minifters  of  Nature, 

With  the  vaft  Excefs  of  fwelling  Pleafure. 

Oh  !  my  Friend,  what  (hall  I  fay  to  thee? 

Cler.  This  is  no  Time  for  Talk  or  Tranfports, 

Make  bfe  of  my  Fortune,  and  fly  till  the  Purfuit  is  over. 
^  Pal.  Oh  !  Clerimont ,  I’m  bankrupt  every  Way, 

Both  to  thee,  and  to  my  fair  iAicaJia. 

Still  thou  art  fad,  my  Love. 

Luc.  My  Sadnefs  does  proceed  from  Fear  for  thee, 
Take  your  Friend’s  Counfel,  let  us  fly  this  Place. 

Hark  !  What  Noife  is  that?  ha  me,  we’re  loft. 

Enter  Gravello,  Eugenio,  Rofco,  and  Officers. 

Grav.  Fall  on  Officers,  there  they  are. 

Cler.  Thieves. 

Pal.  Villains  ! 

Grav.  Thou  art  thyfelf  the  Thief  and  Villain  too  ; 

Give  me  my  Daughter  thou  Ranter. 

Pal.  Firft  take  my  Life. 

Grav.  F all  on,  I  fay  ;  down  with  ’em  if  they  refill. 

Luc.  Oh  !  we  are  undone,  wicked,  wicked  Laura. 

Pal.  Come  on,  Slaves.  [They  fight,  but  are dij and d  by 
Cler.  We  fhall  not  furrender  tamely.  [ the  Multitude. 

Grav.  So,  keep  ’em  faft,  we’ll  have  ’em  fafter  fhortly. 
For  you,  Minion,  I  fhall  fecure  you  from  a  fecond  ’Scape. 
Luc.  Yet  do  but  hear  me,  Father. 

Grav.  Call  me  not  Father,  thou  difobedient  Wretch, 

1  hou  V agabond,  thou  art  no  Child  of  mine  ; 

My  Daughter  was  bred  up  to  Virtue.  * 

Luc.  Foe  you  my  Mother  wou’d  have  done  as  much  : 

If  Need  had  fo  required  ; 

Think  not  that  my  Mind  e’er  ftray’d  from  Virtue  ; 

Oh  !  liften  to  the  Voice  of  my  Prayer,  and  Crown 
It  with  rich  Mercy. 


Grav. 


The  Stolen  Heirefs.  353 

Grav.  Off,  Strumpet,  Officers  away  with  the  Criminals, 
They  both  ffiall  die. 

Pal.  Now  I  muff  fpeak,  oh  fpare  my  Friend,  for  he 
Is  innocent. 

Cler.  If  thou  muff  die,  Palante ,  I  have  no 
Other  With,  but  to  fuffer  with  thee. 

Grav.  That  With  affure  thyfelf  thou  fhalt  obtain. 

Lite.  Oh,  flay  blood-thirfty  Men,  ftay  and  hear  me 
But  a  Word,  and  that  ffiall  be  my  final  Refolution. 

If  thou,  my  cruel  Father  wilt  not  hear, 

But  doff  proceed  to  fpill  the  Blood  of  him 
In  whom  my  Life  fubfifts,  remember,  Sir, 

I  am  your  Daughter,  once  you  did  love  me  ; 

Oh  !  tell  me  then,  what  Fault  can  be  fo  great 
To  make  a  Father  murderer  of  his  Child  ? 

For  fo  you  are  in  taking  his  dear  Life  ; 

Do  not  think  that  I  will  ftay  behind  him. 

No,  whilft  there’s  Afps,  and  Knives,  and  burning  Coals  ; 
No  Roman  Dame’s  Example  ffiall  outgo 
My  Love. 

Pal.  Oh  !  my  Lncafia ,  thou  haft  touch’d  my  Soul  ! 
Barely  but  to  imagine  thou  muft  die, 

Will  make  me  reftlefs  in  my  filent  Grave. 

Is  not  my  Death  fufficient,  barbarous  Man  ? 

But  muft  Lucafid s  Woe  be  added  too  ? 

Dry  up  thofe  Tears,  my  Wife,  my  lovely  Bride, 

Or  thou  wilt  make  me  truly  miferable, 

Preferve  thy  Life,  that  I  may  after  Death, 

In  thee  my  better  Part  furvive. 

For  thee  and  for  my  Friend  my  only  Prayers  ffiall  be, 

If  vou  both  live,  Palante  dies  with  Pleafure. 

Grav.  Away  with  ’em,  and  let  the  Law  decide  it. 

Luc.  I  too  alike  am  guilty  ; 

O  let  me  ffiare  the  Puniffiment  with  them, 

Thou  fhalt  not  go  alone,  take  me  with  thee  ; 

Here  are  my  willing  Hands,  quick  bind  ’em  faff,  [Runs  and 
Elfe  here  I’ll  hold ’till  my  laft  Breath  expires.[r/#//APalante. 
Grav.  Ungracious  Viper,  let  go  the  Traitor. 

Luc.  What  to  die  ?  Oh,  never  ! 

Pal.  Had  I  a  hundred  Lives,  the  Venture  had 
Been  fmall  for  fuch  a  Prize. 

A  Face  not  half  fo  fair  as  thine  has  arm’d 
Whole  Nations  in  the  Field  for  Battle  ripe  : 


And 
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And  brought  a  thoufand  Sail  to  Tenedos , 

To  fack  lamented  Troy ,  and  fhou’d  I  fear 
To  hazard  one  poor  Life  for  thee,  my  Fair? 

A  Life  that  had  been  loft  without  thy  Love, 

For  thou’rt  both  Life  and  Soul  to  thy  Palante. 

Luc.  I’ll  clafp  him  like  the  laft  Remains  of  Life.  [Holds 
And  ftruggle  ftill  with  never  dying  Love.  [him. 

Gray.  Then  thus  I  dafh  thee  from  him,  thou  Stranger 

[Pufhes  her ,  and  falls  down. 
T  o  my  Blood, there  lie  and  grovel  on  the  Earth,  and  thank  the 
Powers  I  do  not  kill  thee ;  away  to  Juftice  with  the  Traitors. 

Pal.  If  there  be  a  Torment  beyond  this  Sight, 

Then  lead  me  to  it,  that  I  may  tafte  all 
The  Variety  of  Mifery,  and 
Grow  compleatly  wretched. 

Oh,  inhuman  Cruelty  ! 

Slaves  give  me  Way,  that  fwift  as  Lightning, 

I  may  dafh  him  dead  that  wrong’d  Lucafia. 

You  fpiteful  Powers,  fhow’r  all  your  Curfes  down, 
Augment  the  Weight,  and  fmk  me  all  at  once. 

Gray.  Away  with  the  Traitor. 

Pal.  Oh,  let  me  firft  embrace  my  Love,  my  Wife. 

Gray.  By  Hell,  he  fhall  not. 

Pal.  So  when  a  Ship  by  adyerfe  Winds  is  toft, 

And  all  the  Hopes  to  gain  the  Port  is  loft, 

The  trembling  Ma7'iners  to  Heayen  cry , 

And  all  in  yam,  for  no  Relief  is  nigh. 

A  rou7id fierce  Terrors  J trike  the  aking  Sight ; 

So  I  when  flint  fro77i  that  all-charming  Light , 
Like  the77i  mufi  plunge  in  everlafting  Night. 

[Exit,  forc’d  off. 

Gray.  I’ll  to  the  Governor,  and  urge  my  injur’d  Suit. 
Rofco  and  Irus,  guard  that  wretched  Woman  ;  take  Care 
that  fhe  neither  fends  nor  receives  a  Meffage.  [Exit. 
Rofco.  Yes,  my  Lord. 

Eug.  My  very  Heart  bleeds  to  fee  two  fuch  faithful  Lo¬ 
vers  parted  ;  methinks  my  Lord’s  too  cruel  in  this  Acftion. 

Rof  Ay,  ay,  Friend  ;  but  we  are  to  obey,  not  to  difpute 
his  Will. 

Eug.  I  can  fcarce  forbear  revealing  myfelf,  but  I  will 
referve  it  for  a  fitter  Hour ;  her  Grief’s  fo  great,  I  fear  it 
has  deprived  her  of  her  Senfes  ;  look  up,  Madam. 

Luc.  Where’s  cay  Palante,  gone  to  death?  Oh  Heav'n  ! 

Then 
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Then  fhall  I  be  mad,  indeed  ?  what  are  you, 

Officers  of  Juhice  !  I’m  ready,  Sir. 

Eug.  No,  Madam,  I  am  one  my  Lord  your  Father  left 
to  attend  you. 

Luc .  Attend  me  !  alas,  I  need  no  Attendance. 

Eug.  Do  not  rejedt  my  Service. 

Luc.  All  Service  comes  too  late  to  miferable  me  ; 

My  Fortune’s  defperate  grown. 

Eug.  Believe  me,  Madam,  I  have  a  feeling  Woe  ; 

A  greater  your  own  Brother  could  not  have  : 

Think  not  I’m  fuborn’d  to  do  you  wrong, 

By  all  the  Pow’rs  I’m  your  trufty  Friend, 

Command  me  any  Thing,  and  try  my  Faith. 

Rof.  This  is  a  rare  fpoken  Fellow ;  I  can’t  put  in  aWord. 
Luc.  Oh  !  ’tis  moft  prodigious  ; 

Cou’d  I  lofe  Pity  in  a  Father’s  Breah, 

And  find  it  in  a  Stranger’s  ?  I  fhall  not 
Live  to  thank  you,  Sir,  but  my  belt  Prayers  go 
With  you. 

Eug.  ’Tis  not  for  Thanks,  nor  for  Reward  I  look, 

But  the  Sacred  Love  I  bear  to  Virtue, 

Makes  me  offer  this. 

Luc.  Surely  this  poor  Man  is  nobly  bred,  howe’er 
His  Habit  fpeaks  him.  [. A fide . 

All  Phyfic  comes  too  late  to  my  Tick  Mind, 

Since  there’s  no  Hopes  of  my  Pnlante' s  Life. 

Eug.  Unlefs  the  Governor  will  pleafe  to  pardon  him, 
’twas  good  that  he  were  mov’d. 

Rof.  Be  not  fo  forward,  Friend,  I  fay  ;  in  my  Confcience 
this  Fellow  will  betray  Eugejiio  lives. 

Eug.  Peace,  Fool. 

Rof.  You  are  fomething  free,  methinks. 

Luc.  Who  fhall  dare  to  make  that  Supplication  ? 

My  Father  and  the  Count  of  Pirro  rules  ; 

Yet  I  wou’d  venture  if  I  knew  which  Way. 

Eug-.  So  meritorious  is  the  Adi,  that  I  wou’d  hand  the 
Teh  in  giving  you  the  Liberty  to  fue. 

Rof.  How,  Sir  ? 

Eug.  Peace,  Muckworm,  or  my  Sword  fhall  hop  thy 
Breath  for  ever. 

Rof.  A  defperate  Fellow  this,  I  dare  not  contradict 
him. 


Luc. 
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Luc.  A  thoufand  Bleffings  on  you  for  your  Care, 

Yes,  I  will  go,  grant  it  ye  Powers  above  ; 

If  you  had  e’er  regard  to  injur’d  Love  : 

Leach  me fuch  Words  as  may  his  Pity  move  ; 

Let  it  pierce  deep  into  his  ftony  Heart , 

In  all  my  Sufferings  make  him  feel  a  Part. 

Oh  make  him  feel  the  Pangs  of  fharp  Defpair, 

That  he  may  know  what  wretched  Lovers  bear  : 

My  Sighs  and  Tears  fh  ill  with  Intreaties  join, 

That  he  would fave  PalanteV  Life ,  or  fentence  mine: 
But  if  relentlefs  to  my  Prayers  he  be, 

And  he  muft  fall,  then  welcome  Defliny. 

Fate  does  our  Lives  fo  clofe  together  twine, 

Who  cuts  the  Thread  of  his  unravels  mine.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  the  Governor’s  Houfe. 

Enter  the  Governor  and  Count  Pirro. 

Gov.  Welcome,  my  deareft  Nephew,  you  are  grown  a 
Stranger  to  the  Court  of  late,  tho’  you  know  my  aged 
Sight  receives  no  Joy  without  you  ;  but  I  can  forgive  you 
fince  Love  is  the  Caufe  :  I  hear  you  have  the  Lord 
Gravello’s  Confent  to  marry  the  fair  Lucafia. 

Pirro.  I  had,  my  Lord,  but  am  unjuftly  robb’d  of  that 
fair  Prize  you  mention  ;  my  promis’d  Bride  is  flolen  by 
P alante ,  Lord  Euphenes’ s  Fofter-Son,  a  Man  far  unworthy 
of  Lucafia’ s  Love  ;  her  Father  with  Officers  are  gone  to 
apprehend  ’em — and  bring  ’em  here  before  you  to  receive 
their  Doom  :  Oh, Uncle,  if  ever  you  had  a  Kindnefs  for  me ; 
if  the  being  ally’d  to  you  by  Blood,  or  aught  I  have  done, 
or  can  hereafter  do,  let  me  intreat  you  to  give  the  Law  its 
utmoft  Courfe  :  Young  Clerimont  too  affifted  in  the  Rape. 

Gov.  Fear  not,  Nephew,  the  Law  fhall  have  its  Courfe, 
and  they  fhall  furely  die. 

Enter  Euphenes  and  Count  Gravello  at  fever al  Doors. 

Euph.  My  Lord,  the  Governor,  I  am  come  begging  to 
you,  for  P alante  my  Fofter-Son,  whom,  Childlefs,  I 
adopted  for  my  own  ;  for  him  1  plead. 

Gov.  What  is  his  Offence  ? 

Euph.  No  heinous  Crime,  my  Lord,  no  treafonable  Plot 
againft  your  Perfon  or  the  State,  for  then  thefe  aged 
Cheeks  wou  d  blufh  to  afk  Pardon.  No  crying  Murder 
(tains  his  Hands,  his  Fault  is  only  Love  :  Unfortunately 
he  has  married  the  Daughter  and  Heirefs  to  that  proud 
Lord  that  follows,  and  feeks  the  laft  Extremity. 


Grav. 
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Grav.  I  feek  no  more  than  what  the  Law  will  give  ;  I 
am  abus’d,  my  Lord,  my  Daughter  is  ftoll’n,  the  only  Com¬ 
fort  of  my  Age  :  Juftice,  my  Lord,  ’tis  Juftice  that  I  afk. 

Pirro.  To  his  juft  Suit  I  bend  my  Knees — benotbiafs’d 
by  aught  but  Juftice. 

Enph.  Thou  fpeakeft  like  an  Enemy,  call  it  Revenge — 
not  Juftice - My  Lord. - 

Gov.  I’ll  hear  no  more,  be  filent ;  if  the  Law  will  fave 
him,  he  fhall  live,  if  not,  he  dies  ;  yes,  my  Lord,  you  fhall 
have  Juftice -  [. Exeunt . 

SCENE  changes  to  GravelloL  Houfe. 

Enter  Larich,  Francifco,  and  Lavinia. 

Ear.  Body  o’me  !  here’s  mad  Work  abroad,  my  Niece 
is  ftolen  :  I’m  refolv’d  to  make  fure  of  you  ;  the  Prieft  fhall 
join  you  inftantly. 

Fran.  Hafte,  Sir,  to  confummate  our  Joy  : 

I’ll  call  the  Mufes  from  their  facred  Hill, 

To  emulate  your  Daughter’s  Beauty  ; 

And  I’ll,  myfelf,  in  lofty  Numbers  fmg  my  own 
Epithalamium. 

Ear.  Firft  I’ll  punifh  that  Impoftor - Here,  bring 

in  the  Prifoner. 

Lav .  Oh  !  I  fear  we  are  undone,  Francifco. 

Fran.  Pray,  Father,  delay  not  my  exorbitant  Defires. 

Lar.  But  for  a  Moment,  learn’d  Son, 

And  thy  exorbitant  Defires  fhall  be  fatisfied. 

Enter  Sancho  and  Triftram,yfa?r’^  in  by  Servants. 

San.  Hey-day  !  What’s  the  Matter  now  :  Is  the  old  Gen¬ 
tleman  grown  generous  ?  Mufl  we  take  a  Bottle  in  his  own 
Houfe,  ha  ? 

Lar.  Sirrah,  you  are  a  very  impudent  Impoftor. 

San.  Hey,  what’s  here,  Frank  in  my  Cloaths  ?  what  is 
there  a  Play  to  be  aCted  ?  ha  ?  what  Part  mufl  I  play  ?  I  have 
adled  a  Part  at  the  College  e’er  now,  Pox  on’t,  that  College 
will  run  in  my  Head,pr’ythee  what  am  I  to  play,  Francifco. 

Fran.  The  Fool,  Sir. 

San.  That’s  fomething  blunt  tho’  Frank. 

Ear.  Ha  !  what  do  I  hear  ?  Francifco  ?  fure  that’s  the 
Fellow  my  Daughter  is  in  Love  with,  I  mufl  enquire  into 
this. 

Fran.  My  Reverend  Patree,  I  hope  you’ll  not  credit  this 
illiterate  Idiot,  you  knew  me  by  my  Scholaflic  Breeding. 

San.  Why  what  does  he  mean  now?  Breeding!  why, 

24  vol.  I.  why, 
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why,  why,  you  wer’nt  half  fo  long  at  Salamanca  as  I,  Frank , 
if  you  go  to  that  Trijiram ,  where  are  my  Books,  Trijiram  f 
we’ll  foon  fee  who’s  moft  learn’d. 

Tepwv  TrldrjKos  oi>x  oALovgtoli  irayts. 

You  mull  not  think  to  catch  old  birds  with  Chaff. 

Als  5 lcl  iraG&v  esi  Qpoj  oi\\T]\a. 

He  knows  not  a  Hawk  from  a  Handfaw. 

Frail.  The  Man’s  diffracted,  Sir,  away  with  him  to  Prifon. 

San.  To  Prifon  !  nay,  then  the  Truth  fhall  out,  that  Ha¬ 
bit’s  mine,  and  thefe  Cloaths  are  his,  he  told  me  that  this 
Lady  wou’d  hate  a  Scholar/and  taught  me  how  to  aCt  the 
Bully,  fackins  he  did  now,  afk  Trijiram  elfe. 

Lar.  Here’s  ftrange  juggling,  I  believe  neither  of  you  is 
Seignior  Sancho’ s  Son. 

Trijt.  Blefs.me,  Sir,  do  you  doubt  my  Mafter  ?  why  he’s 
as  like  my  old  Matter  as  if  he  was  fpit  out  of  his  Mouth. 

Lav.  Methinks  now  by  the  Defcription,  Father,  this 
Scholar  mutt  needs  be  Don  Sancho, and  this  aukward  Beau 
but  a  Pretender. 

Lar.  Peace,  I’ll  have  none  of  your  Judgment. 

San.  A  Pretender,  odfbud,  I  find  fhe  is  in  Love  with  a 
Scholar,  what  a  Sot  was  I  to  be  perfuaded  to  change  my 
Habit,  I  fhall  be  fobb’d  of  my  Miftrefs,  by  and  by,  why 
Frank ,  why  thou  wilt  not  fob  me  wilt  thou. 

Lar.  Right,  that  ProjeCl  will  take, - come  who  pro¬ 

duces  me  a  Letter  from  my  Friend,  I  know  the  Hand,  and 
that  fhall  decide  the  Bufinefs. 

Trijt.  Here,  here,  Sir,  here’s  Letters.  [ Pulls  out  a  Lea¬ 
ther  Pouch  with  Letters ,  and  gives  it  to  Larich. 

San.  That’s  my  Father’s  Hand,  I  can  affure  you,  Sir,  but 
the  Stile  is  Solomon’s,  they  are  freight  with  Wifdom, but  my 
Father  pays  the  Pottage. 

Lav.  Now  we’re  undone,  we  are  certainly  betray’d. 

Fran.  Have  Courage,  I  will  ttill  be  near  thee,  and  pre¬ 
vent  this  Marriage  or  lofe  my  Life. 

Lav.  My  Woman  fhall  give  you  Notice  of  their  Pro¬ 
ceedings. 

Lar.  I  am  convinc’d,  and  worthy  Sir,  I  afk  your  Pardon, 
what  an  Efcape  have  I  had. 

San.  Pr’ythee  Frank  don’t  frown  fo,  faith  I  forgive  thee 
with  all  my  Heart. 

Fran.  Away  you  Dolt 


San. 
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San.  Fackings  Trijlram ,  he’s  woundy  out  of  Humour,  I 
have  fob’d  him  now  Faith,  he,  he,  he. 

Lar.  Sir,  I  defire  your  fcholaftic  Breeding  wou’d  quit  my 
temporal  Habitation  [to  Francifcoj\  lead  I  commit  you  to  a 
clofer  Place,  and  thank  this  Gentleman  for  your  Liberty,  ’tis 
becaufe  he  has  fome  fmall  Acquaintance  with  you,  that  I 
don’t  proceed  in  a  rougher  Manner. 

Fran.  Iam  defencelefsnow,butI  fhallfindaTime.  [Exit. 
Lar.  To  be  hang’d  I  hope,  come  Mrs.  I  fuppofe  you  had 
a  Hand  in  this  wife  Plot,  I’ll  prevent  your  Stratagems,  I’ll 
noofe  and  fetter  you  in  the  Chains  of  Wedlock,  then  if  you 
plot,  let  Sancho  look  to’t. 

For  when  they  are  wed  the  Father's  Care  is  done , 

Trill.  And  the  poor  doting  Husband's  juft  begun. 


6r*b  — 


ACT  IV.  SCENE  the  Governor  s 


Houfe.  The  Governor  in  a  Chair  reading. 

Gov.  T  Have  been  fearching  over  all  our  Sicilian  Laws, 
X  and  know  they  cannot  find  one  Claufe  to  fave 
Palante. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  A  Lady  without,  my  Lord  will  not  be  denied  your 
Prefence. 

Gov.  Admit  her. 

Enter  Lucafia. 

Luc.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  for  preffmg  thus  rudely 
On  your  Privacy,  I  know  ’tis  boldnefs. 

But  I  hope  the  Hour’s  propitious  to  me, 

Finding  you  alone,  and  free  from  Bufinefs, 

I  promife  myfelf  I  fhall  be  heard  with  Patience. 

Gov.  Were  the  Bufinefs  of  the  World  at  flake,  fuch 
Beauty  would  claim  a  Hearing,  fpeak  Madam. 

Luc.  Thus  low  I  beg  for  poor  Palante' s  Life. 

Gov.  Ha  ! 

Luc.  Oh,  Sir. 

If  ever  Pity  touch’d  your  gen’rous  Brealt, 

If  ever  Virgin’s  Tears  had  Power  to  move, 

Or  if  you  ever  lov’d  and  felt  the  Pangs 
That  other  Lovers  do,  pity,  great  Sir, 

Pity  and  pardon  two  unhappy  Lovers. 

Gov.  Your  Life  is  not  in  Oueflion,  Madam, 


Luc . 
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Luc.  If  Palante  dies,  I  cannot  live,  for  we 
Have  but  one  Heart,  and  can  have  but  one  Fate. 

Gov.  What  I  can  do,  I  will  to  fave  him,  but  Law  mud 
have  its  Courfe,  rife  Madam. 

Luc.  Never  till - 

The  gracious  Word  of  Pardon  raifes  me, 

There’s  Pity  in  your  Eye,  oh  !  fhew  it,  Sir  ! 

And  fay  that  he  fhall  live,  ’tis  but  a  Word, 

But  oh,  as  welcome  as  the  Breath  of  Life, 

Why  will  you  part  two  Hearts  that  Heav’n  has  join’d  ? 
He  is  my  Hufband,  Sir,  and  I  his  wedded  Wife. 

Gov.  That  can  plead  no  Excufe,  for ’tis  your  Crime,  but 
if  I  fhou’d  incline  to  pity  you,  what  wou’d  you  return?  what 
wou’d  you  do  to  purchafe  the  Life  of  him  you  hold  fo  dear  ? 

Luc.  You  cannot  think  the  Thing  I  would  not  do. 
Speak,  Sir,  and  lay  it  but  in  my  Power, 

And  even  beyond  my  Power  I  will  attempt. 

Gov.  You  wou’d  be  thankful  then  Ihou’d  I  pardon  him  ? 

Luc.  If  I  were  ever  thankful  unto  Heav’n 
For  all  that  I  call  mine,  my  Health  and  Being, 

Cou’d  I  then  be  unthankful  unto  you, 

For  a  Gift  I  value  more  than  thofe  ? 

Without  which  all  other  Bleffmgs  will  be  tadelefs. 

Gov.  Thofe  that  are  thankful  ftudy  to  requite,  wou’d  you 
do  fo  ! 

Luc.  As  far  as  I  am  capable  I  will, 

Tho’  I  can  ne’er  make  ample  Satisfaction, 

All  my  Services  to  you  are  Duty, 

But  to  thofe  Pow’rs  above  that  can  requite 
That  from  their  Wadelefs  Treafure  daily  heap 
Rewards  more  out  of  Grace  than  merit  on 
Us  Mortals  ; 

To  thofe  I’ll  pray  that  they  wou’d  give  you,  Sir, 

More  Bleffmgs  than  I  have  Skill  to  afk. 

Gov.  There  rifes  one  Way  and  but  one  to  fave  him. 

Luc.  Oh  !  name  it,  Sir,  that - 

Swift  as  the  Arrow  from  the  Archer’s  Hand 
My  trembling  Feet  may  fly  to  fave  him, 

Oh  !  you  have  rais’d  me  from  the  Gulph  of  Grief 
To  that  bled  comfortable  Region,  Hope, 

My  Senfes  all  dance  in  the  Cirque  of  Joy. 

My  ravifh’d  Heart  leaps  up  to  hear  your  Words, 

And  feems  as  ’twou’d  come  forth  to  thank  you. 


Say, 
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Say,  how,  how  fhall  I  fave  him  ? 

Gov.  Marry  my  Nephew  Pirro  and  Palante  lives. 

Luc.  Oh  !  unexpected  Turn  of  rigid  Fate, 

Cruel,  Sir,  far  more  cruel  than  my  Father. 

Why  did  you  raife  me  to  a  Height  of  Joy  ? 

To  fink  me  in  a  Moment  down  again, 

In  what  a  fad  Dilemma  hands  my  Choice, 

Either  to  wed  the  Man  my  Soul  moft  loaths, 

Or  fee  him  die  for  whom  alone  I  live. 

To  break  my  facred  Vows  to  Heav’n  and  him, 

To  fave  a  Life  which  he  would  fcorn  to  take 
On  Terms  like  thofe,  name  any  Thing  but  that, 

You  are  more  juft  than  to  enforce  my  Will, 

Why  Ihould  I  marry  one  I  cannot  love, 

And  fure  I  am  I  cannot  love  Count  Pirro , 

Love  him  !  no,  I  fhou’d  deteft  and  loath  him. 

The  Caufe  that  made  him  mine,  wou’d  hourly  add 
Frefh  Matter  for  my  Hate. 

Gov.  You  have  your  Choice,  I  fwear  by  Heaven  never  to 
pardon  him,  but  upon  thefe  Conditions. 

Luc.  Oh  !  I  am  miferable. 

Gov.  ’Tis  your  own  Fault,  come  confider  Madam,  Pa¬ 
lante  will  thank  you  for  his  Life,  and  if  you  let  him  die,  you 
are  the  Tyrant. 

Luc.  I  fhou’d  be  fuch  if  I  fhou’d  fave  him  thus. 

Since  you  have  fwore  not  to  fave  him  upon 
Other  Terms,  Fll  fhew  a  duteous  Cruelty 
And  rather  follow  him  in  Death  than  fo 
To  buy  his  Life,  no,  I  defpife  the  Price. 

Why  do  I  breathe  my  Woes,  or  beg  for  Mercy  here  ; 

Or  hope  to  find  plain  Honefty  in  Courts  ? 

No,  their  Ears  are  always  flopp’d  againft  Juftice, 

Avarice  and  Pride  fupplies  the  Place  of  Pity. 

So  may  juft  Heap h  when  you  for  Mercy  fue, 

As  you  havepitiedme fo  pardon  you.  [Exeunt  feverally. 

SCENE  Count  GravelloT  Houfe. 

Enter  Larich,  Lavinia,  Sancho  and  Triftram. 

San.  Is  the  Prieft  ready  Triftram  f 
Trift.  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  a  Prieft  and  a  Lawyer  are  always  in 
Readinefs,  their  Tongues  are  the  chief  Inftrument  belong¬ 
ing  to  their  Trade,  with  which  they  commonly  do  more 
Mifchief  than  all  the  Surgeons  in  the  Kingdom  can  heal,  he 

R  waits 
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waits  in  the  next  Room,  Sir,  if  you  can  get  the  Lady  in  the 
Mind. 

Lar.  You  are  witty  Sirrah,  but  no  more  of  your  Jells,  do 
ye  hear,  leaft  I  make  you  experience,  there’s  fomething  elfe 
can  do  Mifchief  befides  their  Tongues,  come  Midrefs  what 
you  are  in  the  Dumps  now,  are  you?  dryup  your  Eyes  and  go 
about  it  chearfully,  or  I’ll  turn  you  out  of  Doors,  I  affure  you. 

Lav.  Good,  Sir,  confider. 

Lar.  Confider  !  no  I  won’t  confider,  nor  fhall  you  con¬ 
fider  upon  ought  but  what  I’d  have  you. 

Lav.  Sir,  do  you  perfuade  him.  [To  Sanch.]  think  how 
unhappy  I  fhall  make  you. 

San.  Make  me  happy  tird,  and  then  I’ll  do  any  Thing 
you’d  have  me. 

Ti'ijl.  The  wifed  Bargain  I  ever  heard  my  Mader  make. 

Lav.  What  wou’d  you  do,  Sir,  with  me  that  cannot  love 
you  ?  Alas  I  was  engaged  long  before  I  faw  you,  you  may 
be  happier  far  elfewhere,  go  court  fome  Nymph  whofe 
Heart’s  intirely  free,  fuch  only  can  be  worthy  of  your  Love. 

San.  For  my  Part  I  don’t  know  what  to  fay. 

Lar.  ’Zdeath  fhe’ll  perfuade  him  by  and  by  to  quit  his 

Pretences  to  her - come,  come,  come  Midrefs  no  more  of 

your  Cant.  [P  nils  her  by  the  Armt\  It  fhall  avail  you  no¬ 
thing  I’ll  promife  you. 

Lav.  Good,  Sir,  hold  a  little,  Don  Sanc/10  feems  difpofed 
to  hear  Reafon. 

San.  Why  ay  truly,  for  my  Part  methinks  ’tis  a  Pity  to 
vex  the  Lady  fo. 

Lav.  Befides,  Sir,  ’tis  for  his  fake  I  do  it,  to  make  him 
eafy,  and  to  prevent  his  eternal  Shame  and  Torture. 

San.  Poor  F ool,  how  hard  it  is,  ay,  ay,  I  know  ’tis  for  my 
Sake,  pray,  Sir,  hear  her — pray  do  for  my  Sake  as  die  fays. 

Lar.  Pooh  Fool. 

San.  Shall  fhe  fay  more  for  my  Sake,  than  you’ll  hear 
Father  that  is  to  be. 

Lar.  Well  Huzzy,  confider  what  you  fay,  for  if  it  be’nt 
to  the  Purpofe,  as  I’m  fure  it  won’t - look  to’t  ? 

Lav.  Before  your  hady  Radmefs  betrays  me  to  eternal 
Woe,  revoke  your  harfh  Commands. 

Lar.  Ay,  I  knew  that  would  follow,  and  this  is  all  you 
have  to  fay,  Midrefs,  ha?  come,  come  Woe,  I’ll  woe  you. 

Lav.  Something  I  have  to  fpeak,  but  know  not  in  what 
Words  to  drefs  my  Thoughts  fit  for  me  to  fpeak,  or  you  to 

hear, 
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hear,  oh  fpare  the  poor  Remains  of  my  already  too  much  vio¬ 
lated  M odefty, —  H eav’n  can  I  do  this,  but  there  is  no  other 
Way.  \Afide. 

Lar.  How?  how?  how’s  that?  M odefty  !  why  what  a 
Duce  is  the  Matter  with  your  Modefty,  ha  ? 

Lav.  Oh  !  Sir,  force  me  not  to  wrong  a  Man  whofe  Fa¬ 
ther  I  have  fo  often  heard  you  fay,  you  lov’d,  think  what 
fure  Difgrace  will  follow,  how  will  it  refledt  upon  your  N  ame 
and  Family,  when  I  fhall  be  found  no  Virgin. 

Lar.  Ha  !  no  Virgin?  take  Heed  Minion  that  youftain 
not  the  Honour  of  my  Houfe,  for  if  you  do,  I  fwear  by  the 
beft  Blood  in  Sicily,  my  Sword  fhall  do  me  Juftice. 

Lav.  N ow  help  me  Courage,  and  forgive  me  Heaven  my 
Rofolutions,  Death  or  my  Francifco.  [Afde. 

I  throw  myfelf  beneath  your  F eet,  thus  proftrate  beg  for 
Mercy,  that  I  have  deferved  Death  my  guilty  Blufhes  own, 
the  mighty  Secrethangsuponmy  Tongue, but  Shamerefufes 
Utterance  to  my  Words. 

Lar.  Fm  all  of  a  cold  Sweat,  Heav’ns  !  how  I  dread  the 
End  of  her  Difcourfe. 

San.  Pray  Father  let  her  rife,  or  I  fhall  weep  too. 

Trijl.  Nay,  I’ll  fay  that  for  my  Mafter,  he’s  as  tractable 
as  a  Monkey,  and  generally  does  what  he  fees  other  People 
do.  \_AJide. 

Lav.  Oh!  let  it  ftill  remain  unknown,  and  rather  banifh 
me,  confine  me  to  fome  horrid  Defart,  there  to  live  on  Roots 
and  withered  Grafs,  and  with  the  falling  Dew,  ftill  quench 
my  Thirft,  and  laftly  to  fome  favage  Monfter  be  a  Prey,  e’er 
1  divulge  my  Shame. 

San.  I  can  hold  no  longer.  [ Cries  aloud. 

Lar.  On,  for  I’ll  hear  it  all,  tho’  thou  ftialt  live  no  longer 
than  thou  haft  told  thy  Tale. 

Lav.  Sure  ne’er  before  was  Maid  thus  wretched,  Oh 
Francifco  !  I  give  thee  here  the  greateft  Proof  of  Love  that 

ever  Woman  gave - if  it  muft  out,  then  with  it  take  my 

Life,  but  Oh  !  fpare  the  innocent  Babe. 

Lar.  Ha  !  the  Babe? 

Lav.  Oh  !  I  am  with  Child. 

Lar.  Then  die  both,  and  both  be  damn’d.  \Offerstoflab 
her ,  but  is  prevented  by  Sancho  and  Triftram. 

Sane.  Oh,  Lord,  Sir,  for  Heavens  Sake,  Sir,  are  you 
mad,  help  Triftram. 

Lar.  ’Zdeath  a  Whore  !  Oh  thou  Scandal  of  my  Blood. 

R  2  San. 
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San.  Egad  Em  refolv’d  to  own  the  Child,  and  bully  this 

old  Fellow  a  little  now - a  Whore,  Sir!  who  dares  call 

my  Wife  a  Whore?  the  Child  is  mine,  Sir,  let  me  fee  who 
has  any  Thing  to  fay  to’t. 

Lar.  Away,  don’t  trifle  with  me,  I  fhall  not  give  you 
Credit. 

San.  What  care  I  whether  you  do  or  no,  I  fay  again  the 
Child  is  mine,  Madam,  dry  your  Eyes,  I  like  you  ne’er  the 
worfe,  and  the  World  will  like  me  the  better  for’t,  it  will 
bring  me  into  Reputation. 

Lav.  Oh  Heavens  !  what  will  come  on  me  now,  Oh  !  fly 
me,  Sir,  as  you  wou’d  fhun  Contagion,  cou’d  you  receive 
into  your  Arms  a  Wretch  polluted  by  another. 

San.  Pifh,  fhaw,  pifh,  fhaw,  ’tis  the  leaft  Thing  in  a  thou- 
fand,  thou  faid  thou  didftit  for  my  Sake  juft  now,  and  fure 
I  fh ou’d  return  the  Kindnefs,  Ingratitude  is  worfe  than  the 
Sin  of  Witchcraft. 

Lar.  Oh  !  the  audacious  Strumpet,  give  me  Way,  that  I 
may  punifh  the  Offence  as  it  deferves.  [Francifco  within. 
Fran.  Slaves  give  me  Way,  he  dies  that  bars  my  Entrance. 
Lav.  Ha  !  ’tis  my  Francifco’ s  Voice — Oh  !  bleh  Minute. 
Lar .  Ha  !  whatNoifeis  that?  [H elp urder cry ’dwithin. 
San.  How  Murder  within  and  Murder  without  too,  this  is 
a  barbarous  Houfe,  I  wifh  I  was  fafe  out  on’t.  Triflram 
hand  by  thy  Maher. 

Trijir.  Oh,  Sir,  I  had  rather  run  with  you,  for  I  hate 
Murder  in  cool  Blood. 

Enter  Francifco  with  his  Sword  drawn. 

Lar.  Help  within  there,  murder,  you  won’t  murder  me 
Sirrah,  ha  ?  {Enter  three  or  four  Servants .]  run  for  the  Cor- 
regidore,  I  fhall  be  murder’d  in  my  own  Houfe. 

Fran.  No,  Sir,  this  Sword  can  never  hurt  the  Father  of 
Lavinia ,  nor  will  my  Arm  guide  it  to  anv  AO.  unjuh,  nor  is 
it  drawn  for  aught  but  to  defend  my  Wife. 

Lar.  Impudent  Rafcal,  can’h  thou  look  me  in  the  Face, 
and  know  how  thou  hah  injur’d  me,  thou  hah  difhonour’d 
my  Daughter. 

San.  Sir,  I  fay  no  man  has  difhonour’d  her  but  myfelf, 
and  I  wonder  you  fhou’d  tax  this  honeh  Gentleman  with  it! 

Fran.  Ha,  Villain  !  re-call  what  you  have  faid,  or  by 
Heaven  ’tis  thy  lah,  ’tis  fafer  playing  with  a  Lion,  than  with 
Lavinia’ s  F  ame.  [Holding  his  Sword  at  his  Teeth. 

San.  Lavinia’ s  Fame,  what  Fame,  what  makes  you  fo 

cho- 
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choleric,  I  thought  I  fhou’d  do  the  Lady  a  Kindnefs  in  it. 

Trijl.  Many  a  Man  wou’d  have  been  glad  to  have  got 
rid  of  it  fo. 

Lav.  Humour  my  Father  in  what  he  fays,  for  ’twas  my 
laft  Stratagem  to  defer  my  Marriage.  [AJide  to  Francifco. 

Lar.  Lavinia’s  Fame  !  No  Monfter,  thou  haft  robb’d, 
robb’d  her  of  her  Fame. 

Fran.  The  Wrong  my  Love  has  done  your  fair  Daughter, 
’tis  now  too  late  to  wifh  undone  again,  but  if  you  pleafe  it 
may  be  clos’d  up  yet  without  Difhonour,  I  will  marry  her. 

Lar.  Marry  her  ?  fhe’ll  have  a  mighty  Bargain  of  that, 
marry  a  Beggar,  what  Jointure  canft  thou  make  her? 

Fran.  I  am  poor,  I  mull  confefs,  in  regard  of  your  large 
Wealth,  but  I  fwear  by  all  Things  that  can  bind,  ’twas  not 
your  Wealth  was  the  Foundation  of  true-built  Love,  it  was 
her  fmgle  uncompounded  felf,  her  felf  without  Addition 
that  I  lov’d,  which  fhall  ever  in  my  Heart  out-weigh  all 
other  Womens  Fortunes  with  themfelves,  and  were  I  great, 
great  as  I  cou’d  wifh  myfelf  for  her  Advancement,  no  fuch 
Baras  Fortune’s  Inequality  fhou’d  ftand  betwixt  our  Loves. 

Lar.  Say  you  fo,  Sir,  why  then  take  her— — there  hang, 
drown’d  or  ftarve  together,  I  care  not  which,  but  never 
come  within  my  Doors  more.  [ Throws  her  to  him. 

[Exit  Larich. 

San.  Hey  day,  what  have  I  loft  my  Miftrefs  then,  why 
what  muft  I  fay  to  my  Father,  Tri/lram ,  who’ll  run  ftark 
mad  without  Hopes  of  a  Grandfon? 

Trifir.  Oh,  Sir,  if  this  Gentleman  had  not  put  in  his 
Claim,  here  had  been  one  ready  to  his  Hands. 

San.  Ah  Pox  on’t,  ’tis  damn’d  unlucky,  but  come  let’s 
to  the  Tavern  and  drink  away  Sorrow.  [ Exeunt . 

Fran.  Come  my  fair  Lavinia^  and  find  a  Father  in  thy 
Hufband’s  Arms,  oh  thou  charming  Excellence,  thou 
fomething  better  fure  than  ever  Woman  was,  the  match- 
lefs  Proof  that  thou  haft  given  of  thy  Love  fhall  be  re¬ 
corded  to  Pofterity - 

Lav.  It  is  a  matchlefs  one  indeed,  and  I  ftruggled  long 
e’er  I  cou’d  bring  myfelf  to  own  a  Deed  fo  diftant  from  my 
Heart,  but  it  has  ferv’d  my  Purpofe,  and  I  glory  in  it  now, 
but  my  Father’s  laft  Words  methinks  chills  my  Blood,  how 
fhall  you  like  the  Yoke  without  lining  think  you  ha  ! 

Fran.  Don’t  wrong  my  Love  Lavinia ,  or  think  that  I 
can  want  any  Thing  when  poffeft  of  thee. 

Love  Jhall  make  itp  what  Fortune  does  deny , 

And  Love  alone  Jhall  all  our  Wants  /apply.  [Exeunt. 
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The  SCENE  changes  to  the  Street ,  Count  Pirro  and 

Lord  Gravello. 

Grav.  Now  my  Lord  fhe’s  your’s  again,  Palante  dies. 

Pirro.  So  noble  were  the  Carriage  of  the  Youths  that 
I  could  almoft  pity  their  hard  Sentence. 

Grav.  I  admire  Palante ’s  Conftancy,  he  feem’d  regard- 
lefs  when  the  Jury^pronounc’d  his  Sentence,  as  if  he  feared 
not  Death,  but  when  his  Friends  came  on,  I  obferved  the 
Tears  to  fall. 

Pirro.  He  begg’d  very  hard  to  fave  his  Friend. - 

Grav.  And  his  Friend  as  eagerly  to  die  with  him,  truly 
I  think  Clerimonf  s  Crime  did  not  deferve  Death,  but  our 
Sicilian  Laws  doom  all  to  Death  that  have  but  the  lead 
Hand  in  dealing  of  an  Heirefs,  but  fee  the  Lord  Euphenes , 
he  dicking  hard  to  fave  his  Foder  Son,  let’s  avoid  him, 
for  I  know  he’ll  rail.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lord  Euphenes. 

Euph.  Unhappy  poor  Palante ,  the  Law  has  cad  thee  in 
Spite  of  all  that  I  could  do  to  fave  thee,  I’d  give  my  whole 
Edate  to  refcue  thee  from  Death  :  In  thee  methought  my 
lod  Lyfander  liv’d,  and  in  lodng  thee  I’m  childlefs  now 
indeed.  I  lov’d  thee  like  my  own  Son,  I  refcu’d  thee 
from  Pyrates,  by  which  my  Child  was  lod. 

Enter  Alphonfo. 

Alphon.  Thus  once  again  from  twenty  Years  Exile. 
(Tod  by  the  Storms  of  Fortune  to  and  fro) 

Has  gracious  Heav’n  giv’n  me  Leave  to  tread 
My  native  Earth  of  Sicily ,  and  draw 
That  Air  that  fed  me  in  my  Infancy. 

Evph.  Ha  !  either  my  Eyes  deceive  me  or  ’tis  my  good 
old  Friend  Alphonfo. 

Alph.  My  Lord  iEuphenes  ? 

Euph.  Alphonfo ,  welcome  to  Sicily ,  I  thought  thee 
dead  with  my  unhappy  Son,  or  what  was  worfe,  in  Slavery, 
where  no  Intelligence  cou’d  find  thee,  for  I  have  us’d  my 
utmod  Diligence. 

Alph.  In  part  you  have  guefs’d  aright,  for  I  have  been 
twenty  tedious  Years  in  gauling  Slavery,  for  when  the 
Argives  furprized  the  Fort  they  hurried  me  on  board,  and 
becaufe  I  made  a  brave  Refidance,  they  ne’er  wou’d  give 
me  Leave  to  offer  at  my  Ranforn,  fo  violent  was  their  Hate, 
but  now  worn  out  with  Age,  unfitting  for  their  Labour, 
they  turn’d  me  Home,  an  ufelefs  Drone,  your  Son  they 

put 
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put  on  board  another  Ship,  and  by  fome  I  heard  it  ru¬ 
moured,  he  being  wondrous  fair,  that  they  defign’d  to 
breed  him  for  the  Sultan’s  Ufe,  but  fome  Years  after  I 
heard  he  was  retaken  on  this  Coaft. 

Euph.  Ha  ! 

Alph.  I  conceal’d  his  Name,  leaft  the  many  Conquefts 
you  have  gain’d  againft  them  fhou’d  have  wing’d  their 
Revenge,  and  made  ’em  kill  the  lovely  Child,  I  call’d  him 
Pal  ante,  have  you  ever  heard  of  fuch  a  one  ? 

Ejiph.  Oh  all  ye  immortal  Powers,  the  very  fame,  I 
took,  and  is  Palante  then  Lyfander,  and  have  I  found 
thee  once  to  lofe  thee  ever  ? 

Alph.  Ha  !  what  means  all  this  ? 

Euph.  ’Twas  Nature  then  that  worked  my  Soul,  and  I 
by  InftinCt  lov’d  him.  Oh  my  Alphonfo ,  this  Difcovery 
comes  too  late,  and  inftead  of  bringing  Comfort  to  my 
Age,  thou  haft  plung’d  me  down  in  deep  Defpair. 

Alph.  Alas,  my  Lord,  how  have  I  err’d  ?  pray  explain 
yourfelf. 

Euph.  Oh  Alphonfo  !  the  Youth  thou  fpeak’ft  of  I  re¬ 
took  from  Argive  Pirates,  I  bred  him,  and  tho’  not 
fenfible  who  he  was,  I  lov’d  him  tenderly  :  He  is  this 
very  Day  condemn’d  for  Healing  of  an  Heirefs,,  now 
judge  if  my  Grief  falls  not  with  Weight  upon  me. 

Alph.  Unfortunate  Mifchance,  is  there  no  Way  to  fave 
him  ? 

Euph.  None  I  fear,  but  yet  I’ll  try  all  Means,  if  my 
long  Service  to  my  Country,  my  Winter  Camps,  and 
Summer  Heats,  and  all  my  ftormy  Fate  at  Sea  can  plead, 
I  will  expand  my  Deeds  as  Rome’s  Confuls  did  of  old, 
make  bare  my  Breaft,  and  fhew  my  fear’d  Bofom  to  move 
and  raife  their  Pity. 

I  that  ne’er  mention’d  aught  my  Arm  has  done , 

Will  now  urge  all  to  fave  my  darling  Son.  [Exeunt. 

^  ^ <T  .v-;. 

ACT  V.  SCENE  a  Prifon. 

Palante  and  Clerimont  come  forward. 

Pal.  H  !  Clerimont ,  I  fwear  by  my  malignant  Stars, 

V  J  Death  brings  no  Terrors  with  it  but  for  thee  ; 
The  Thoughts  of  thine,  and  that  I  have  involv’d 
1  n  my  fad  F ate,  my  bell  and  only  F riend, 
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Sits  heavy  on  my  Soul,  and  gives  me  double  Death  : 

My  Fathers  Tears,  whom  now  too  late  I  know, 

Pierce  not  my  Bread  with  half  this  killing  Grief, 

This  gnaws  me  worfe  than  my  Lucafid s  Lofs  ; 

And,  like  a  Vulture ,  preys  upon  my  Heart. 

I  was  rewarded,  call’d  Lucajia  mine  : 

For  fuch  a  Treafure  who  wou’d  refufe  to  die  ? 

But  thou’rt  condemn’d  for  only  aiding  me, 

I  am  the  Caufe  of  thy  fad  Fate,  my  Friend  ; 

Hurry’d  by  me  to  an  untimely  Grave  : 

Thou  fail’d  for  him  thou  ever  had  oblig’d. 

Cler.  No  more  Palante - 1 — 

Why  dod  thou  call  me  by  the  Name  of  Friend  ? 

Yet  think  I  cou’d  defcend  from  Friendfhip’s  Rules  : 

For  fo  I  mud  fhou’d  I  repine  at  Death, 

Or  fear  to  fuffe-  with  fo  brave  a  Man. 

To  die  is  nothing  to  a  Man  refolv’d  : 

Why  fhou’d  we  wifh  to  hold  this  mortal  Frame, 

By  Nature  fubjedl  to  fuch  various  Ills, 

Which  fil'd  or  lad  brings  certain  Death  to  all  ? 

Were  there  no  Hand,  indeed,  but  human  Laws 
To  cut  the  Thread  of  our  Mortality, 

Then  we  had  Caufe  for  Grief ;  but  when  we  reflect 
We  only  leap  the  Abyfs  a  little  fooner, 

Where  all  Mankind  mud  follow  by  degrees, 

The  Apprehenfion  moves  not  me. 

Pal.  Oh  !  Noble  Condancy - 

After  Ages  fhall  record  the  Story, 

And  rank  thee  with  the  braved  Roman  Youths  ; 

And  melancholy  Virgins  when  they  read, 

In  moving  Accents  celebrate  thy  Name. 

Cler.  What  baleful  Planet  rul’d  when  thou  wert  born, 
That  mark’d  for  thee  this  Path  of  Sorrow  out  ? 

Oh  !  ye  malicious  Stars,  when  ye  had  dood 
So  long  the  rude  Buffets  of  blind  Fortune, 

And  now  jud  as  the  pleafing  Scene  appear’d, 

I’  th’  Moment  when  th’  art  found  of  noble  Birth, 

And  wed  to  thy  long  wifh’d  for  Bride  Lucafia , 

Then  to  fnatch  thee  hence,  is  twice  to  kill  thee. 

Oh  !  it  is  the  Mock’ry  of  fpiteful  Fates, 

When  we  with  Labour  reach  the  aim’d  at  Wifh, 

Straight  this  undable  Fairy  World  removes. 

We  die,  or  are  dafh’d  back  again  to  what  we  were. 

Enter 
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Enter  Eugenio  and  Lucafia. 

Luc.  Faithful  Irus  how  (hall  I  reward  thee  ? 

Ha  !  fee  where  hands  Palante  and  his  Friend  ! 

Oh  !  lead  me  Irus ,  quickly,  lead  me  back, 

Elfe  I  fhall  grow  a  Statue  at  this  Sight  : 

Not  all  the  frightful  Noife  of  Chains  we’ve  pah, 

And  meagre  Looks  of  Wretches  in  Defpair, 

Are  half  fo  terrible  as  this. 

Pal.  My  Lucafia! 

Art  thou  come  to  take  thy  laft  Adieu,  and 
Blefs  my  Eyes  before  they  clofe  for  ever  ? 

Luc.  Oh!  Pala?ite! 

Pal.  What  !  no  more  ?  Give  thy  labouring  Sorrows  vent, 
That  like  Convulfions  heaves  thy  fnowy  Breads, 

And  ftruggles  for  a  Paffage  to  thy  Tongue. 

Luc.  O  !  I  had  dy’d  e’er  feen  this  fatal  Hour  ; 

But  this  good  Man  purfu’d  with  Care  my  Steps, 

And  hop’d  my  Hand,  which  elfe  had  giv’n  the  Blow, 
When  hrh  I  heard  the  fad  and  dreadful  News, 

That  thou,  Palante ,  wer’t  condemn’d  to  die. 

Eug.  Still  all  I  afk  is,  that  you  wou’d  have  Patience  ; 
I’ll  to  Court  where  Lord  Euphenes  is, 

Now  begging  for  his  Son,  in  Hope  to  bring  you  Happinefs. 

[Exit  Eug. 

Luc.  Fly  Irus ,  fly,  and  bring  us  inhant  Word. 

Oh  !  my  aking  Brain  is  near  Diftrabtion  ; 

For  much  I  fear  there  is  no  Help  for  me. 

Pal.  Yet  I  rejoice  in  this,  Pm  found  of  Noble  Birth — 
That  in  fucceeding  Ages,  when  this  Abt, 

With  all  its  Circumhances  fhall  be  told, 

No  Blot  may  reh  upon  thy  Virgin  Fame  ; 

No  cenfuring  Tongue  reflebt  upon  thy  Choice  ; 

And  fay  thy  Hufband  was  a  Wretch  unknown, 

And  quite  unworthy  of  Lucafia  s  Arms. 

Luc.  What  Comfort’s  in  this  late  Difcoverv  found  ? 
Will  the  Greatnefs  of  thy  Race  protebl  thee  ? 

Virtue  and  ev’ry  Good  was  thine  before  ; 

Yet  the  cruel  Pow’rs  are  deaf  to  all  my  Prayers  : 

Nor  will  thy  Merit  plead  with  angry  Heav’n, 

To  ward  the  Stroke,  and  fave  thy  precious  Life. 

Oh  Greatnefs  !  thou  vain  and  vap’rifh  Shew, 

That,  like  a  Mift,  dazzles  the  Eyes  of  Men, 

And  as  the  Fogs  deftroy  the  Body’s  Health, 
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That  poifons  deep,  and  gangrenes  in  the  Soul ; 

But  feldom’s  found  t’  afiift  the  virtuous  Man. 

Thou  wert - 

As  dear  to  thefe  defiring  Eyes  before, 

And  honour’d  full  as  much  in  this  poor  Heart. 

Oh  !  I  cou’d  curfe  the  feparating  Caufe, 

And  wifh  Lucafia  never  had  been  born. 

Pal.  Be  calm,  my  Love,  my  everlafting  Dear,' 

Ceafe  to  lament,  and  give  thy  Spirits  eafe. 

Oh  !  hear  me  Heav’n,  and  grant  my  laft  Requeft  ; 

May  Health,  long  Life,  and  ev’ry  Blifs  befide, 

Conduce  to  make  Lucafia  happy  ftill. 

Let  nothing  fall  to  interrupt  her  Joy, 

But  make  it  lading  as  you  make  it  great. 

Grant  this,  and  I  to  rigorous  Defliny 
Submit  with  Pleafure. 

Luc.  Long  Life  ;  no,  rather  wifh  me  fudden  Death, 

To  rid  me  of  my  Cares,  and  that  Way  give  me  Eafe. 

Ha  !  I’m  feiz’d  with  an  unufual  Terror,  Fear 
And  Horror  fwim  in  Shades  of  Night  around, 

How  fad  and  dreadful  are  thefe  Prifon  Walls  ! 

Thy  Voice  feems  hollow  too,  and  Face  looks  pale. 

Oh  !  my  Palante ,  my  Heart - 

Throbs,  as  if  the  Strings  of  Life  were  breaking. 

[A  Bell  tolls  within. 

Hark  !  hark  !  Oh  !  ’twas  this  that  it  foretold. 

Ope’  Earth,  hide  me  in  thy  unfathom’d  Womb, 

To  drown  the  Call  of  Fate - this  difmal  Bell. 

Cler.  Madam - 

Be  patient,  add  not  to  his  Mifery  ; 

For  whilft  he  fees  you  thus,  his  Soul’s  unfit 

For  aught  but  Earth  ;  th’ Approach  of  Death  is  near, 

A  little  Time  is  neceffary  now, 

To  calm  his  Mind  to  fuffer  like  a  Man. 

Luc.  Oh  !  Heav’n  help  me.  [Faints. 

Pal.  Oh  !  She’s  dying  ;  do  not  thus  rend  my  Soul  with 
Grief. 

Enter  a?i  Officer. 

Officer.  Gentlemen,  this  Bell  gives  warning,  that  within 
Half  an  Hour  you  mull  prepare  to  die. 

Pal.  ’Tis  very  well,  we  (hall  be  ready. 

Canft  thou  condudf  this  Lady  to  her  Father’s  Houfe  ? 

Luc. 
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Luc.  Stand  off,  and  touch  me  not  :  No,  I  will  flay  with 
Do  not  pufh  me  from  thee,  my  dear  Palante  ;  [thee. 
For  I  fhall  die  apace,  and  go  before. 

Officers.  The  Officers  all  wait  to  conduct  ye  to  the  Place 
of  Execution. 

Cler.  We  come  now,  Friend,  when  fhall  we  meet  again. 

Pal.  The  blefs’d  Pow’rs  can  tell,  in  Heav’n  fure. 

Luc.  Oh  /  all  ye  Maids  that  now  are  crowd d  above  ; 
Did  any  feel ,  like  me ,  the  Wrecks  of  Love  ? 

By  Temp  efts  torn  from  my  dear  Husbands  Side , 
And  made  a  W idow,  when  Pm  fcarce  a  Bride. 

SCENE  the  Governors  Houfe. 

Enter  Governor  and  Count  Pirro,  and  Lord  Gravello. 

Govern.  This  is  flrange  Palante  fhould  be  found 
The  Lord  Euphend s  Son  ;  but  fear  not  Nephew,  the  Law 
has  pafs’d,  and  he  fhall  fuffer. 

Pirro.  I  urge  ftill,  my  Lord,  fhe  was  my  promifed  Wife  • 
Her  Father  fo  defign’d  her,  had  he  then  been  known 
Euphene  s  Son.  I  urge  that,  fpeak  my  good  Father. 

Grav.  My  Lord,  I  had  ;  yet  let  me  own,  I  rather  with 
the  unknown  Palante  had  fuffer’cl  for  my  Daughter,  than 
the  Son  of  one,  who  tho’  my  Foe,  I  muff  acknowtedge  great 
and  brave. 

Govern.  So  wou’d  I  my  Lord,  but  there’s  no  Fence  for 
Accidents  ;  I  doexpedt  to  be  befet  with  Prayers  and  Tears 
but  all  in  vain  ;  fee  where  he  comes. 

Enter  Euphenes  and  Alphonfo. 

Eiiph.  Behold  !  Lord  Governor,  my  aged  Knees  are 
bent  to  thee,  ’ 

’Tis  in  thy  Power  to  wrefl  this  heavy  Judgment  of  the  Law  • 
Sufpend  it  at  lead,  till  the  King  fhall  hear  the  Caufe 
And  fave  my  Son.  ’ 

Gover.  Rife  Euphenes ,  your  Speech  carries  a  double 
Meaning,  you  pray  and  threaten  with  the  fame  Breath 
we  are  not  to  be  frighted  Lord  ;  the  Laws  of  Sicily  have 
had  their  Courfe,  your  Son  falls  by  them. 

Euph.  Oh!  miftakemenot,  I  amashumbieas  your  Pride 
can  wifh  me ;  but  give  me  Leave  to  fpeak,  tho’  ’tis  my  hard 
Fortune  to  offend ;  let  me  the  Anguifh  of  my  Soul  deliver  to 
that  injurious  Lord,  the  Father  of  LyfandeP  s,orby  themore 
known  Name, Palantds  Wife;  hard-hearted  Man  !  had’d 

thou 
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thou  no  other  Way  to  wreck  thy  canker’d  and  long  fofter’d 
Hate  upon  my  Head,  but  this  ?  Thus  cruelly,  by  my  Son's 
Suffering,  and  for  fuch  a  Fault  as  thou  fhou’dft  Love  him, 
rather?  Is  thy  Daughter  injur’d  by  this  Marriage  ?  Is  his 
Blood  bafe  ?  Or  can  his  now  riling  F ortunes  know  an  Ebb  ? 
This  Law  was  made  to  reftrain  the  Vile  from  wronging 
noble  Perfons,  by  Attempts  of  fuch  a  kind  ;  but  where 
Equality  meets  in  the  Match,  there  is  no  Crime  ?  or  if  there 
is,  forgive  his  Youth,  and  have  Pity  on  him. 

Gover.  Euphenes,  you  wrong  your  Virtue  when  you’dfave 
a  Criminal,  the  Law  condemns  ;  tho’  the  righteous  Judg¬ 
ment  falls  upon  your  Son,  and  your  Appeal  ihall  come  too 
late. 

Euph.  Then  you  have  fet  a  Period  to  a  loyal  Houfe  and 
Family  that  have  been  Props  of  the  Sicilian  Crown  and  with 
their  Blood  in  Wars,  won  many  an  honour’d  Field.  I  can 
fpendnomore  in  Tears,  I’ll  fpend  the  fad  Remnant  of  my 
childlefs  Age,  and  only  wifh  to  reft  i’th’  Grave  together. 

Alph.  Hear  me  thou  Governor,  not  kneeling, but ereCt  as 
old  Age  and  Slavery  has  left  me  :  This  noble  Sicilian  Youth 
was  loft  in  defending  Sicily  from  the  fam’d  Fortrefs,  which 
beat  back  a  thoufand  Times,  invading  Foes,  and  funk  ’em 
in  the  working  Seas,  from  thence  the  Child  was  ta’en,  and 
muft  he ’fcape  the  Hazards  of  the  rowling  Waves,  Rocks, 
Tempefts,  Pirates,  and  ignominious  Fate,  to  perifh  in  his 
native  Ifle  :  Oh,  barbarous  Ufage,  flop  yet  at  leaf!  his 
Judgment,  and  let  this  poor  old  Man  fee  once  again,  his 
dear  Palante ;  for  that  I’ll  bow  my  ftubborn  Knees,  and  alk 
the  Bleffmgs  as  I  importune  Heaven. 

Euph.  Oh  !  my  Lord,  let  my  unhappy  Son  appear  before 
ye,  e’er  the  cruel  Sentence  comes  to  Execution. 

Grav.  If  you  deny  them  this,  it  may  be  ill  reprefented  to 
the  King. 

Pirro.  I  fear,  my  Lord,  you  are  daggering. 

Gover.  Nephew,  be  ftlent,  and  be  fafe  ;  they  Ihall  have 
their  Will,  but  to  no  Purpofe,  only  a  Moment’s  ihort  Delay  ; 

for  I  have  fworn,  and  he  Ihall  die - Guard  bring  here  the 

Prifoner. 

Euph.  I  thank  the  Governor. 

Gov.  Oh  fpare  thy  Thanks,  till  thou  haft  real  Caufe  : 
the  Law,  the  Statute’s  plain,  and  he  muft  die  for’t,  there  is 
no  Remedy. 


Enter 
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Enter ,  brought  in  by  the  Guards,  Palaute,  Clerimont, 

Lucafia  and  Eugenio. 

Euph.  Oh  !  Son  ! 

A  Iph.  Palante  ! 

Pal.  Pardon  me,  Sirs,  I  have  too  much  Tendernefs 
upon  my  Soul  already,  too  many  Clogs  that  drag  it  down¬ 
wards  ;  0I1  !  forgive  me,  if  I  beg  ye  wou’d  not  add  more 
Weight  to  Death. 

Gra.  Madam,  ’twere  more  becoming  your  Quality 
and  Modefty,  to  be  at  Home  ;  thou  dod  but  ill  return 
thy  Father’s  Care. 

JLuc.  I  have  no  Father,  nor  ever  had  that  I  remember, 
but  born  and  dcftin  d  for  an  out-caft  Wretch^  and  curft  to 
ruin  a  mofl  noble  Hufband  :  Oh  he  was  the  Pride  of  the 
Sicilian  Youths,  and  Glory  of  the  World  ;  but  he  is  dead 
or  doom’d  to  die,  and  that’s  alike  didrading. 

Euph.  Heav’n  blefs  thee,  thou  Mirrour  of  thy  Sex, 
that  in  the  Sea  of  thy  tranfeendant  Virtues,  drown’d  all 
thy  Father’s  Malice,  and  in  my  Thought,  redeem’d  more 
than  thy  Race  can  lofe. 

Gov.  Lord  Euphanes ,  what  End  had  you  in  this  in 
bringing  here  the  Criminals  ? 

Euph.  To  move  your  Mercy  was  my  End  ;  but  Wolves 
and  Tygers  know  not  what  Pity  means. 

Gov.  Forbear  Reproach,  and  hear  me  ;  I’ll  dand  it 
to  the  King,  and  all  the  World  ;  here  is  an  Heirefs  dole,  the 
word  of  Robberies  ;  he  is  condemn’d  by  the  Law,  he'  fell 
to  the  Judgment  of  the  Law  ;  I  furrender  him.  Guards 
carry  on  the  Pris’ners. 

Luca.  Oh  !  cruel  Sentence  !  hear  me,  Sir. 

Gov.  Away  with  ’em. 

Eug.  Stay  yet  a  little,  thou  mod  imperious  Governor  • 
for  I  will  be  heard. 

Gov.  Thou  !  What  art  thou  ? 

Eug.  My  Name  is  Irus  ;  Lord  Pirro  knows  me. 

Pirro.  Hal 

,  Euf-  Jh?u  trembled,  Lord,  hear  ;  you  that  have  con¬ 
demn  d  thefe  noble  Friends,  and  hunt  their  Lives  fora 
mere  Trifle  ;  fentence  to  Death  a  Man  for  lovino-  and  be¬ 
ing  belov’d  ;  hear,  a  black  Deed  will  dart  your  Soul  with 
Horror,  and  make  you  own  the  Crime  before  vc  nothin? 
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Gov.  What  means  the  Fellow  ! 

Eug.  Nay,  ’tis  not  a  Frown  can  ftop  me,  nor  will  my 
Fate  be  long;  know  then,  this  Lor<f  gave  out  his  Son 
Eugenio  dy’d  at  Rome ,  but  he  was  well,  and  in  this  City. 

Ralan.  Flow  fay’ft  thou  ? 

Luc.  Proceed,  dear  Irus. 

Eug.  Firft  ftop  Lord  Pirro  ;  for  my  Story  will  not 
pleafe  him  :  I  fay  Eugenio  lived  ;  which  when  I  difco- 
ver’d  to  that  trembling  Lord,  he  brib’d  me  with  a  thoufand 
Crowns  to  poifon  him  :  Here’s  the  Agreement  under  his 
own  Hand  ;  and  here’s  a  Letter  from  Eugenio  to  his 
Father,  which  denotes  that  he  was  poifon’d,  and  dying. 

Gra.  Let  me  fee  it  :  Oh  !  ’tis  his  Hand.  Wretch  that 
I  am,  is  my  diffembled  Grief  turn’d  to  true  Sorrow? 
Were  my  adted  Tears  but  Prophecies  of  my  enfuing  Woe  ? 
And  is  he  dead  ?  Oh  !  pardon  me,  dear  Ghoft  of  my 
Eugenio!  ’twas  my  Crimes  that  call’d  this  hafty  Ven¬ 
geance  from  above,  and  (horten’d  thus  thy  Life ;  for 
whilft  with  Fallacies  I  fought  to  fatten  Wealth  upon  our 
Houfe,  I  brought  a  Cannibal  to  be  the  Grave  of  me  and 
mine  ;  bafe,  bloody,  murdering  Lord. 

Pirro.  Vile  Cozener,  Cheater  and  Diffembler,  now  in¬ 
deed  we  both  are  caught. 

Euph.  Oh  !  cruel  Man  !  now  fee  the  Juftice  of  offend¬ 
ed  Heav’n  ;  thou  who  purfu’ft  the  poor  Palante* s  Life 
with  fo  much  Violence,  thou  now  muft  feel  the  Weight  of 
a  Son’s  Lofs. 

Gov.  This  will  prove  a  Tragedy  indeed  ;  away  with 
the  Prifoners.  Your  Trial’s  next,  Lord  Pirro . 

Pirro.  1  do  confefs - 

Eu°.  Hold,  is  there  no  means  left  to  fave  them? 
Wou’d  not  you  now,  Lord  Gravello ,  give  your  Daughter 
freely  to  Pal  ante  ? 

Gra.  More  willingly  than  I  wou’d  live  another  Hour. 

Euph.  Oh  !  You  are  kind  too  late  ;  had  you  been  thus 
when  Need  required,  you  had  fav’d  yourfelf  and  me,  and 
both  our  haplefs  Sons. 

Gov.  Oh  Nephew,  my  Prompter  ftill  in  Cruelty, 

Now  thou  thyfelf  muft  feel  the  Rigour  of  the  Law. 

Eug.  Now  ye  behold  the  Good  from  Bad,  which 
nought  but  this  Extremity  had  (hewn  ;  yet  all  be  fafe, 
Eugenio  lives,  and  fair  Liicafia  is  no  Heirefs  now. 

Omnes . 
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O mites.  How  !  lives  ! 

Eug.  Yes,  lives  to  call  thee  Brother,  worthy  Palante , 
and  thou, my  dear  Lucafia,  Sifter.  [  Throws  off  his  Difguife. 
Luc.  Oh,  Irus,  Eugenio,  Palante ,  where  am  I  ? 

Palan.  Oh!  Lucafia ,  Clerimont ;  my  Friend,  my  Love, 
my  Wife. 

Eug-.  Pardon  me  ye  moft  afftidled  Sufferers, 

That  I  thus  long  have  kept  myfelf  conceal’d  ; 

My  End  was  honeft,  to  let  my  Father  fee 
The  Frailty,  I  will  not  call  it  by  a  harder  Name, 

Of  Count  Pirro  ;  the  Son  he  coveted  fo  eagerly, 

To  raife  the  Storms  to  their  moft  dreadful  Height, 

That  Calms,  and  Peace  might  be  more  pleafmg. 

Gra.  I  fee  it  was  Eugenio ,  and  thou  Palante. 

Now,  my  Son,  give  me  thy  Hand,  here  take  thy  Wife, 
And  for  the  Wrong  that  I  intended  thee,  thy  Portion 
fhall  be  double. 

Pal.  Oh !  Iam  over-paid,  Lucafia  and  my  Friend  fecure. 
This  is  the  Work  of  Heav’n,  and  oh  ye  gracious  Powers 
I  thank  ye  for  it. 

Cler.  Joy  rifes  from  my  Heart,  and  with  unutterable 
Tranfports  flops  my  Speech  ;  thus  once  again  let  me  em¬ 
brace  thee. 

Euph.  And  has  a  Father  nothing  from  a  Son  ? 

Alph.  And  old  Alphonfo  too  experts  a  Welcome. 

Pal.  Oh  !  take  me,  Father,  Brother,  Friend,  Lucafia  / 
There’s  the  Sum  of  all. 

Luc.  Sure  fuch  Hours  as  thefe  give  us  a  Tafte  of  Im¬ 
mortality. 

Gra.  My  Lord  Euphanes,  I  hope  all  Enmity  is  now 
forgot  betwixt  our  Houfes. 

Euph.  Let  it  be  ever  fo  ;  I  do  embrace  your  Love. 

But  fpeak  Eugenio ,  what  haft  thou  to  afk  ? 

Whofe  timely  Care  prevented  our  undoing. 

Eug.  My  Lord,  you  have  a  virtuous  Niece,  for  whom 
I  long  have  ftgh’d,  I  beg  your  leave  to  own  my  Flame. 

Euph.  She’s  yours ;  I’ve  often  heard  her  praife  Eugenio. 
And  all  Things  elfe  within  my  Power  command. 

My^Lord  the  Governor,  you  alone  feem  fad. 

Gov.  I  am  not  fo  at  your  good  Fortune,  but  that  my 
Nephew  whom  I  have  found  fo  bafe,  urg’d  me  to  fuch 

Cruelty  : 
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Cruelty  :  Be  gone,  and  hide  thy  ignominious  Head,  for  I 
will  never  fee  thee  more. 

Pirro.  No  matter,  I  am  free,  and  will  enjoy  myfelf  in 
fpight  of  all  Mankind.  [ Exit. 

Gov.  However  this  my  Care  fhall  do,  I  will  folicit  ear- 
neftly  the  King  to  mitigate  this  cruel  Law,  and  make  the 
Thefts  of  Love  admit  of  Pardon. 

Who  have  we  here  ?  they  feem  to  rejoice  too. 

Enter  Larich  finging,  Francifco,  Lavinia,  Sancho  a7id 

Trill. 

Larich .  Ha,  hey,  what,  every  body  in  Joy  !  Good 
News,  Coz,  Palante  come  off  fafe  ;  my  pretty  Niece 
pleas’d  here,  and  Son-in-law,  Francifco ,  juft  receiv’d  a 
certain  Information  of  an  Uncle’s  Death,  that  has  left 
him,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  ;  ay,  ay,  enough  to  pleafe  me. 

Sancho.  Nay,  nay,  hold,  every  body  is  not  fo  well 
pleas’d  neither ;  I  am  melancholy,  1  came  hither  to  fee 
the  Execution  ;  but  I  fee  no  body  has  occafion  to  be 
hanged  but  myfelf,  for  I  have  loft  my  Miftrefs  ;  faith  I 
have,  Trifiram.  What  Account  fhall  I  give  my  Father 
of  this  Match  ? 

Trif.  Fackins,  Matter,  I  cannot  tell. 

Larich.  Then  Lavinia  is  a  pure  Virgin  ftill,  for  all  the 
Tricks  fhe  play’d  ;  faith  fhe  is  :  Was  it  not  a  fly  one,  ha, 
Brother  ? 

Gra.  I  know  nothing  of  the  Matter. 

Luc.  Coufin,  I  wifh  you  Joy,  as  large  a  Share  as  I  pof- 
fefs,  and  Fate  itfelf  can  give  no  more. 

Lav.  I  am  doubly  blefs’d  to  fee  you  happy. 

Fran.  And  I  have  nothing  left  to  wifh. 

Pal.  Come,  my  Lucafa ,  now  we  are  blefs’d,  let  us  re¬ 
tire,  and  give  a  loofe  to  Raptures  yet  unknown. 

Virtue  furvives  through  all  the  Turns  of  Fate , 

Let  7iot  i77ipatie7it  Man  think  Mercy  late  ; 

For  Heave?i  does  ftill  the  jufieft  Side  regard 

A  nd  virtuous  Lovers  always  7neet  reward. 


The  End  of  the  First  Volume. 
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